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A visitor 10 Paris Yrom Prdamawa. “MBS Dog Days begin. 


(1) Here Mr. FuN, whom ladies e’er extol, (4) A Deptford cook with piuck pursues a thief, 


Doth volubly bring forth his newest Vol. ! | And by her roasting soon he came to grief, 
(2) A Greek refused to leave his lodgings, and (5) A youthful negress mashes Paris folk, 
With Greek fire vowed to tell his native land, | Just now there’s not an (n)egress from that joke. 
(3) Electioneering rowdies day and night, (6) Before the Queen Wild Westers gave a show, 
Pelt candidates—e’en Gladstone felt their spite |! Thanks to Her Buffalo Bill-et-doux, you kno» 


(7) The wild dogs now begin with the dog days 
To make the “ best and bravest’ run all wa'a, 
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TING HER SHORT. 














haps Fédora wasn’t so 
bad, When I come to 
think of it, there was both 
beauty and fire in it, and in 
many respects the character 
shows the great actress at her 
very best; but when it comes 
to Leah !—— Leah isa play 
with a monotonous, wire-drawn story of no particular interest, Melo- 
drama mh, it is, and no doubt must be played as such, This is fair 
excuse for M, Darmont’s highly coloured and attitudinising Nathan, 
but it hardly suffices to condone Madame’s noisy “curse.” That is 
just a point where one expects a great actress to rise above ordinary 
mortals (in e ing but the tone of voice), and 
when she doesn’t, great is the fa)l thereof in one’s 
opinion, A genius ig never able to be wholly un- 
interesting, and there is much which was delight- 
ful and gratifying to one’s self esteem as showing 
that one’s general admiration is justified, but the 
whole rmance was sadly “sleepy”; and so 
the tleman in charge of the curtain seemed to 
think, for he rang it down on the third act long 
before the Jewish lady had finished speaking. 
Much of the sleepiness was, of course, attributable 
to the play, which re- 
joices in much dul- 
ness—Leah on Leah 









































Leah VERY Cross, 





of it, in fact. TERRY'S.— Dramatic 

j ——— Critie (thinking it 
Pi THE PRINCE OF vr). — a a 
ws Ma ’ pa oney mi! 
WALES'S, — On the 44) “Silence is 


merits of thenew first _ best,’ 
piece at this theatre, 

{ must, perforce, be dumb, I did appoint 
a substitute to do my office for the occa- 
sion, and lent him my best presentation 
scalpel with the inscription on it, for the 
purpose, but the notice he sent me was 
really so outrageously fulsome in its 
terms of approval, that self respect pre- 
cludes my letting it go any further t 
my wee oes basket, At least, I think 
it is my self respect which has this effect, 
but it was also, from internal evidence, 
obvious to the meanest capacity, that he 
hadn’t seen the piece at all, so that its 
praise (though I must say I endorsed 
every word of it), had a considerable 


~~ de 
RB BD: 
TUE STRAND.—ACTED. Ivax- 
OVA ACTED. 


appearance of insincerity, 





Ir, however, I am precluded from saying how very good and cl 
I think the work, I am free to say that its chances oie in oteny way 
taken care of in the production, A very complete and effective scene, 


Templar Saxe, too, in addition to singing 
with - his usual style and tunefulness, 
<a than I’ve ever seen him act 

re; towards the end he was simply 
lovely! Miss Amy Farrell also did very 
fall justice to the part of Kitty, singing 
a ballad in a style which the authors fully 
expect will enable them to be very arro- 
gant about publishing terms. The band 
wanted screwing up a bit, though. La 
Statwe du Commandeur, the principal item 
of the bill, maintairs its success, a circum- 
stance which it owes mainly to the excel- 



























THE EMPIRE. — Party (who 
has been in foreign parts for 
years). — “Well, I never 
that’s Arthur Roberts, still 
at it. Why, I heard he'd 
gone on the stage—what rot 


thing for every inch 
hat is!) made things 





letit comic acting of M. A. Farride. MM. 
Courtes and B et, however, and the 
two ladies, Miles, Litini and Chassin, contribute largely to the result, 


they do talk abroad!” 


TERRY'’S.—My sub-under-deputy-substitute reports that Hush 
Money, prodtced here at a matinée, is one of those pieces where tke 
héroine is*burdened with a secret which is of no harm to anybody but 
the owner, and of no use to anybody but the villain. It displayed no 
mérit above the average of expositions of this fascinating imbroglio 
and, not to break a butterfly on a wheel, may be dismissed sorrowfully 
without farther remark. Llaine,a one act play, by Mr. Royston 
Keith, was “ crowded out” by the length of the chief piece. The cast 
was excellent, and did itself full justice, 


STRAND.—A modernised adaptation of L’ Aventuwriére, may or may 
not be desirable or destined for success; but given the necessity (or 
desirability), Mr. Rose’s version presented 
here the other afternoon, under the title 
of The Adventurers, is as good as one need €.. 
wish—it is very well done, indeed, in fact y 
—first-rate. And, except that Miss Clare 
Ivanova was dreadfully in earnest at the 
commencement, and that Mr. C. Myers 
was always over weighted, it was well acted 
throughout. Mr. Elwood as the protective 
son was quietly good in a by-no-means 
easy part, and Mr. C. W. Somerset gave 
one of his careful pictures of sponging 


















THE PRINCE OF WALES'S.—Did you Ring? Two Bell(e)s and a (wedding) ringer. 


blackguards with due success, Miss Aldercorn, who shared the matinés 

venture with Miss Ivanova, played not unpleasantly in the ingenu 

ort but has somewhat left to learn yet. Mr, Eversfield and Miss 
rench completed the cast—both good, NESTOR. 
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THAT PIONIC! 
COLLECTED FROM VARIOUS SOURCES, 


JEMMY BURTON’s STATEMENT. 


I pon’T think it’s half good to be kep at school half a chap’s life- 
time, when he could get better fun if he was away from it. All the 
boy trappers has better fun whenthey, are eleven years of adge than 
ever I get. 1 want to be away 
on the bowndless prarie chasin 
the buffellow an other Indians, 
- ek ‘ good time. What's 
the of learnin geograpby an 
writin an arithmetic oases wea 
should be learnin to 
read signs an to follow 
tracks like the nobil red 
men, It’stoo bad. An 
then, when you go home 
for holidays, where’s 
nothing but 
girls that can’t 
play cricket or 
football, and 
are never up 
to larks, and 
are always 
naggin at a 
chap because 
his hands is 
dirty or his 
butes is 
muddi. I don’t 
like it at all; 
so, at the last 
holidays, I 
askt leave to 
bring Johnnie 
Somerville to 
home with me. 
Johnnie is the same adge as me, and isa jolly chap at the school, but is no 
good here. He isn’t half up to fun ; and would rather moon round with 
Madge, which is one of my little sisters, than go and see a rat fight. I 
don’t know what have come over him. Eyen when I put a ded mouse 
into the pocket of Milly’s ulster—which is one of my sisters, too, he 
woaldn’t leave it there, but took it out again and flungged it away. He 
says he don’t like to be up to larks in a strange house; and I tell him 
I don’t see why, because, when he is not at home father wouldn’t lam 
him if he was found out; and what is the use of not having fun 
when you can get off without getting any licking? So I got the 
mouse again, and put it into a glove of Mr. Mawcarse, which was lying 
on the hall table; and when he was putting on that gloye to go away, 
he was just awful mad, Father took me to the and gave me 
a dreadful caning, but Milly gave me a sixpence, which I didn’t know 
why she did it, I don’t like Mr, Mawcarse, because he is a muff, and 
he never gives me a tip, though he has lots of mone. I like Major 
Bryson better, though he is ever so old. One day I tied a string to 
the Major’s boots, and put it over a nail at the top of the bedroom 
door, and laid low to have some fun, When he opened the door and 
stooped down to take in his boots, I pulled the string and the boots 
went up over his head. He never told father one bit, but he got hold 
of the string with an umbrilla handle and traced me to my lare. 
Then he took me by the cuff of my jacket and hauled me into his bed- 
room, and he soaped my face with his shaving brush, and said my 
beard would grow, which I wish it would. And then he showed me 
his sword and his watch, and gave me six foring postage stamps and a 
knife with a saw in it, The Major is a brick. 

When I knowed there was to be a picnic J expected there would be 
some fun, but I didn’t think there would be a circus that would put 
Buffalo Bill’s show into the shade. When we got to the place, I 
arranged a nice sensation with a frog, which was a grate success when 
it came off, and I intended to have lightened the proceedings by 
sprinkling a few ants promiscuous like among those present, but it 
did not come off. I had the ants, which I found in a little hill at the 
foot of the hedge, in my trouser pocket, rolled up in a piece of news- 
yo all ready ; but before I could get 

heard a wild rore, and I thought the end of the wurld hed cum, an 
when I looked over my shoulder I saw a wild bull cuming towards 
our presents, I fled the seene! 


(To be continued.) 


“It is estimated that England imports about 50,000 tons of palm 
oil annually.” This is exclusive of tips and bribes to servants, 
waiters, buyers for big shops, and policemen, 















a chance of scattering them, _ 





TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EpiTor or “Fux.” 


S1z,—At a moment such as this, when it can be amiss to 
say that ev'ry British soul turns (like the needle) to the poll—when 
ev'ry gaze has one direction (towards the General Election)—when 
politicians try to please, and ask you for your suffragees ; and candi- 
dates are turning coats, and ladies come to pire votes (though one 
may entertain a doubt if they know what it about when creatures 
of the “master mind” display no knowledge of the kind); when 
Tories say they are adored, and Gladstone “ means to sweep the board,” 
and Balfour says he's going in and Liberals politely grin—I say, at 
such a time, if I should come before you with “a cry,” with smile on 
lip and hand on breast and ask your vote and interest, there would be 

up 
a 






































nothing out of place in such a su tious case. Therefore, by a de- 
cisive act, I'll make hypothesis and come before you, now, my 
friends (and that without self-seeking ends), entreating you the chance 
to seize, and “ Vote for Henley,” if you please, 

For Henley, Queen of Water Shows, where pleasure, like the river, 
flows, and lip she ream, as you'll the visitors all go to “see” 
—that is, of | I mean to say, the “sea” that takes a final a— 
how sweet to lie in brindled coat, while someone rows you in a boat, 
and someone makes the banjo “ plink” and gives you cooling cups to 
drink, and balmy airs play round your face, and lads in boats go out 
and race (it is a thing that none condemn, for no one seems to notice 
them), and skiff and launch and sculler vie, with man and maid to 
please the eye, the sun shoots forth with rays that beam, and gilds the 
animated stream (though I've observed with gentle pain, he’s often 
thwarted by the rain), while music tinkles in the air, acquaintances 
are everywhere, and all one’s time away one whiles, “ with nods and 
becks, and wreathéd smiles”—all this and more out there one sees 
so, “‘ Vote for Henley,” if you please. 

As for the chaps who “ mean to win,” to leave them out would be a 
sin, so if you feel inclined to bet, each crew I name should be your 
pet. The Challenge (grand), that best of gems, will go, if any, to the 
Thames (unless by London doubled up), the Thames should also take 
the cup. In spite of foreign rivalry (which we're, however, pleased to 
see), the Diamond Sculls will (if it can) be taken by the English- 
man. First Trinity, I’d like to state, have chances for the Ladies’ 
Plate, which, as at present I’m advised, are not at all to be despised. 
With all the others I’m in doubt, but these will do to bet about, so 
you can back them (if you choose)—you're pretty sure to win—or 
lose ; that’s nothing, sir, to cause a fuss, So long. I’m yours, 

TROPHONIUS, 











} { "a 
QUITE A COME DOWN! 
Miss MeNoodle (of the “ Frog and Crichet,” Dullborough).—* You 
have not told me your name yet,” 
Sent Officer —" Oh! I'm Ca Silverside |” 
Mc N.—Are you ? I’m so glad, Which club are he captain of?” 
G. O. Cimpressively).—" None! I'm in the Army!” 


Miss McN, (with evident disappointment),— Oh! I thought you 


were captain of a cricket club!” 
[Captain 8, cuts the interview short, 
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[See Cartoon Verses, p. 10. 
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AIn—* Tell me, where is fancy bred?” 
ra-ra, Boom-de-eye! 


Tell me, where is Gingerbread ? 
What Primrose Dame, who wished me dead 


Shied Tory missiles at m 
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POLITICAL ARGUMENTS—THE GINGERBREAD PARTY. 
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ELECTIONEERING. 


(A party-coloured, and perhaps the greatest farce now on—meaning, of course, the 
topic—not the treatment, that being a matter we with every confidence leave to our 
kind friends in front.) 


SCENE I.—A hitherto happy and peaceful village. Roadside Inn 
left—or rather, being left by those who know when they have had 
enough, Innocent ducks and good little geese near pond. Village 
church, &., Dissenting Chapel reclining peacefully next to it. A 
brooklet babbles blithely from B.1.E. to L.U.E. Birds of all sorts 
and sizes chirrup cheerfully in the neighbouring trees. In short, 
the whole scene is permeated with peacefulness and content, 
Appropriate Music. Enter NATIVES, pastoral, professional, 
trading and otherwise, Among them several Well Known Public 
Characters, 

THE W. K. P. C.s. Ha! ba! How jolly well and happy we all are. 
NATIVES, ETC. We be! we be! 

CHURCH PARSON (grasping hand of Dissenting Minister). Ah, dear 
friend, how pleasant it is to see brethren dwelling together in unity ! 
THE D, M, Truly, brother! Yea, verily! (They weep for very joy.) 
NATIVES. Ay, ay! It be! it be! Hooray! sayes we; that’s what 
we sayes | [Enter a group of Village Dameels, 

NATIVES, Why—good gracious us!—here be our sweethearts, here 
be! (Zo girls.) Here, you gals, you!—give us kiss, and looiik 
shiiarp abeout ut! 

GIRLS. O, ay, sarcy! shiian't! Yeou coom and take ut ef yeou can! 
(They laugh and dodge around in more or less sylphlike manner ; 
then a Morris dance, while all sing the following chorus.) 
Chorus—No happiur peepul bain't not to be feound, 

As us and our swatehearts goo daancing areound ! 
Contanted and cosy we allus are seen 
Arter laburr a-spoortin’ on th’ old Villuge Green ! 





- iddle-ol, fiddle-ol lay! — 
eS ae and down of the middle-ol lay! 
There bain’t none more joyous in arl this ‘ere cloime 
Singin’ twiddle-ol, fiddle-ol arl of the toime! 


A PuBLIC CHARACTER. Good! And now for a little quiet talk 


en We will! wew—— [Later suddenly PARTIPOLLYTYX 


the Perplexing, accompanied by a large van and larger vanity, 
SoLoO PARTIPOLLYTYX. 


Legislative facts 
. goon pty 2: Do we make well known, 
And note each one, 


With a bang - the — 
And a fan-far-ar-ar 

And, by means of tracts That we ny +" 
And the trumpet’s tone, A Political Van 


leaflets, manifestoes, newspapers, etc., around. 
ris Natioes inue = and then at once proceed to fight each other. 
The Church and the Chapel preachers have a volcanic ane 
and their congregations play “ Rugby” with each other's heads, 
Babble, blows, bullying, bashing, and general Maniacal Miz. 


SCENE II.—Everywhere in England at the present day. Candidates 

a different lan and hues discovered shouting violently at each 

other and their audiences, who return the compliment Sreely. 
Now and again among the din may be heard the following :— 


Mr. CHALFoUR. We, the Conservatives and so-called Unionists are 
the only fit and proper persons to run a Government, Look what 
we have achieved during our latest tenure—— . 

A VoIcE (reported to have been MR, Fun’s). Yes, by filching bits 
of the Liberal programme ! 

OMNES. Hear! hear! etc. ; 

THE Voice, And by disfiguring most of what you stole to make it 
pass for your own! 

Mr, BAMBERLAIN. J, too, go with the Conservatives now—— 

THE Voick, But goodness knows what you will do next week |! 
(Laughter and cries of “ Vote for Turncoat !” “ Side-Shifter for 
Brum!” ete.) 

OTHER CONSERVATIVES, This Irish question—we are the people to 
settle that—or, in fact, to settle the Irish, We'll give ‘em beans! 
Home Rule, indeed! Justice, yah! Justice is a jolly handy thing to 
have in the house—especially the House of Commons—that is, for our 
side, and a fig for all others. 

THE MEMBER FOR EVERYWHERE (THE RIGHT Hon. MR. FN). 
Yes, my friends; and there you have the whole Tory policy ina 
cocoanut shell ! ; ; 

THE G, O, M. (suddenly hurling forth a manifesto amid cheers). 
Gentlemen, read that—that puts the case almost as neatly as my 
right hon. friend has just done. Let us be just and true—let us no 
longer delay to give Ireland some sort of control over her own domestic 
and local legislation. Let your motto be “ Reform and Progress!” 

THE PUBLIC, Ay, ay! Gladstone, Freedom and Fun! i_ 

THE G, O. M. Gentlemen, I—— (Js violently struck with a missile 
from a rowdy. The venerable gentleman shrinks with pain, but 
pluckily continues amid cheers). 

CHorws of everybody of all shades of politics, What a shame! 
Here’s wishing him better ! 

(A pause. Then suddenly mysterious music. Enter the MARQUESS.) 

THE MARQUESS, Gentlemen, I step out of the usual custom fora 
Lord of Parliament, and I bring you the following manifesto. It is 
couched in artful terms, and indeed goes in for what a mere Radical 
might call “ kidding” that convenient person to us party politicians— 
the mere working man. Mr. Gladstone has courageously stated his 
reasons for doubting the utility of certain proposed working class 
legislation, and has (between ourselves) spoken for the working classes’ 
good ; but we must take advantage of his candour and throw a sop to this 
so-called Labour Cerberus. Also you will see that I have again issued 
a sort of Civil War cry—a kind of thing that must cause bad blood 
and revive old enmities, and then out of these owr party may crawl 
back again into power. 

Mr. Fun, M.P. (addressing his millions of constituents). Yes, if 
you men of England are blind to all sense of right and justice ; but if 
net—well, well, time will show whether this shifty crowd will profit 
by their clumsy Ulsterior motive ! 

EPILOGUE (spoken by Fun), 
My friends and fellow voters, just a word,— 
Extremes of party are, of course, absurd, 
But while this party mixing still obtains, 
We for our side must try to gather gains ! 
But let me urge you, friends, to deeply note 
Each party shrewdly ere you give your vote—— 
Meanwhile, if we're to judge the present hour, 
Tis time the Liberals were again in pow’r! 

[ Canvassing, Chorusing and 
CURTAIN, 


Be ye woman or man, 
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Sudden acquaintance 
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GOOD GRACIOUS ' GEORGE’ 
1 OION’T EXPECT Yop 
TIAL MONDAY ' 





Sure repentance | 











A Maiden’s Meditations. 
Apropos of Henley. 
HERE’s Henley again, and I needn’t explain 
That the usual questionings shake me,— 
“Will the weather be fair?” and “ What dress shall I wear ?” 
And “ Which swain shall be chosen to take me ?” 
For weather we must to the destinies trust, 
And my dresses all suit to perfection, 
But with swains, I confess, l’embarras de richesse 
Rather hinders the task of selection. 


There’s Charlie Fitzurse, very free with his purse 
(It’s a purse that can easily stand it) ; 
By the road he will go, and he’ll ask me, I know, 
If I'll “line up and just four-in-hand it ?” 
But the poor boy is curst with a terrible thirst 
hich is not of mishaps a preventive !) 
So I think I’ll decline, though the drive would be fine, 
And the men are extremely attentive, 


But Joe, who's so staunch, will be taking his launch, 
Still, it’s Dolly Delane whom he’s staunch to, 

And, so spooney he grows, that good graciousness knows 
Where on—sea—he’ll be steering the launch to! 

Then Gerald will ask (I must take him to task) 
For a sweet téte-a-téte ina sculler ; 

Though he’s poor, I will own that he’s nice, but—alone? 
That’s a horse of a different colour! 


Then George, who’s a pot with the Gaiety lot 
(And admits it with placid composure !), 

I haven’t a doubt means to single me out 
And invite me to grace their inclosure. 

But it’s perfectly clear, with “ professionals” near 
One is apt to be rather neglected, 

And to keep “all serene” when the men are so mean 
Is a thing that can not be expected, 


It can’t be denied that it’s hard to decide 
When claims are so very conflicting— 
Though I own, with regret, that “ they’ve not asked you yet ” 
Is a phrase there is no contradicting. 
Their requests are delayed, and I’m getting afraid 
I shall not hear from one or the other, 
But I'm sure J don’t care, and I mean to be there, 
If I go down by train with my brother, 








STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


WHATEVER be their shades of political opinion, there are very few 
men or women in England so 7 my as to imitate the low termagant 
who disgraced her sex and her town by flinging a missile at the vener- 
able statesman whom all respect, even those who most disagree with 
him, Mr. Gladstone is eighty-two years old; he is one of the most 
eminent statesmen England has ever produced ; either of these con- 





siderations should secure him immunity from insult, let alone outrage. 
Few will envy “the woman with the loaf” the notoriety she has 
gained as “the woman who struck Mr, Gladstone,” 

At East Islington Mr. Benny Cohen is flourishing flags in favour of 
Conservatism, I’ve heard of a good many Benny Cohens—who is this 
one? In reply to his flags, the Gladstonians are putting up (Percy) 
Bunting ; Mr. Hyndman is standing as a Socialist for Chelsea, where 
Mr. Costelloe is making a dash as a Gladstonian Liberal to wrest the 
seat from Mr, Whitmore. The Conservatives won't get a whit more 
of a majority over the split, but, whoever wins, the socialist merchant 
will be the be-Hyndman. 

To Gravesend the Gladstonians have appropriately sent a Ship-man ; 
at Kidderminster they say “ Hail, smiling Eve!" in North Kensing- 
ton the Liberals have plenty of fish to Fry(e), and the Conservatives 
are looking Sharp(e) after the seat ; in Hoxton the latter are trying 
to get in their Hay while the sun shines ; the Exeter Liberals mean to 
have, but not to be Dunn; Notts and Newcastle have put up their 
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OUT OF THE HURLEY-BURLBY. 


Morleys, and at the former 
the Tories keep their Hat(t)on, 
while in St. Pancras they’re 
crying for the Moon, 
Meanwhile the country is 
writhing under the Election 
Epidemic, homes are divided 
on the question of Home 
Rule, partizans are settling 
their disputes by the pugilistic 
rather than the Ballot Bow. 
We are at the moment bereft of a Parliament, and still we are not 
so very unhappy. Parliaments may come, and Parliaments may go, 
but the nation goes on for ever secure in the reflection that ite 
interests are watched over by Mr. Fun and his 
MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER, 


ON THE STUMP. 
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AS THE WHEEL GOES ROUND. 

We are convinced that the “ scorchers” on the road don't bend over 
their machines enough. We beg to present them with a — 
fur a slight alteration in the position of the handle-bars which wi 
enable them to double themselves up more effectually, 


a 














A STUDY IN RED. 
By A. DONAN COYLE, 


WE sat at dinner together. It was a Christmas dinner; yet there 
was little about the decorations of the room or of the table to suggest 
that the glorious time of peace and dyspepsia and goose and goodwill 
was with us. 

The remarkable man with whom I was dining was not given to the 
display of sentimental decorative effects. He was practical, intensely 
practical, Everything for him had a meaning, and what did not have 
a meaning had one promptly manufactured to fit into it. 

I might have bad my dinner at home, or I might have had it in a 
hotel or a restaurant. My reason for having it here, in a plain 
lodging house, was because I had been asked ; had I not been asked I 
would not have been here; had I not been here I would have missed 
one of those remarkable manifestations of logical thought which are 
so frequently exhibited by this remarkable man. 

I may state that we had almost dined. We had had soup; we had 
had a bit of fish with oyster sauce; we had had roast beef; we had 
dallied with a small bit of fowl, and we were about to deal with plum 
pudding. It will at once be seen that our dinner was plain but 
substantial. It was a dinner which might have been eaten any day— 
the plum pudding, perhaps, being the only offering which had been 
made at the shrine of the festive season. 

It had been a silent dinner—comparatively. The remarkable man 
devoted himself to his meal with that intensity which marked his 
treatment of everything upon which he entered. Only twice had he 
spoken during the repast. Once he had asked me to pass the mustard, 
and once he had invited me to have more gravy. I saw he was wrapped 
in thought, and I knew better than to disturb the train of ideas. 

As he lifted the second spoonful of pudding to his lips, I observed 





him suddenly pause. To one who had studied him less than I had, the 
emotion which passed over his face would have passed unnoticed, but 
I was at once aware something had happened. Suddenly he raised his 
hand, and with -his finger and thumb he nervously fingered the side 
of his mouth; then he withdrew his hand, and allowed it to rest a 
moment by the side of his plate. The action was suggestive that he 
had laid down something, but I could see nothing. 

He rang the bell with a sharp blow, and the obsequious landlady 
entered the room. 

“Mrs, Smith,” said the remarkable man, “ you have a young girl 
concealed somewhere about the basement flat.” _ 

“ Which I won’t deceive you, sir, I have,” replied the landlady, 

“ She is untidy—is down at heel,” said the remarkable man, 

‘T am sorry to say she is.” 

“‘ She is the slavey—the maid of all work. 

She is.” 

“ And she has red hair.” 

‘She has.” 

“I knew it. Enough! I leave these lodgings at the end of the 
week,” 

‘“T am go sorry,” whimpered the landlady, as she left the room. 

I looked across for an explanation of this sudden resolve. For 
answer the remarkable man motioned me to come to the window. 
As I approached him he extended his open palm towards me, and 
I saw lying across it a single long red hair! 

“Tt was in the first spoonful of plum pudding,” he whispered. 

The whole affair was simple, and could be seen at a glance, but to 
make it clear, and draw the proper deductions, it had required the 
intellect of Sherlock Holmes. 





The Dunmow Flitch. 


[Five couples have entered as candidates for the flitch of bacon to be given to the 
wedded couple whose married life shall be prove to have been absolutely harmo- 
nious.—Daily Paper.} 
My wife and I 
Agreed we'd try 

The Dunmow Flitch to gain, | 
So off we went 
With this intent, 

Though folks declared in vain. 





As on we sped 
The daylight fled, 
And soon ’twas dark as pitch. 


“Take care,” I cried, 
‘ And woe betide 
Your skin if aught befall 
My Dunmow Fitch.” 
She answered, “ Which ? 
This one’s not yours at all,” 


They asked my wife 
If jars or strife 
Had marred our bliss one jot ? 
She answered “ Nay,” 
I thought that day 
Of poor Sapphira’s lot. 


Naught more I hate 
Than woman’s prate. 
I knocked her in a ditch, 
Then homeward went 
With true content, 
Also my Dunmow Flitch., 


The flitch we won, 
At set of sun 
We started with that flitch ; 





I AM told the poet says,— 
“T stood on the bridge at midnight.” 


Can you tell me whether he was an early coffee stall or a stewed eel 
merchant ? 
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ON THE WAY TO BUSINESS. 


Five funny fellows feeding on the latest intelligence in five morning 
papers, all intelligently coming to one conclusion—that the papers all 
say the same thing, and they all think-differently as to the result of 
the General Election being an out and out, or an out and in affair. 
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Mollie. —* HERE ARE THE PARKERS!” 


a aah i nae 





ON A RIVER LAWN. 


Dollie. —“ WHICH ONES? TOM AND FRED?” 
Dollie.-—* THEN PRETEND YOU'RE ASLEEP,” 


: ‘ill | 


‘ iy: 


Mollie. —“ No; HAL AND HIS NEW BrRIDE!” 


[They haven't yet forgiven Hal for not marrying one of them, 











Skipper Sol’s Appeal. 

[Vide the pitiable lines, and still more pitiable 
between-the-lines, in Lord Salisbury’s “ Address,” anent 
the * loyal minority ” in Ulster.) 

ACRO8s the sea, by ill winds driven, 

The good ship “ Legislation ” 

Went sailing, bound for—only Heaven 

Knows what dark destination, 

And o’er his crew—* electors’ hight— 

Such harsh and fierce authority 
Held Skipper Sol, that he was quite 

Disliked by their majority. 


And still his odious sway compelled 
Them deadlier scorn to cherish, 

Till, when six years had passed, they yelled, 
‘Or he or we must perish ! 

Come, let us rise, and strike for our 
Condition’s meliority,— 

Yea, stifle with resistless power 
Our tyrant’s grim authority !” 


It filled stout Sol with stark dismay, 
To fury it incensed him, 
When countless hands were raised one day, 
Briareus-like, against him, 
Ah! then the knowledge on him locmed 
Of his inferiority, 
When cried his creatures, “Sir, you're 
doomed ! 
We're sick of your authority !” 


Now, Skipper Sol had sneaked, before 
Embarking on the briny, 
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SUCH A PUN AT SUCH A MOMENT. 

Snorem (aroused at 4 AM, by the clarwn 
note of his neighbour's rooster).—"“ You—you 
—you beauty! I have a‘ervw’ to pluck with 


199 


you!” [ Rushes madly in scarch of his revolver, 


accompanted by a stamped and directed enve one, 








A pale gossoon from U|Ister’s shore : 
And, since the lad was tiny, 

And since the lad was true to him, 
Despite his harsh authority, 

The captain grim had ta’en a whim 
To name him “ Leal Minority.” 


And when his crew's rebellious views 
Were laid before the skipper, 
“ To save my life,” he mused, “ I'll use 
My daft Milesian nipper.” 
“ Good sirs!’’ he moaned, and heaved a sob, 
“T bow to your authority : 
But of his friend pray do not rob 
My poor dear Leal Minority ! 


“T would not for myself appeal ; 
The worst I’m quite prepared for : 

But, should you drown me, how'd my leal 
Young fondling then be cared for? 

If me you hurl to Davy Jones 
In your superiority, 

He'll bite you, kick you, pick your bones,— 


79 


My loving Leal Minority ! 


Then eldritch laughs that crew did laugh, 

a knowing winks, they wunk ’em : 
Nay, Sol, we won't be caught with chaff, 

We won't be bluffed by bunkum, 

Your reign aboard this ship must end; 
Then, free from your authority, 

We'll find a trustier, firmer friend 
For helpless Leal Minority!” 


ntributions, In no case will they be returned unless 
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to Correspondents % 






(1) A Sincere ADMIRER.”—We received your valuable gift. It 
is indeed a “strong” proof of appreciation, (2) “ WELL WISHER.” 
Many thanks, We, however, must reserve our opinion on the subject, 
(3) “ Anxious LiLy.”—Wash yourself with benzoin every half hour, 
and rub your face with a brick at bedtime, This will improve 





(A few examples selected at random from an enterprising contemporary.) 


correct, The paternal great grandmother of William the Conqueror 
was not a purveyor of cats’ meat. (5) “ FUNNY ONE.” —Your 
sketches are not quite up to our mark, try an opposition paper. 
(6) “GENTLE JAMeEs,’—We are very sorry we happened to be out 
when you called, Pray don’t trouble again on our account We are 
leaving town for several years. 


matters. 


(4) “Ox~z wHO WANTS TO KNow,”—You are perfectly 











Political Arguments, 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


OH, you naughty, naughty Primrose Lady! 
Surely your behaviour’s e’en too shady 
For the Party you would fain support ! 
Screech your fill and wave your Tory banners, 
But pray, madam, where can be your manners 
When to such manceuvres you resort— 
Heaving gingerbread 
At his head? 
If in politics you're disagreeing 
With some staunch opponent, who's a being 
You would never own as an ally, 
Still, when worsted in a disputation, 
You should not, to clench the situation, 
Treat him to “ Ta-ra-ra-boom-de-eye "— 
Shying gingerbread 
At his head! 
Arguments like these are unconvincing : 
Grand Old Gladstone meets them without 
wincing, 
Though he’s hurt by euch a rough display ; 





While he'd urge his followers in season 
To achieve their conquests by sheer reason, 
Plus their votes—not in a vulgar way 
Chucking gingerbread 
At one’s head, 


Vote For—? 

ALTHOUGH not of the same political 
opinions as Judy, we must acknowledge the 
genius displayed in the good lady’s sixpenny 
book just published, entitled, “GLADSTONE & 
Co., LIMITED (Very Limited).” As an artist 
in black and white Wm. Parkinson stands in 
the front rank, and as a political caricaturist 
the 51 Cartoons of his which this book con- 
tains convince us there are very few men like 
him knocking about. 


The Knowing Planchette. 
IF you want to catch up to to-morrow, 
To find out what is going to be, 
If the future will bring joy or sorrow, 
When you're likely to get to the sea, 








If you want a straight tip for the races, 
Do not worry or bother or fret— 
To find out—I don’t care what your 
case is— 
Just ask a planchette, 


If you want to obtain information 
As to how it is wisest to vote, 
If Home Rule be a boon to the nation, 
As ’tis said by some persons of note ; 
If you feel in a state of dejection,! 
Feel whatever you do you'll regret, 
With regard to the present election, 
Just ask a planchette, 


But, perhaps, it is better to mention 
That J happen to know the result : 

This is really not empty invention. 
Or the swagger of insolent cult. 

For, although in my knowledge I glary, 
I am anxious to share it, you bet, 

The next Government will not be Tory, 
I asked a planchette, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

Te; —TimME has a way of 
Ihe (one taking the colour out of 
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Js 
y, 
Oe 
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things, and it was scarcely 
to be ex that The 
by, »»\ Private Secretary would 


escape the “mellowing” process— 
to put it gracefully. I’m not quite 
prepared, though, to lay the com- 
paratively mild effect of the piece, 
when revived here the other night, 
to the door of time. The play 
didn’t strike me as being any worse 
than it did originally—in fact, it 
( truck me as being better (it is an 
act shorter) — but then it never 
struck me as being very good at any 
time, Whatever merit or amusement there 
is in it centres in Mr, Penley’s absolutely 
irresistibly comic impersonation of Mr. Spal- 
ding. The cleverness of the thing—one may 
say for the hundredth time—is really remark- 
able, ite artistic restraint and ludicrous like- 
ness to nature are elements which enhance 
the fun to the utmost and cause it to stand 
out rather boldly against its present rather 
crude surroundings, 
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It is not at all strongly cast, in fact 
(which, on reflection, seems to be my gentle 
way of saying it is weakly cast !), Mr. Robb 
Harwood plays the younger Cattermole with 
ease and acceptance, and Mr. Sam Sothern, 
Misses Violet Armbruster, Nina Boucicault 
and Miss C, Ewell are quite satisfactory. 
The rest are not. Mr. Penley’s performance, however, is probably 
quite strong enough to carry it all through 
—it would be so much jollier with a strong 
cast, though, By-the-way, the brilliancy 
of the Marsden hunting coats is enough to 
make the pack wink ! 





Toe Comepy. — A 
STRUGGLE — WHO 
TAKES THE BUN? 


THE comedy was preceded by a new 
one-act play, by Mr. Ernest Cosham, called 
The Home Coming, which cannot be said 
to have exactly got home. 


THE EmMPIRE.—Mr. Arthur Roberts has 
returned to his firat love, the music halls. 
This is, probably, only a_ temporary wt 
measure — during the “ off theatrical “7 
reason,” one may guess. Hehas a couple /“ 
of capital songs (from the expert pen of //y 
Mr. F. Bowyer), quite in the old sweet // 
way. Need it be said that, in spite of the 
feast of good things at this house, the audi- 
ence does not willingly let him depart. 
Versailles and By the Sea are the big 
attractions, both extra good, each in its 
different way, and the house looks delight- 
fully refreshing in 
its clean summer 
cretonne, THE COMEDY. 





HUNTING 
“PINK”! NONSENSE, IT'S 
A “ BLAZER.” 


THE ALHAMBRA, 
_—Mr. Hollingshead keeps things going here, 
Next week I shall have seme extended remarks to 
make concerning most of them. Meanwhile, I 
may call your attention to the circumstance that 
the Brothers Kiilper are indulging in some curious 
and comical musico-gymnastics, and that Madame 
Celine Daumont (said to be “ the Parisian successor 
of Theresa”) will be found daumont the other 
attractions, She is announced as singing “in 
costume,” which, whatever excuse the weather 
might afford her for doing otherwise, is reassuring, 
Tox Lynic.—Tux tis further announced that Miss Jenny Joyce, an 
AUTHOR's“ Wair.” American variety star of the first magnitude, will 
_  &ppearon August Ist, amid Jenny-ral re-Joyce-ing. 
Don Juan, having don(e) June, is now proceeding to do July. 





THE AVENUE.—Mr. Vivian Hoye presented His Second Wife to 





the British Public here one eventful afternoon recently. She was not 
without her good qualities, but, as is 80 frequently the case in 






THE PRECEPTOR. 


matrimony, he had better have 
kept her in unobtrusive privacy. 
However, she is now “the dear 
departed,” so De mortuis——. 


Nops AND WINKS.—I’ve been 
| doing a “good line” (as the com- 
SP 33% mercial world has it) in misprints 
—~ “*™~ lately; these (mis)prints, I find, 
Tue COMEDY.—THE PUPILS. won’t wash, so I’m going to clear 
off the stock, The other week I 
called Mr, Keeling, the part author of Marriage, Mr, Freeling. Of 
course it was the compositor’s fault—everything always is the 
compositor’s fault, or what’s 
the good of having com- 
positors? At the same time 
I apologize, Mr. Keeling’s 
sufferings must have been 
awful —quite Keeling, in 
fact. The other misprint : 
concerned a poor unpro- 
tected foreigner, who has gg me 
come to our shores to show m\: 
us how well he can act a Y 
statue, so that the sin of inhospitality is Yj, 
lj 
/ 













added tomy crime. It isthe wonderfully 
clever M. Tarride I am alluding to— 
whom I had the effrontery to let go forth 
to the world last week in these pages as 
M. Farride! Oh, shame upon me !—Mr. 
Sedger had a full house for his first half- 
price matinée the other afternoon, It’s 
an interesting experiment, but I’m rather 
of the opinion of the gentleman below 
— that the result would be more 
trustworthy if it had been tried in the 
busy season. —Mr. Mortimer had done a neg 9 
version of “* Bleak House,” called Jo the ae eg gig memert 
-<4 | Waif, ( Rests.) 
<p and 
vite tl that clever lady, Miss Lydia 
a Cowell (otherwise Mrs, M.), 
played the part, all for the good 
of her audience and the Poor 
Catholic Children’s Fund, at the 
Lyric on the 5th inst, 


Leading Lady.—“ Let me see, 
shall I go on tour ?—or shall I 









Mr. VAN BIENE'S company, 
with Faust Up to Date, is again 
in possession at the Gaiety.— 
Three more managers have flown 
—the manager of the Garrick is 
taking his company for a change 
of Hare; the manager of the 
Criterion is doing ditto (though 
we hope he won’t run them off 
their legs and Wyndham), and 

Playgoer (log.).—* Yes, Mr. Sedger, very the pecs of the Haymarket 
nice, and thank’ee; but why wait till the has gone into the country to make 
summer to make the experiment ?”’ hay while the sun shines.—Mrs. 


Langtry takes possession of the 
Haymarket, by-the-way, for a while. NESTOR, 
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THAT PIONIO! 
COLLECTED FROM VARIOUS SOURCES, 





JEMMY BURTON'S STATEMENT. 
( Continued.) 


I HAVE often thought what I would do if I met a wild bull on 
the wide rolling prairies, but I didn’t seem to recollect what I was 
to do then when I saw this wild animal tearing down towards us 
What I did do was to make 
a break for a tree, and I 
climbed up among the 
branches quicker'n notime 
having tore my trousers 
awful in 
my wild 
haste. I 
was just ne ie 
up in ie).). 
time ri 
to see _ 
Mike Calla- 
ghan sailing 
over the hedge 
like an angel, 
and clawing® 
and reaching 
round for 
things to stop his 
areal flight. Of the 
subsequent proceed- 
ings I had an excel- 5; 477% 
lent view. I ob-4% 7% 
served that Mr. “77/7727 
Mawearse made (“ya 
such good time that “” 
he was first at the - 
paling which bound- ' 
ed part of the field, and, 
also, that when he got over 
it he had the presence of . ty? Ms 
mind to continue his wild 4 L 
career, with a view, as he 
afterwards explained, to get help. I noticed that the other members 
of that demoralised festive party were doing their best to beat their 
previous record, all except Major Bryson, who seemed to be anxious 
to be gored to death. When the bull had disposed of Mike, it turned 
its attention to the others, and began its mad career towards the 
crowd. The Major, instead of keeping on towards the paling 
(over which some of the ladies were getting with less assistance 
than at other times), had run in an opposite direction, and was 
waving a red pocket-handkerchief in his hands, This seemed to make 
the animal quite frantick, and it made a rush at him. The Major 
stood quite steady as the bull came on, and I expected to see the cold 
tongue and beef and other stuffing of the Major spread over the 
neighbourhood ; but he jumped aside just as the brute lowered its 
head to give him the grand boost. The bull missed its blow, and next 
minute the brute was on its back, and the Major was holding it down 
by the horns. How he did it I don’t know, but there it was. By 
this time everybody was out of the field except the Major and the bull 
and me. Inasecond or so, the Major let go of the bull and started 
for the paling, and the bull was soon on its feet and after him, only 
stopping to gore the tablecloth on its way. The delay gave the 
Major time to get over the fence before the bull reached him; and I 
was left alone to my fate. The proceedings of that bull afterwards 
was acaution. It started back for the luncheon place, and for the 
next five minutes the atmosphere was full of plates and knives and 
tablecloth. The furious animal got its leg jammed into a pie dish, 
and the way it rampaged round would have made me laugh if some- 
thing else hadn’t made me uneasy. Most of the ants, which I had 
intended to cause sum playful amusment, had by this time 
worked their passage out of the bit of newspaper, and began to bite 
most outrageously, There seemed to be about seven millions of them 
having a picnic on various parts of my person. The bull kept up its 
performance, and having scattered most of the things, it fixed its 
attention on an empty hamper. It also fixed a horn through the 
side of the hamper, and its head was a kind of jammed inside, I 
concluded this would obscure the brute’s vision, so I slid cautiously 
down the tree and got outside of the field. I found the others outside 
in aconsiderable tremor, and Milly was busy tying pieces of sticks to 
Major Bryson’s arm, which had been broken during his adventures ; 
but no one seemed to have realized the great danger I had been in, 
This is how a poor boy is neglected. I retired to a lonely spot with 
Johnny Somerville and took off my clothes, and we spent half an 










e - 





hour chasing the ants from the bowndless prairies of my under- 
clothing. I never was so hungry all my life as when I got home 
from that picnic. (To be continued. ) 


Current Carols ; 
Or, Ditties in Doselets up to Date, 
A BALLAD OF BETTERMENT. 
On Strictly Music-Hall-Marked Lines. 


HAVE you heard of the New Council Broadway, 

From Holborn right down to the Strand ? 
’Tis not planned in foolish-cum-fraud way, 

But quite on a scheme that is grand ! 
In addition to room for our traffic 

(Which find enough space for we can't), 
‘Twill be a big street quite seraphic ; 

And, therefore, concerning this grant, 

Dear boys, 
Anon we may cheerily chant :— 


Chorus, O! Walking down the Council Broadway, 
In rollicking and ready-to-applaud-way, 
We'll find London has less gloom, 
And for roaming we'll have room, 
In that preciously projected Council Broadway. 


The slums all round Holywell Street soon, 
And many vile dens nigh at hand, 
The Council will go and delete soon, 
And—at /ast—they will widen the Strand ! 
Fine flats (not swell “ mugs’’) will they rear there, 
Shops and “ mansions” and dwellings Al, 
And statues of note will appear there ; 
Oh! won't we be glad when it’s done, 
Dear boys ! 
And the chief statue ought to be Fun! 


Chorus, Then, when walking down the Council Broadway, 

The lovers (in a Pauline-and-a-Claude-way) 
Will exclaim, “ 7hat’s good old Fun, 
Who shed light, just like the Sun, 

And paved the way for Council Broadway !” 
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FLYING COLOURS. 


“See here, Sammy, if this yer weather continuates much longer, 
strike me if we sha’n’t have to chuek the business up, and exhibit 
ourselves as human zebras,” 


T?** whet 
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THE DANGERS OF UNGUIDEDNESS 











It is always the most disastrous thing to go and enjoy a work by an Old Master without first consulting Ruskin, or Beedeker, or ye 
Valet-de-place, or some other infallible guide, One makes such fearful ao IS op i the a ‘erg ea a = — hon a 7 
ect! We inki i ichae rful force— 
sct | We were unthinking enough to go and gaze at a figure by Michael Angelo, an remark, at wonde 
pre With what inimitable dhaok rig of angry unrest it overpowers the mind ! But, turning to the guide book, we found _ “ No 
more potent and satisfying presentment of absolute peace and calm ever left the master’s chisel : the whole figure teems with the soothing influence 


of perfect and ineffa'le repose.” We had made a mistake. 
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Then there were the Joneses, who, gazing at a Madonna by Bellini, And then there was the miserable Smith, who looked at a piece of 
had just remarked, “ Isn't it wonderfully like Jane, that kitchenmaid earthenware and muttered, “What horribly loud and discordant 
we had—just the little round eyes, and insignificant chin, and the colouring!” And was promptly informed by the lay-brother in 
little pimple of a nose!” And then those Joneses read in the guide charge that it was a most exquisite and refined specimen of Della 
book :—“ The noble and refined contour of the features, the proud and tobbia’s best period ! 
finely chiselled lineaments, lend to the face a look of indescribable 
nobility.” 





None of us ever held up his head again. On returning to our own country, we found that the news of our want of discrimination had 
spread far and wide; and we were the laughing stock of even the juvenile and immature! Most of us succumbed to influenza and nervous 


depression within fifty or sixty years of the painful occurrence, 
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THE RIVAL ST. SWITHINS AND THEIR SHOWERS OF ELOQUENCE. 


CATS AND DOGS. 


RAINING 





[See Cartoon Verses, p. 20. 
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PROGRESSIVE. 
Fair Customer,—“ Have you got ‘The Pilgrim's Progress,’ young 
man?” 
New Assistant,—“ Sorry, mum—just sold out; but we've most of 
Mark Twain's other works.” 








FUN-DE-SIBCLE FARCBS. 


THE LATEST OSCAR-NIVAL; 
Or, KNOCKING OFF HIS NATIONALITY, 


A Quwite-too-utterly ridiculous Asthetic Emetic, in several so called 
Epigrams, 
SCENE— The Sarabernhardterics (London Branch), MADAME S—— 
discovered rehearsing before going on (or vice versa). 

MADAME 8 - Aha-aa; o-ooh! Ldche! J’suis Fédora, Moi! 
Va-t'en! Non, non! Viens ici, mon cheri, Abh! (Coos as only 
she can coo.) Knock heard. 

MapAME S——, Hntrez/ Com’ een! 

Enter a GLORIOUS PERSONAGE with cigarette, 

THE G.P, Pardonnez-moi! begorra! madarm! I hurrud you 
cooin’ just now, Ah, what an utterly utter coo! Nay, a quite too 
eoulful grand coup! (Chuckles.) 

MADAME 8——., (Ju'est-ce que c'est que rous——1? 

THE G, P. Arrah, now—I mean Tiens! me voila, Behould me! 
Ye don't remimber me, is ut? Sure, I'll be afther descroibin’ mesilf 
intoirely! I Jately made an epigram about mesi]f—carled mesilf an 
Ayolian Harrup, be the powers——_ Sure, I'll tell yez av mesilf in a 
song I made—avick—manin’ madarm! (He strikes an attitude ala 
poseur, and crates as follows), 


No need, I opine, for a frish introduction 
O Public, of ME unto you! 
Or, rather, of you unto Me—that construction 
Is really the phrase that’s most thrue. 
I regyard ye, O Public, as so many asses 
(For don’t you at me dare carrp !), 
But still, I'd inforrm ye, both classes and masseg, 
That I'm an Aolian Harrp, 
Though so sharrp, 














I’m a multi-stringed murm’ring Zolian Harrp, 
A lofty romancy, 
And Windermere Fan-cy, 
A kyind av Carolian 
Artless HZolian Harrp! 


For, lo! I’m an essayist, po-ut and critic, 
A playwright av jaynius great, 
And av new and ould epigrams, keen, analytic, 
There’s few can bate me at me weight. 
Ould Nature I tache as to tints for her flowers, 
At her wrong-hued carnation I carrp, 
And I’m strange in me garb, which ar) proves, be the powers, 
That I’m an olian Harrp. 
A veracious, vivacious, 
A “ Dorian Gray ”-cious 
High Art Napoleon 
Artless Zolian Harrp ! 


(Sinks exhausted in limp but esthetic attitude.) 


MADAME S——. Ah! C'est bon! C'est bon bon, qvite too sveet, eh? 

THE G. P. (reviving). Hould yer whist, madarm !—I mane Taissez- 
vous, alana !—sure it’s a grand and moighty sarvice that I’m about to 
render ye! (extracting an MS. from his sleeve.) Behould, I’ve been 
writin’ for ye a lovely play. ‘Tis on strictly Scriptural lines, and 
with a parrt which—— 

MADAME S——, Aha! Montrez le moi! Queeck! queeck! Let 
me it to read, M’sieu—— 

THE G. P. Nay, nay! Even you can hardly be expected to do ut 
justice, till J have read it to you. Ecoutez-moi! acushla! (reads the 
following drama.*) . ° . ’ 

THE G. P. (as he finishes reading his play). There! isn’t that lovely ? 
Is ut not in the Very Highest Forrm of Art? 

MADAME S——, Owi, owi, owi, oui! C'est magnifique ! 

THE G. P. And it is war—or, rather, bloodshed. Think what 
chances, avick! you will have in that preciously sweet scene where 
you, as Salome, dance on wid adish in which the smoking and gory 
head of John the Ba—— 

MADAME S——., Certainement, vieux pal / it must be that one it 
rehearses, tout swite, n’est-ce pas, mon Oscar? Mon, poéte, eh? Oui, 
c'est vrai. Bon soir, mon enfant d'Irlande, Tra-la-la! 

[ Heit to Act, Short Interval for rehearsals and refreshment. 


SCENE—the same, or more so, All concerned discovered rehearsing. 


THE G. P. (regarding the rehearsing with more or less tolerance), 
How beautiful—my lines, I mean, of course !—for what are actors /— 
Puppete—merely puppets, while I—— 

[ Enter suddenly the DEMON PIGGOT. 

THE D. P. Hold! I charge ye, drop your swords and daggers! also 
that horrible head! This play is merely a farrago of blasphemy and 
lewdness |—I forbid it to proceed ! 

THE G, P. (shrieking). Wha-at | begorra ! 

THE D. P. I refuse to license it! THERE! Put that in your 
dhudeen and smoke it! (Stabs the play with his big blue pencil, and 
exit amid amore purified atmos vm Consternation and collapse 
of theG.P. A terrible pause, then the G. P. gradually arises and 
pronounces the following malediction | 

THE G, P, May Britain be all blighted from this hour ! 

For, be jabers, it has dared to guy my pow'r! 

Henceforth I will afford it no fresh chance, 

No more delight it with my eagle glance, 

No more shall it in joy at my pomes dance 

Forth from its shores will I now proudly prance, 

Begorra! I'll be a citizen of France ! 

Then, Britain, thou’lt feel bitterer than Marah, 

Without me thou’rt as dead as is Ta-ra-ra ! 

What ho! Without there! Charter me a barque, 

And I will hie me from this land so dark, 

Full often it hath laughter at me cast, 

Tremble, blind Britain !—ye have laughed your last ! 

And when I’ve gone—how great will be your grief—— 
[ Eait theG. P, Enter Mr, FUN, 

Mr. Fun. And will he go? If so—O, what relief! 

OmNkS. Hear, hear! We joyfully endorse that same ! 

THE G. P, (peeping on furtively—aside), A mere advertisement is 

but my game! 
(End of this farce until further notice.) 
* The play is cut out as unfit for readers of FoN.— ED. 








How do you like my Blue? 

ALL who have tried it tay they like it better than any other, 
because it is Nixky’s, All who like a comfortable fireside and 
a good dinner have as great a preference for the “ black lead” and 
“ knife polish,” and say that their encomiums are not mis-lead-ing nor 
putting too fine a polish on it, 
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“ Going in for statuary, old man?” 

“ Well, I bought the group because I thought the figure was so much 
like my wife.” 

“ And how about the snake /—is that supposed to be you?” 


THH POHT AND THH POLITICIAN, 


THE Poet's constitutional antipathy to crowds 

Is the reason that you'll generally find him “in the clouds ” 
(It’s probably unnecessary for him to declare 

There isn’t any plethora of population there) ; 

But when of inspiration there is something like a dearth, 
He takes the opportunity of coming down to earth, 

And, recently alighting from his Pegasus, he finds 

There's a General Election agitating people's minds, 


| 








What the Poet knows of politics is little, I confess 

(And what he cares about them is considerably less— 

He wouldn't like to make himself the sport of any crowd 

For the right to wear two letters which could never make him proud) ; 
But he notices in candidates who undertake the task 

A readiness to promise any blessed thing you ask, 

And as there is a thing or two he'd like, he’d think it kind 

If candidates would favour him by bearing them in mind, 


Well, first of all, he'd like to find a ready sale for verse 

(/Tis verses in particular), and money in his purse ; 

He'd like to have, en permanence, three solid meals a day ; 
He'd like to have a shirt with cuffs that wouldn’t soil or fray ; 
A coat that wouldn't shine about the elbows and the seams ; 
Of trousers minus baggy knees he also fondly dreams ; 

Of boots that are not constantly in need of some repair ; 

And a hat that might be decently adaptable to wear. 


And further, Mr, Candidate, the Poet begs to say, 

When going out he'd like one ‘bus, at least, to go his way 

(There might be some arrangement, too, to make the thing complete, 
By which the Bard might calculate upon a corner seat) ; 

In summer he would swallow all your nonsense at a gulp, 

If you'd guarantee his collars sha’n't become a humid pulp, 

And he'd sacrifice his principles (he would, indeed !) to see 

A genuine Havanna he could purchase for two d. 





And, when the Poet wants to write, he thinks (from peer to slave), 


The le should be forced to keep as silent as the grave ; 

He thinks that, for the proper diminution of his cares, — 
Some person should invent an ink which isn’t mostly hairs ; 
He holds that, when his deathless verse is rounded off and ripe 
They ought to rush and publish it in special leaded type, 


And punishment exemplary, appalling and condign, 


Should fall upon the Editor who dared to cut a line. 


A candidate who wants to curry favour with the Bard, 
Will learn, from the foregoing, that it isn’t very hard : 
To promise trifles such as these he needn’t be afraid, 
Considering what promises most candidates have made ; 
But he mustn't do it rashly, for he’ll find the Poet one 
To see he sees the legislature sees the thing is done. 


* * ~ * - 
The Poet hasn’t got a vote (the Poet's not to blame), 
But he’s ready to accept these little favours all the same. 








The Local Library! 


THEY'RE going to put a penny rate on us for a Local Library. The 
writing men, of course, will go to that library. We shall all go to that 
library. It will be in the town hall, over the public laundry. It will 
be so nice, when we’ve done a hard day’s work, to sit there and smell 
the washing going on and read the dictionaries. It will have such a 
refining influence on us all generally. All the men who beat their 
wives will sell their pokers and walking sticks to buy them bouquets 
of flowers. When our little chandler shop keeper takes on his 
Shakespeare—of course he’ll leave off sanding the sugar—if he makes 
any mistakes in change it will be because he will lose sovereigns in 
giving ’em away for farthings. The milkman, too, when he’s gone 
thro’ a course of the Penny Encyclopedia, will shndder at the very 
mention of the word pump. And aren’t we all pleased at being rated 
a penny more? Oh, yes! 























SOMETHING LIKE A CELEBRITY. 


Maud (with disgust—Algernon has just exchanged salutations with 
a curiously bedizened stranger).— You don’t mean to say you know 
that—that creature, Algy?” 

Algernon (complacently).—* Know him?—rather! And proud to 
do so. Why, that’s‘The Peckham Puncher,’ who fought a draw on 
Monday last with ‘The Boston Basher,’ for ten thousand a side and 
the championship of the Isle of Dogs!” 
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* Son of a dog, thy shield shall avail thee nothing! The spear of Chata pierces it like paper. Die! ! 
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Oh, golly! where’s ’e gone? ”’ 











STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


Mr, JOSEPH LEICESTER is to be commended for accepting my 
timely hint, and retiring from the West Ham contest, Labour thus 
secures a Hardie representative. 

“Tn vain is the net of the Fowler set in sight of any bird,” but Mr. 
Fowler has captured Durham city, and they say no contest could be 
fairer. Mr. Milvain probably owes his defeat to “winking the other 
eye” at the Cambrian Railway directors in the Hood affair, Durham, 
however, in labour questions, refused to be Hood-winked. 

Lord Randolph Churchill enjoyed for some hours the proud dis- 
tinction of being the only Member of the House of Commons: but it 
is doubtful whether if even then the House was unanimous. 

Mr. Gladstone’s great speech at Stow last week will probably give 
a new significance to the 








But away with single to-do’s when the Liberal gains are coming in 
lots. The numbers are growing quite big, and the Ls give the Cs. 
a great dig. The G.s are coming in two by two, and the U.s will 
scarcely know what to do, for out of them now there is taken the 
starch, and they must go right-about-face, quick march! Would we 
could get well rid of the lot o’ them, then we might loudly sing out 
fairly shot o’ them. How proud the possessor of victory feels when 
his turn has come round to kick up his heels ! 

THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER. 








William and his Rockery. 
WILLIAM'S getting ambitious in his garden. Since his geraniums 





adjuration to “ Stow it.” 

Stockton has declared in oem 
favour of affirming by re- | fag yy 4 
fusing to take its Davey. < 

The motto of Tottenham 
Liberals is “Give us a 
Chance,” 


At Bristol, though the seat 
is Hill’s, 

An up-hill fight was made 
by Wills; 

Though England Wills’s 
bird’s-eye burns, 
She’s kept him out of her 

returns. 


If Cavendish Bentinck had 
not got in for Penrhyn, Glad- 
stonian prospects would 


Since Little has White- 
haven got, 
For once a Little means a 










LESPATCHES FROM 
THE FRONT io), 


1 * 
ALL THE WINNERS. 
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haven’t all of ‘em died he’s 
getting quite conceited about 
gardening. His ideas are en- 
larged somewhat, He can’t 
exactly be made to believe 
now that crimson ponies 
are what pickled cabbage 
is made of. William has 
started a rockery and fern- 
ery. He gota lot of clinkers 
from the brickfield near by, 
and made them into a nice 
little pile, when the dust- 
man, who is very obliging, 
cast his eye over the garden 
wall the other day, and said, 
“ Mister, hadn’t you better 
have that heap cleared away 
before the sanitary ins r 
sees it?’ When this was 
said William grew wrath, 
However, William is getting 
on well with the rockery, 
He has stuffed it full of 
ferns and rock plants. The 
cats are very much obliged 
to William for this, They 
get some nice soft beds to 
sleep on in thesun, William 
was always a philanthropist. 











Sa” To COORRESPONDENTS.— The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions, In no case will they be returned unless 


accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope. 
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“ Going in for statuary, old man?” 
“ Well, I bought the group because I thought the figure was so much 
like my wife,” 


“ And how about the snake 7—is that supposed to be you?” 


THH PONT AND THE POLITICIAN, 


THE Poet's constitutional antipathy to crowds 

Is the reason that you'll generally find him “in the clouds” 
(It’s probably unnecessary for him to declare 

There isn't any plethora of population there) ; 

But when of inspiration there is something like a dearth, 
He takes the opportunity of coming down to earth, 

And, recently alighting from his Pegasus, he finds 

There's a General Election agitating people's minds, 








What the Poet knows of politics is little, I confess 

(And what he cares about them is considerably less— 

He wouldn't like to make himself the sport of any crowd 

For the right to wear two letters which could never make him proud) ; 
But he notices in candidates who undertake the task 

A readiness to promise any blessed thing you ask, 

And as there is a thing or two he'd like, he’d think it kind 

If candidates would favour him by bearing them in mind, 


Well, first of all, he'd like to find a ready sale for verse 

(/Tis verses in particular), and money in his purse ; 

He'd like to have, en permanence, three solid meals a day ; 
He'd like to have a shirt with cuffs that wouldn’t soil or fray ; 
A coat that wouldn't shine about the elbows and the seams ; 
Of trousers minus baggy knees he also fondly dreams ; 

Of boots that are not constantly in need of some repair ; 

And a hat that might be decently adaptable to wear. 


And further, Mr, Candidate, the Poet begs to say, 

When going out he'd like one ‘bus, at least, to go his way 

(There might be some arrangement, too, to make the thing complete, 
By which the Bard might calculate upon a corner seat) ; 

In summer he would swallow all your nonsense at a gulp, 

If you'd guarantee his collars sha’n't become a humid pulp, 

And he'd sacrifice his principles (he would, indeed !) to see 

A genuine Havanna he could purchase for two d. 





And, when the Poet wants to write, he thinks (from peer to slave), 


The le should be forced to keep as silent as the grave ; 

He thinks that, for the proper diminution of his cares, — 
Some person should invent an ink which isn t mostly hairs ; 
He holds that, when his deathless verse is rounded off and ripe 
They ought to rush and publish it in special leaded type, 


And punishment exemplary, appalling and condign, 
Should fall upon the Editor who dared to cut a line. 


A candidate who wants to curry favour with the Bard, 
Will learn, from the foregoing, that it isn’t very hard : 
To promise trifles such as these he needn’t be afraid, 
Considering what promises most candidates have made ; 
But he mustn’t do it rashly, for he’ll find the Poet one 
To see he sees the legislature sees the thing is done. 


* * ~ * as 
The Poet hasn’t got a vote (the Poet's not to blame), 
But he’s ready to accept these little favours all the same. 








The Local Library! 


THEY'RE going to put a penny rate on us for a Local Library. The 
writing men, of course, will go to that library. We shall all go to that 
library. It will be in the town hall, over the public laundry. It will 
be so nice, when we’ve done a hard day's work, to sit there and smell 
the washing going on and read the dictionaries. It will have such a 
refining influence on us all generally. All the men who beat their 
wives will sell their pokers and walking sticks to buy them bouquets 
of flowers. When our little chandler shop keeper takes on his 
Shakespeare—of course he’ll leave off sanding the sugar—if he makes 
any mistakes in change it will be because he will lose sovereigns in 
giving ‘em away for farthings. The milkman, too, when he’s gone 
thro’ a course of the Penny Encyclopedia, will shudder at the very 
mention of the word pump, And aren't we all pleased at being rated 
a penny more? Oh, yes! 























SOMETHING LIKE A CELEBRITY. 


Maud (with disgust—Algernon has just exchanged salutations with 
a curiously bedizened stranger),— You don’t mean to say you know 
that—that creature, Algy?” 

Algernon (complacently).— Know him?—rather! And proud to 
do so. Why, that’s ‘The Peckham Puncher,’ who fought a draw on 
Monday last with ‘The Boston Basher,’ for ten thousand a side and 
the championship of the Isle of Dogs!” 
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* Son of a dog, thy shield shall avail thee nothing ! 


WHITE MAGIC. 


The spear of Chata pierces it like paper. 








Die ! | Oh, golly! where's ’e gone?” 








STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


Mr. JOSEPH LEICESTER is to be commended for accepting my 
timely hint, and retiring from the West Ham contest, Labour thus 


secures a Hardie representative. 


“In vain is the net of the Fowler set in sight of any bird,” but Mr. 
Fowler has captured Durham city, and they say no contest could be 
fairer. Mr. Milvain probably owes his defeat to “winking the other 
eye” at the Cambrian Railway directors in the Hood affair. Durham, 
however, in labour questions, refused to be Hood-winked. 

Lord Randolph Churchill enjoyed for some hours the proud dis- 
tinction of being the only Member of the House of Commons: but it 
is doubtful whether if even then the House was unanimous. 

Mr. Gladstone’s great speech at Stow last week will probably give 


a new significance to the 
adjuration to “ Stow it.” 

Stockton has declared in 
favour of affirming by re- 
fusing to take its Davey. 

The motto of Tottenham 
Liberals is “Give us a 
Chance,” 


At Bristol, though the seat 
is Hill’s, 

An up-hill fight was made 
by Wills; 

Though England Wills’s 
bird’s-eye burns, 
She’s kept him out of her 

returns. 


If Cavendish Bentinck had 
not got in for Penrhyn, Glad- 
stonian prospects would 


have been Serena. 


Since Little has White- 


3 haven got, 


For once a Little means a 
lot ; 

The Gladstonites a Little 
gain, 

The Tories lose, with grief, 
a Bain, 


a great dig. 


fairly shot o’ them. 
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But away with single to-do’s when the Liberal gains are coming in 
lots. The numbers are growing quite big, and the Ls give the Cs. 
The G.s are coming in two by two, and the U.s will 
scarcely know what to do, for out of them now there is taken the 
starch, and they must go right-about-face, quick march! Would we 
could get well rid of the lot o’ them, then we might loudly sing out 


How proud the possessor of victory feels when 


his turn has come round to kick up his heels ! 


THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER. 
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"ALL THE WINNERS. 
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William and his Rockery. 
WILLIAM'S getting ambitious in his garden. Since his geraniums 


haven't all of ’em died he’s 
getting quite conceited about 
gardening. His ideas are en- 
larged somewhat, He can’t 
exactly be made to believe 
now that crimson ponies 
are what pickled cabbage 
is made of. William has 
started a rockery and fern- 
ery. He gota lot of clinkers 
from the brickfield near by, 
and made them into a nice 
little pile, when the dust- 
man, who is very obliging, 
cast his eye over the garden 
wall the other day, and said, 
“ Mister, hadn’t you better 
have that heap cleared away 
before the sanitary ins r 
sees it?’ When this was 
said William grew wrath, 
However, William is getting 
on well with the rockery. 
He has stuffed it full of 
ferns and rock plants. The 
cats are very mach obliged 
to William for this, They 
get some nice soft beds to 
sleep on in the sun, William 
was always a philanthropist. 
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IS ROMANCE STILL POSSIBLEP 


Judith—* WHAT AN AIR OF ROMANCE LINGERS AROUND THESE REMNANTS OF A ONCE NOBLE RACE, THINK OF HIAWATHA, AND 
UNCAS, THE MOHICAN.” 
Zillah.—“ YES, AND SEE, ONE IS STARTING AN IMPROMPTU SCALP DANCE, LISTEN TO THE WEIRD DIRGE.” 
Kicking Bull (who has “ seen London,” in a sudden ecstasy),—“ TA-RA-RA BOOM-DE-AY, TA-RA-RA, ETC., ETC.” 
[ The girls have since given up romance and gone in for realism. 
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The Rival St, Swithins. | As well as each other (one mustn’t forget We shall soon wish their speeches were all at 
(SEE CARTOON.) | They're opposed)—at the least in the matter the deuce, ; 
THE original godly St. Swithin, no doubt, | of wet, And shall yearn to achievesome political truce! 
Is a personage most men know little about, _ For such full floods of eloquence can they = = 
Save as to the legend which clings to his name outpour THEY had backed Captain Koe’s finals, and 
With persistence that gives himatitletofame, | That one’s ear-drums are very nigh crack’d they eagerly clutched the “Special edition— 
And which says, if the weather be wet, ’stead by its roar ; all the winners”—vended by the arab mer- 
of dry, Whilst their ardent believers stand dripping | chant on the kerbstone. While they then and 
On his Day—the fifteenth of the month of | below | there perused the results, one of them, though 
July,— | Without any desire to be stemming the flow, | not at all Wild(e), unconsciously quoted 
Then ‘twill rain and keep raining foreverso | And indeed they distribute the drops all | Oscar by remarking— 
long, around | “We are all of us in the gutter, though 
And the legend has sometimes proved not to In the hope that more seedlings may spring some of us are looking at the Stars,” 
be wrong. (told, from the ground. [ last, ee 
Two latter day prophets, you scarce need be ut if this sort of thing is much longer to Foot and Mouth diseases: — Corns and 
Would appear now to rival his saintship of old, If ‘tis only beginning and not nearly past, Toothache, 
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Gu AC Lisley Incident” 
= tig = _- Ce tte — / suppose you havo never hela a Gun before? 
- _ | ig She — Oh! yes, | have. My Livle brother has a half-crowp 


One, you Know. ce Fi 4 
ZNoftame o& 


: 
Wg 
f 










: wa \' ———_ —_ oo -—_— " ws a Mil] h F 
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7Twe plucky ladies al amplon [alerfamilas and family y —— 
pe ee ies cslart for The seaside, “\ Aenion emply—~ Bobby 
on lhe mash. 
(1) Where they are Bisley shooting in a manner smart and cheerful, | (4) This burglar had a bad time with a colonel most courageous, 
Such an answer as this damsel gives makes one feel Volunteer-ful ! He, when upon the rampage, deemed this officer rampageous ! 
(2) This visitor was charged with having purloined from a major— (5) Girls get men into hot water; yea, they even “damp” the bold sort ; 
But this “ major” charge (and minor ones) weren't proved against But there’s a case where girls dragged out some chappies from the 
the “ stager,” cold sort ! 
(3) Old Etonians had a beat up, and the peelers soon surprised them ; (6) Paterfamilias and Co, now start for their vacation, 
But “ Monty” thought it Harrowing-ing and genially advised them, And soon a dizzy-pater he becomes in his vexation 





(7) Though there’s “ nobody in London "—Bobby seen in every nook ia, 


And with much rabbit pie-ty doth be convert the cookies |! 
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| SLASHES AND PUFFS. 





ALHAMBRA.—When I entered these 
A classic shades the other evening most 
” of the other people hadn’t come. 
There are advantages in this state of 
things, You get a capital idea of what the 
stall seats are like underneath, for instance, 
and enjoy a sense of elbow room. You 
can make those jocose remarks of yours to 
the programme-girl, too, without danger of 
being overheard and considered with dis- 
dain, There’s a touch of solemnity about 
it, perhaps, but the great pull the early 
comer has is that he is sure to hear a 
splendid bit of instrumentation by the 
band—the famed Alhambra band—a popu- 
lar overture or something of the kind, 





| THINK the programme-girl wanted to 
keep the change, so I told her she might, 
just to show I could have it if I liked. She 
gave me a really high class smile (price 
fourpence, nett ; please compare with store 
list), and I settled down to the contemp- 
lation of one gentleman (who hadn’t 
brushed his hair) violently assaulting another 
(who had similarly neglected his toilet) witha 
bladder on a string. The bladder got tired first 
and eloped from the string, whereupon I gave it 
a round of applause and ordered a drink, 





WHEN I came out of the drink (it was a long 
drink) I found an ample and gorgeous lady in 
possession of the stage, The poor little thing 


ony, : expressed some anxiety at being left alone in the 
en house 
Tak Atuampna— With no- 
Elevated Music. thing to 
protect 


her but a kitchen chair, a 
deal table, and a bath towel, 
Her apprehensions were only / 
too well-founded, for, scarcely 
had she done speaking, when 
an intoxicated gentleman 
“came after the place.” He 
seemed to want the whole 
place. The lady grew more 
nervous than ever, and as a 
last resort determined to “ dis- 
guise herself and SO,” as she 
expressed it, “get rid of h’m.” 
The disguise she adopted mak- 
ing a very full display of her 
charms, was hardly one an un- 
prejudiced person would think 
likely to serve its ostensible 
purpose, It must have done 
. O, 








ave Ra how- THE ALHAMBRA. An Impenctrable 
AVG: ever, Disguise, 

ee}; fo8 

> “ presently the couple were gone and Walter 





Bellonini, a smart and expert juggler, was in- 
teresting me deeply. He is a remarkably 
good sleight-of-hander. 





BEA, 


I USED to like Florrie West (they don’t 
call her “ Miss” in the bill, so I seize the op- 
portunity to be familiar), I like her still 
(not that she ever és still), but I sometimes 
wish she hadn't been to America. She's 

) brought things back I'd just as soon she'd left 

<) there. However, she’s “real murry.” The 

way she says the boys want to marry her 

makes you realize their feelings right there, 

and when she “ plays truant” in a pink frock, 

TBE ALHAMURA.Weat ® White cap and a five-eights smile you want 

and from the West. her to know that you have a half-holiday 

, every Wednesday and Saturday. Besides—er 

: <a. are very symmetrical, and she can knock corners off the stars 
with them |! 





“ Ou, I can’t bear this kind of thing. It’s most repulsive—there, 


Uch ! it’s quite sickening—oh ! did you see that? Do 
look at that! Ug 3 look. It really oughtn’t to be 


permitted. Look! look !— 
isn’t it disgusting? There, 
see what he’s going to do now 
—keep your eyes on him— 
don’t miss it—there! Isn't it 
revolting? How they can 
let them do it, I’m sure——” 
This was a running commen- 
tary I heard upon the “eel” 
performance of the two Rowes 
—the gentleman was s0 








THE ALHAMBRA.—Dalliance. 


thoroughly disgusted that he 
wouldn’t miss a single detail, nor 
allow his companion to do so either. 
7 think the show an instance of mis- 
placed industry — it’s very clever, 
however. 








AND now, after an American 
lady and gentleman had asked each 
other a number of riddles, and the 
band, with M, Jacobi on his rostrum, Danger. 
gave us a rattling rendering of the 
“ Daughter of the Regiment” overture, came the ballet of Don Juan. 
This is a sufficiently new ballet to have its early gloss still on in all 
its pristine brilliance, but it is just sufficiently old that detailed notice 
is uncalled for—or, if called for, not served. I’ll note some of its 
good points. It is something of a new departure, for one thing. The 
story is intelligible (because familiar); there are comic scenes which 
are genuinely humorous and well done ; 
the dresses (designed by Mr. Russell and 
made by Mdme. and M, Alias) are bril- 
liant, inventive and (except for the 
‘chappies,” which are no fault of the 
designer) in delightful taste. Mr. G, 
Lupino is an expert Leporello, though 
he has a remarkable habit of going 
about in the open air at all hours with- 
out a hat — mild climate, probably, 

Signorina 

( Legnani, 

\ whose 
. graceful pag ALsampra.—Described as “a 
slimness_ is giddy girl”—and no wonder. 
a rather re- 
freshing variation upon the more usual 
“principal dancer ” physique, has returned, 
with none of her charm or skill abated. A 
skirt dance, most cleverly and gracefully 
done, earns “a well merited encore.” Last 
but not least, Mlle. Marie has also returned 
to the scene of her greatest triumphs. 
The marked ability of this accomplished 
lady is of immense value to the piece. M. 
Wagner plays with some humour, as the 
stone gentleman who sups with Don Juan, 
and so pressingly insists upon returning 
his hospitality. 











AFTER the ballet was over we had the 
“de Vans” in an equilibrium act. I 
couldn’t quite make out whether the per- 
en re formers were men trying to make me think 

eee they were women, or women trying to 

4 make me think they were men. Which- 

ever it was (if it was either), they didn’t 

succeed, I couldn’t make up my mind which they were—but I didn’t 
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THAT PIONIC! 
COLLECTED FROM VARIOUS SOURCES, 


MADGE BURTON’S STATEMENT. 
Boys are not nice, they are always a tease: pulling one’s hair and 
dropping cold pennies down a person’s back, and picking up frogs 
and mice and other nasty things. When I heard my brother Jim was 
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to bring ||} jl/ JU) ii) 
another )})|! \///M | 
homefrom’' |||]/MiM 
school for i 
the holi- 
days, I 
said, / 
“WW es 
there will 
be two of 
them ; and 
it will be 
worse than last year, when Jim Burton 
kept us all miserable, putting live bats 
into our bedroom, which nearly fright- ANS 
ened us to death at night.” Jim Burton 
is the very awfullest boy that ever I knew; and I supposed that John 
Somerville, who is twelve years of age, and just two years older than 
me, would be the same, but he is not. He is quite nice, and is to be 
a soldier when he is a man. It would be awfully jolly to have a 
brother like John Somerville. He never plays tricks on us, and is 
always willing to join in our fun, and doesn’t laugh at us because we 
cannot throw stones like a boy, as Jim does. Miss Simperton, who is 
our governess, says that John Somerville is a gentlemanly boy, and 
not at all like our wicked brother. Miss Simperton doesn’t like our 
Jim because, last year, he caught her dosing in the drawing room, 
and he tied one of her curls to the back of the chair with a piece of 
strong thread. Some of us came into the room, and when she awoke 
she rose. The thread held her hair, pulling it off her head, and 
disclosing the awful fact that she wore a false front. She screamed 
wildly, and papa had to apologize for Jim's conduct. Papa took Jim 
into the library and caned him so severely that Jim stole all our 
bear's grease and cold cream to cool his sores. But we all laughed 
at night when we were in our bedrooms. We don’t like Miss Simper- 
ton because she tries to be so young. 

When it was proposed to have a picnic I was delighted. I do like 
picnics, They are so awfully nice. There is so much fun at them. 
When we arrived at the place, there were some old ruins to see, and 
there was a strip of wood close by. We—that is John Somerville and 
me—lost the others; and we wandered into a wood to look for 
ferns. John gave me a forget-me-not, and I gave him an ivy leaf. 
We did not talk much, and I said I thought I saw a bit of mistletoe 
growing on atree. John said it wasn’t, but it would do just as well, 
and then he tried to kiss me. I wouldn’t let him, and we struggled, 
and he thought he had done it, but I told him he had only kissed me 
on the nose, So he said he would try again; but I did not struggle 
so hard, because I did not want him to kiss me on the nose again. 
And then we walked away to the field where the luncheon was, and 
John had his arm round my waist till we came in sight of the lun- 
cheon party, and then we walked as we usually do, We went into the 
field by a gateway, and we had hardly got anything to eat when the 
bull came into the field, and we had an awful run to get out of the 
field. If it had not been for Major Bryson we would have been all 
gored. John Somerville helped me over the paling, and when he 
went away back to school he gave me an old fourpenny piece, with 
& hole in it,as a keepsake, and I gave him a needlecase which has 
a brokenend. We are to be true to one another. I was one of the 
bridesmaids at Milly’s marriage, and got a gold brooch, set with 
diamonds, from my new brother-in-law, and so did my other two 
Sisters, 
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(To be continued.) 





Current Carols; 
Or, Ditties in Doselets up to Date. 
DIRECTIONS FOR DANCING TO DATE. 
(Skirt dancing is becoming more and more fashionable in the highest of high circles. 


’TIS now a la mode 
In the tallest society 
(Where the new code 
Is Veneer and Variety), 
To glide all about 
With a supple and merry toe, 
Thus to wipe out 
Taglioni and Cerito, 
You first pirouette on this very toe 
(Here use right foot), 
Then highly kick up this down-derry-toe 
(Left foot, please.) 
Gliding around bent to the ground, 
With festoon and fal-de-ral gracefully gowned ! 


REFRAIN, 


In skirts made with pleats called “ Accordion,” 
You bend into knots that are Gordian ; 
Which wrapped in the folds of your dress you enhance, 
Then twirling your handkerchief thus to satiety 
(Mouchoir, please). 
You break nigh in half just to give some variety— 
And that’s the Society Lurliety Skirt Dance! 


This skirt dancing feat 

Was once on the stage alone, 
But with the élite 

’Tis now but the rage alone. 
In the homes of the swells, 

All old time pride sink they do, 
And society belles 

All dance it—or think they do! 
And tie themselves quite in a kink, they do! 
And as they waltz whirlingly, wink they do— 

All on the glide—putting on side, 

That's how Society dances with pride |! 

(Refrain and writhing ad lib.) 
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ALARMS AND EXCURSION-ISTS. 


Edwin.— There are a lot of shady coves along this coast.” 

Angelina,—“ Don’t be vulgar, dearest?” 

Edwin.—“ Grottoes, I mean,” 

Angelina.— Garotters? Good gracious! and I’ve been sitting 
here alone for ever so long; let’s make haste back!”’ 
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(1) There was a pelitician who had a brilliant idea. “The landlord 
shall pay the rates instead of the tenant,” said he; and he went on 
the stump and made a war cry of it, and got into Parliament and 
passed a law on the subject. (2) And, the very next day, if he 
didn’t come upon two ancient giants deliberately agreeing to break 
his law! One had a house to let, and the other wanted to take it; 
“As I have to pay the rates now,” said the first, “I shall have to 
charge you that amount more rent.” And the other paid it! (3) 


“ Policeman !" screamed the law-maker, “ run ose two par 





A TOUGH UNDERTAKING. 
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who are defying my act!” “Hum!” said the Force, “that'd bea 
tidy big job—you see, them giants are the LAWS OF DEMAND AND 
SUPPLY.” (4) “ Z’7l soon snuff them out!” cried the law-maker, 
taking off his coat and introducing a bill to abolish the Laws of De- 
mand and Supply. (5) But, just as he had successfully carried it, 
one of those confounded giants inadvertently trod on him and smashed 
him like a blackbeetle, 


And that’s how it is the Laws of Demand and Supply are not yet 
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OUR GREAT OLD MAN. 
MEASURE FOR MEASURE — OVERTOPPED. 





[See Cartoon Verses, p. 28. 




















FUN. 
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A-POLL-ING. 
Belle,—‘ How greatly your brother's hair bas fallen off for s» young 
a man.” 
Jane,—" Well, you see, dear, he put up as a Conservative candidate 
at the General] Election, and he’s suffered great losses at the poll!” 








FUN-DE-SIBCLE FARCBS. 


LITERARY LARKS; 


Or, EVERY AUTHOR HIS OWN CRITIC; V/CE VERSA; AND 
THE VEGETARIAN VALHALLA. 


(“ How is a poor devil of a reviewer to earn bis bread and butter if a novelist, who 
happens to be at the same time one of the finest of living critics, takes to reviewing 
his own novels ?"— Pall Mall Gazette.) 


LARK I.—ScEnE—The Circulating Libraries of England, Atten- 
dants discovered attending—at least, some of them are, Enter 
the GENERAL READING PUBLIC, 


THE G. K. P, (tothe Attendants), Oh, if you please, we want one 
of the Best Million Books lately issued. 

ATTENDANTS, Certainly, Here is “The Pecker,” a new Anglo- 
Pacific novel. It is highly recommended. 

THE G.R. P. (eagerly). Indeed! by whom? 

ATTENDANTS. The author, He visits here on Tuesdays and Thurs- 
days, from 11 to 3, to expound and criticise his own works. You are 
justin time! (Grand music heard without.) Ah! he comes! Stand 

k, please, 


(Commotion, Music,“ See the Conquering,” ete, Enter a 
GREAT AND GLORIOUS NOVELIST. Cheers ad lib. 
Then a reverent hushness sets in, 


Tak G, AND G. N, Gentle readers, it has lately been borne in 
upon some of us leading authors—(Sensation)—that hitherto we have 
been somewhat under a disadvantage. We have had to submit to our 
worke—however great—({A Voice, “ Like your own, sir! ”)—thanks |! 
—however great—being what some call “criticised.” (Murmurs of 
sympathy, etc.) Of course, when that criticism is of a distinctly 
laudatory—very laudatory—kind, we do not so much object to it; 
but sometimes these so-called reviewers (mostly of the irresponsible 
kind) have the courage of their previous convictions, and have dared 
to find fault with our works. 

OMNES, Name! etc., etc. 





Shame 















G. AND G. N. Therefore, I have (solely in readers’ interest) 
Pe this notion, viz., The criticism of Our Own Works by Our 
Own Selves, and this is how we do it! (He proceeds to review “ The 
Pecker” at some length amid plaudits, etc. * a * 

THE G. AND G. N. Thus, you see, I have set forth the merits of my 
story much more fully and, I think I may add, more justly than any mere 
uninterested, but probably prejudiced, reviewer could have done. You 
will note, therefore, from my narrative of the incidents that my new 
story has, perhaps, never been equalled for vividness, action, colour, 
romance, poetry and general artistic finish. 

THE G. R. P. Hear, hear! Quite so..... But, now we come to 
think of it, since you authors have taken to reviewing and expounding 
their own books, why, of course, we needn’t buy them. Need we? 

[ Exeunt to give their money a chance elsewhere, Tableau, 


LARK II. ScENE—The camp of the SHELLEY CENTENARIANS, 
long-haired and lank, SHELLEYITES discovered worshipping at 
a SHELLEY shrine, which is decorated with carrots, turnips, 
lentils, rice and other choice kitchen (or garden) plants, 


HyMNn (by the Worshippers). 
“ And did you once see Shelley plain? 
And did he stop and speak to you?” 
Sang Browning, in his smoothest vein, 
And solemnly we sang it too; 
Some like religion. Not so we— 
We boast that we can do without ; 
Our Shelley is, as ye may see, 
The only god we care about ! Amen ! 

First SHELLEYITE.—How glorious thus to kneel in adoration of 
the sweet, the noble bard! P. B. 8, (as a Theosophist would say), 
how seraphic thus to meet—— 

SECOND SHELLEYITE.—Meat! Gracious me! What mean you? 
Our beloved bard, so full of Free Thoughtfulness, was a vegetarian. 

THIRD, FOURTH AND FIFTH 8.8s.—Why, of course ; else why these 
decorations of produce of the earth? 

G. B. 8.—Begorra! it’s meself that’s the bouldest Shelleyoite av 
arl who brings ridicule on that fiery sowl, for Oi never lose an 
opportunity av prefacin’ me spaches wid a proclamation that Oi’m 
an Agnostical, Atheistical, Socialistical, Mystical Mimber, an’—— 
Whoile, as for Vegetarianism, Oi—— 

OMNES (singing). 
Hear! hear! Cheer, cheer 
For lentils, peas and hominy ! 
May all who at such pulse dare sneer 
Know what we'll call ignom-iny. 
From creeds and joints we henceforth sever— 
And cry, Shelleyism and shallots for ever ! 


VEGETABLEAUD, 


New Leaves. 

THERE is a fine portrait of “ Mr. James Anthony Froude” in Zhe 
English Illustrated ; there is a lot about ‘“‘ Henley,” another lot about 
“ Great Eastern Railway Works at Stratford,” and few other things.— 
There is a full and flowing stream of delightfulness in St. Nicholas 
from beginning to end.—The Boy’s Own Paper and The Girl’s Own 
Paper each carry with them a charming and beautifully illustrated 
summer number, The other serials of the Religious Tract Society are, 
as ever, thoroughly good.— Mr. Montagu Williams’ series of articles form 
a particularly interesting feature in Household Words, the present issue 
of which is accompanied by a goodly summer number, containing some 
half dozen entertaining stories—The usual excellent combination of 
fiction and fact, intermixed with poetry, is to be found in Longman’s.— 
We have been busily amused with the comical contents of The Jdler.— 
A detailed review of the Review of Reviews would be too much of a 
good thing. 
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Mr. CRUSHPEDAL BEATS THE RECORD OVER A 5-MILE COURSE. 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EDITOR oF “Fun.” 


S1z,—There is borne upon the 
mind one fact of an emphatic kind, 
from which, it is as plain as day, 
the smartest cove can’t get away. 
I mean the fact, dear Mr, Fun, 
that all the racing’s nearly done— 
that is, all racing of the sort we 
class as fashionable sport. For, 
though through months we have, 
each week, some decent race of 
which to speak, from April chill to 
warm July, yet, after that (the 
time is nigh), except a contest now 
and then, we’ve nothing to engage 
the pen. In fact (you know it, 
Mr. FUN), as soon as ever Good- 
wood’s done, we’re in a very hope- 
less plight until the Leger heaves 
in sight. However, there are 
things, no doubt, to prove the | 

| 





season’s not played out; and Good- 
wood is a distant date, so we will 
not anticipate, but let morose 
reflection slide, while, impercep- 
tibly, we glide into the task of 
summing up the runners for 


THE L’POOL CUP. 


Now, all you boys who’ve had the 
luck, 
From moderate beginnings, 
By mingled knowingnessand pluck | 
To make a pile of winnings ; 
And you whom some malignant | 
fate 
Continually crosses, 
Whose records only indicate | 
Accumulated losses— 
Dame Fortune yet may turn | 
her wheel, 
Before the season’s done witb, 
And what she takes from this 
one she’ll 
Endow the other one with. 


So keep your eyes on Nunthorpe, 
boys, 
He’s not a nag to play with ; 
And Clarence, who some fame 
enjoys, 
Must not be made away with ; 
Then Lady Rosebery may win 
(For “place” she’s worth the 
candle) ; 
There also may be something in 
St. Cyr and Coromandel. 
Old Boots may shine and 
Mina rise— 
A decent couple they be— 
sut Clarence ought to take 
the prize, 
Or, may be Nunthorpe— 
may be, 


Well, as I have remarked before, 
there’s absolutely nothing more of | 
prominent importance till the | 
meeting on the Goodwood hill. | 
But still, for people so inclined, | 











“ Ah, sir, that style of thing won’t 


suit you. 
Bosherino, which we sell at 5s, 94,” 


The arrival.—Frantic obsequiousness.—* Splendid 


line in old masters, sir, just now.” 





“The Rembrandt, £4,500.—Didn’t know who it was 
by? Oh, nooneelse could produce that effect.” 





It’s a common pot boiler by 





‘twill do no harm to bear in mind 

that minor races may be met on which to 
make a little bet, and win (or lose) a pound 
or two (as many people like todo). Still I 
(for all our goods—and sakes) will keep my 
thoughts on Goodwood Stakes and Cup; and 
that and those who’re dead on making bets, 
without my tips (they'll earn regrets!), 
however feeble at the trade, must do the 
trick without my aid. So, with this parting 
Leger hint (I’m sure it’s good enough to 
print)—‘“ Keep Orme upon your side, old 
cuss,’ I’m always yours, TROPHONIUS, 


| 
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Odds and Ends. 

“WHAT horrid nuisances the flies are, 
Mr. Tippler. They sting me dreadfully ; can 
you tell me how to get rid of them?” 

“Can’t say. They don’t trouble me much, 
’Soon as one stings me he falls off intoxicated, 
and the others avoid his awful example!” 


Johnnie (the Etonian),—“ Well, I do call 
that cheek! My sister’s not satisfied with 
wearing my cuffs and collars and ties and 
waistcoats, but now she’s got my jacket!” 
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THE FABLE OF THE IMPORTUNATE PICTURE DEALER AND THE MODERN MINDED ART PATRON. 





ay AY 


“ The David Cox, price £950,—Small for the price! 





Oh, not at all, sir,” 


“ The Michael Angelo, £5,000,—Oh, not at all too 


large ; donicely for a gentleman's smoking room,” 








Consistent and furious 


“ Guess I'll take it with me-—No, anger, Demolition of stock 
nothing else to-day.” 


consequent upon departure 
of magnificent art patron. 





SHE was placing in her dining room 
window a placard, inscribed “Plump for 
Podgers,” and a passing masher, noting her 
rounded arm and dimpled cheeks, expressed 
his conviction that she was plump enough 
for anybody. 


NOTICE TO SUBSCRIBERS. 


The Title Page and Index of Vou, LV. 
can be obtained gratis on rit plage Sty at the 
Office, 153 Fleet Street, London, E.C, 
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THE GENERAL ELECTIONS. 


Friend,—“ Best congratulations, old chap!” 

Politician —“ Oh, I knew our man was safe to get in !|—foregone conclusion !” 
Friend,—“ Well ; but I heard you were going to be married next week,” 
Politician —“ Eh !|—married? Why,solam! Forgot all about it! Well, ta, tal!” 































Dogberry up to Date, 
(“A wholesale exportation of Radical} 
voters might possibly counteract the 
growth of thistles in Australia.” 
— Conservative Paper.} 


ASINUS loquitur : 


THE Tories through the nation 
Have marked my aspiration 
To gain emancipation 
From that despotic class 
Which seeks perpetuation 
Of all my degradation, 
And so, with deep vexation, 
They write me down an ass! 


Nor is their allegation 
Devoid of all foundation. 
Their heartless legislation 
I’ve borne so long, alas ! 
With imbecile prostration, 
And nerveless resignation, 
There’s small exaggeration 
In calling me an ass! 


But, lo! an alteration ! 
My holders in privation 
Observe with trepidation 

Their hour of triumph pass: 
To kick them from their station 
In Halls of Legislation, 
Their long-borne castigation 

Has roused the suffering ass! 
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A FINANCIAL contemporary 
says, “The C troop of the British 
South Africa Co.’s police has cold its 
Mashonaland claims for £40,000,” 
and adds, “this beats the areas.” 
This may be the case in South 
Africa, but in London—the areas 
are the beats. 











Our Great Old Man, 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


A8 the fresh polls declare 
How the candidates fare 
In their fights at the Gen'ral Election, 
’Tis daily more plain 
Which side’s likely to gain 
The best share of the country’s affection, 
Lord Salisbury vies 
With great Gladstone, and tries 
To discover just where the shoe pinches ; 
O'ertop him, though? No! 
It is clearly no go, 
He's too stumpy by several inches, 


Our Grand Old Man’s cause, 
That has gain'’d such applause, 
A most steady advancement is showing ; 
Confirming his dreams, 
His majority seems, 
Like the giantess, still to be growing : 
The Tories may shout, 
But they'll soon be turn’d out, 
So it cannot afford them much pleasure 
To witness to-day 
The political play 


Mr. D. B, CAMA, a Zeroastrian, has sent to 
the Lord Mayor a cheque for a hundred 
guineas for the poor box in commemoration 
of the return to Parliament of Mr. Dadabhoy 
Naoroji. This may be called one of the 
calmer incidents of the campaign. The 
Home Rulers style Dadabhoy a “ broth of a 
bhoy,” and everybody is certainhe will make 
a more than Parseeble M.P. 

The electors of Berks, who have been 
Wrought on to return a Tory, have already 
brought about a fall in Pryces, 

Lord Salisbury’s reference to a “black 
man” has been avenged at Barnstaple, where 
a Unionist White has been rejected. 

Suffolk has rejected Judd, Gladstonians 
think this injud(d)icious, 

There has been some betting over the 
General Election. Galway has lost a Tanner 
over it, 

The London County Council demands 
power to acquire land compulsorily for 


public purposes, power to administer oaths, 
judicial 

















Now in progress, call'd “ Measure for Measure.” ae “4 -~ 
—— ao music halls, 
George.—“ Confound it! the liquidator of mee! gs 
the Aluminium Quartz Smashing Company stock th : 
(that concern I took a hundred shares in) is | Sock they 
going to make a call,” ante oh Co 
Wife of his bosom.— Is he? Do you think ¥" ‘pop 
he'll bring his wife?” Morrell "hee 
7 . went for 
I was thinking not long ago of insuring Home _ Rule 
my life, when I saw in a paper, “ Honesty is “to oblige 
the best policy.” Of course, I should like to Benson,” 
have one of the best, so can you tell me where At North 


I can take one out? Roscommon 
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STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


the Nationalists contrived to get a Bodkin in 
and the Parnellites, who had put up Mr. 
O’Kelly, only got the needle. 

The Hon. J. N. Curzon has once more 
got into Port—Southport, but it was only after 
a hard poll he got in front of Pollard. 

The Socialists have lost Cunninghame 
Graham, Election is no criterion of a mans 
ability. Where the butcher, the baker and 
candlestick maker succeed, the scholar, the 
traveller and the statesman often fail. Cun- 
ninghame Graham is a far abler man than he 
lets people believe. 

For Hertford the Tories have got in Abel 
Smith; for Lancs. the Gladstonians have 
also an able Smith. 

It is some satisfaction to see that in 
the “ balance of partics” the G.O.M.’s side is 
uppermost. 

THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER. 
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ANOTHER GREAT VICTORY FOR HOME RULE. 
(2.) The Hon. Capt. Bluebloed, the Conservative 
Candidate — “Haw'- Gentlemen’ 
I - ha- Love the Wortingman ; 
I have alw ay® looked upon 
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A bibulous philosopher, who had reduced 
the whole science of life to a simple 
question of liquid nourishment, 








“ Nevertheless, as you appear to exhibit 
signe of incredulity, I will, to prove the 
truth of my assertion, agree to pay for as 
much beer and tobacco ag you can con- 
sume within that period —your blood, 
meanwhile, being upon your own head!” 
And he cal)led for the first quart, 


Making Game of 


A CONTEMPORARY informs us that an exciting incident was lately 
witneseed at Columbus, an Indiana town, where some residents were 
ved the device of setting 
a champion gamecock at the infuriated animal. 


being cornered by a mad bull. A man concei 


the bull Aora de combat, 
and bull story. 


This is surely a réchau ffé of the old cock | 
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Was in the act of entering the portals of ‘‘ The 
Dog and Toasting Fork,” when he was accosted 
by an earnest statistician, who had achieved some 
light celebrity through the publication of a 


gh 
yamphiet dealing with the e 


ard tolacco 


ali 
vils of strong dri 


PARISH or 
¢ ARDUP 
|UNION | 
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Ten months 


refuge within the bosom of his native parish ; 


MORAL—One man's 


later the confiding statistician, 
having exhausted his small patrimony in futile 
support of his theory, broken-heartedly sought 


- LATTER-DAY FABLES—WITH MATTER-OF-FACT MORALS. 
No 1.—THe PirvL_ovus PHILOSOPHER AND THE EABNEST STATISTICIAN. 





‘“ Misguided wretch !” quoth the man of figures, 
pulling forth the booklet in question, “ know yu 
not that I have proved in these few pages that the 
daily consumption of fifteen pots of porter, aided 
by the fell use of three screws of tobacco, must 
rezult in certain death within a twelvemonth?” 


nk 





While the bibulous philosopher, wearing an 
easy smile as he daily upheld his favourite 
post, kept a watchful look out for any other 
member of the Statistical Society who might 
chance to be curvetting round the immediate 
neighbourhood. 
prussic acid is another man’s lamb and mint sauce. 








Us. 


swine,” Rattle 


The bird soon placed 


“SINCE settlers and their pigs have occupied the Eastern United 
States, where the reptiles were once very numerous, many people have 
never seen a rattlesnake. 


They have vanished Ltefore the rooting 
rs have evidently a rooted antipathy to grunters, 





(Overheard in the conservatory after supper.) 
. . +” 
“T LIKE sweet kisses, of course, but they needn’t be jammy ones! 








Geld Medal Awarded, Health Exhibition, Lendea. 
Highest Award Adelaide, 1887. 
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“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES 
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Very Inconsiderale of hi mo 
rm On the [awn at Goodwood] 
dora Eustace —“Whatan astonishingly pretty lol ox Women 

aay) pS — over there.” (Meer all their efforts loo) 
































aan. = Be “fe WV. 
a ; F ther: ( 
Lhe ¢ rs Enery Ai/kins a? /he S a i ot rom Le ea 
Nile End Donkey S bow he Gallant TASS ar ox 00 196. Oo see “eer, 
(1) Backers absent from Goodwood will doubtless declare, (4) These vile three-card-tricksters, who made far too free, 
6“ Good woo 1)ness | What Good-wood I do were I there !” Are now fast in rT Chokee ” where all such should be, 
(2) The Asp which Great Sarah (5) These Ass-iduous showmen, Ass-isting down East, 
Expressed Asp-irations for “ Gave good entertainment for Man and for Beast, 
(3) This fisher in Surrey’s Canal. it is thought, (6) A Tooting hussar. finding Robert be-sted, 
Isn't Surrey he went, for a“ gold”-fish he caught. 


Without trumpets toot-Tooting, first helped and then fled 
(7) “* Aunt Martha.” the strong-willed smal! negress, ’mid tears, 


Saw our good gracious Queen, whom shed loved fifty years, 
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THE ALBAMBRA.—A DIVAN AS SEEN 
FROM A FAUTEUIL. 


people for whose sake 
all this programme. 





THESE were the Kiilper Brothers, 
“ musical eccentrics.’ 
fair instrumentalists, but they have 


fig if without anything 
“aah SL, novel about it. The de Vans were 


SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


ALHAMBRA. — Space, in its 
usual rude manner, cut me off 


short last week, before I had 

written all I had to write about 
this establishment, With regard 

to the de Vans, I was about to 

conclude with the observation 

that their act was decidedly clever, 

specially 


followed by our friend the “ funny 
Frenchman,” and then came the 





I'd gone through 


hey are very 


P 99 i" é - “ 
‘ways” with them which would pug paipe or tHE BALLET: A 


probably be found embarrassing in an 
play an air from 


orchestra. To 


PLYER. 


William Tell while turning somersaults round the stage, gives quite 





THE GAIRTY. — Faust 
up to“ all manner.” 


the bill) is Faithful . 


a new interest to the composer's work, and a duet 
for tin-whistle and violin arranred as indicated 
in the initial to this article last week is likely to 
attract attention, but there are times and places 
where such musical individualities might cause 
remark, The “ brothers” indicate, with varying 
fidelity, the vocal characteristics of several kinds 
of farmyard produce, includiog (among the suc- 
cessful ones) the donkey and a yelping dog. 


Amy LYSTER sang next, but I didn’t stay to 
Lystern, and by the time they came to the con- 
cluding item, On the Icc, | was on the way 
home..... Good programme at the Alhambra 
and plenty of real variety. 


THE Court.—A decidedly comical and well 
managed farce (or farcical comedy, according to 
James, now occupying the position of the meat in 


the sandwich between New Sub and the Pantomime Rehearzal (the 


latter now its several hundred and 
eomethingth night). What a return to 
first principles, however! Shades of 
departed (not altogether departed, 
perhaps) glories! Let us pretend to 


recall the gambols 


Paul Bedford, and 
humorous waiters who protected (and 
otherwise) surreptitious couples at 
Vauxhall, at Greenwich, at Cremorne, 
and other resorts of pre-historic times. 
We do. And we remark that there is 
quite as much fun and a little more 
art in the way the story is told and 
the parts are acted, nowadays, 


WE know that 





sixpence he 





of Wright and 
the line of 





Actor (loq.).—* Yeh want me vote and 
interest, boy? ‘Tis well. Tell him 
who sent yeh that if he will support 


highly superior 


waiter Mr. Weedon Grossmith presents a law for stamping out the upstart 
us with such quiet skill. Many is the ®mateur and raising ecrews by 10 


cost us when we 


per cent. he may command my ser- 
viee to the uttermost. Enough ! 


wanted to give him coppers. An Away!” 
excellent bit of dry drollery and ob- 
servation. Mr, Brandon Thomas gives a characteristic rendering of a 


le. . ‘ . “wag” 
bluff and fiery admiral (another friend of our early youth), and Mies 








Ellaline Terries makes an engaging young wife afflicted with a vigorous: 


jealo minor parts are effectively taken care of by Messrs. 
onraag ilfrid Draycott, C. P, Little, and Wickham, 


and Miss Sibyl Grey. The Pantomime Rehearsal, 
you may be interested to know, is just as funny 
as ever—perhaps a little bit funnier. 





THE GAIETY.—Faust up to Date ia back in 
his original house. It is a sort of second-hand 
article, consisting of Mr. Van Biene’s country 
company on a visit to town—although it. in- 
cludes the original Marguerite, by the way. It 
is a very good show of its kind, however, and one- 
Zor two of the people rather clever, I’m told. Mr. 
Payne is Mephistopheles, and Miss Amy Augade, 
Faust. 








ARCADIA once more allows a —- of itself 
<RICULTU to be seen at Islington (where Arcadians most 
ss nC DISERE do dwell) under the auspices of Mr. John 
Ur TO DATE. O’Connor (who, by experience and success, mav 
be considered to have got his hand well in with 
the enterprise, and his judgment of what is required well matured). 
At anyrate, at a private inspection (including luncheon!), we fcund 
ample preparations for a high-class entertain- 
ment (of the variety order) and a number of 
‘side shows” which will show no side whatever, 
and, what is better, nothing in any degree ob- 
jectionable. There’s a switchback, of course, and 
every indication of an ample and harmless six- 
pennyworth being forthcoming. 
















THE RoyaLty.—A Hundred Years Ago is an 
excellent little operetta by Messrs. Alec Nelson 
and H. J. Wood—librettist and composer re- 
spectively—and ought to son find its way some- 
where as a curtain raiser. Performed by the 
pupils (or some of them) of Signor Gustave 
Garcia’s school, it went very well here on the 
16th instant—very well, that is, considering that 
the conductor was quite new to the music, the 
composer having been suddenly 
re a unwell —b the last moment. ~ 
Played under better auspices, I ge gv. 
haven’t any doubt but what you re rk 
would find A Jlundred Jrars K2 Bri 
“4 go.” fi 

Nops AND WINKS.—Rather a “@=G=e d= 
busy week, this. J/aste to the 
Wedding on Weddingsday at the THE AGRICULTURAL HALL.— ARCA- 
“Cri.” (good place for a wedding, DIENNE OF OLDEN TIMES. 
the “Cri.”), and Mr. Van Biene’s 
Broken Melody (in which he breaks with melody for the moment and 
“ goes on the 
stage’ — at 
least, it is 
hoped that 
he “goes’’) 
on Thursday 
at the 
Prince of 
Wales’s. 
These be 
the most 
prominent 
events. — It 
is suggested 
that actors 
should be 7; 
more direct- |) 
ly repre- |) 
sented in 
Parliament. ~. 
Rather good 7 
business @ 
canvassing 
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the profes- - 
sion, I THE CoURT.—The Fiery Admiral.—“ Surely we have met before? 
should Years ago, in a farce somewhere. You're the discreet and artfal 


waiter, aren’t you? Thoughtso. Well, I’m the violent old man, 


think, Sug- you know. Hi W are you ? Eb ? What ? ” 


gestive of 
booth performances ; “the profession under canvass,” Can’t we have 
a Member for Dramatic Critics ? NESTOR. 
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-cause it would not be proper. Jemmy’s pony is 


-Jemmy’s sister, not 


-sister—strolled away 


THAT PIONIC! 
COLLECTED FROM VARIOUS SOURCES, 





JOHNNY SOMERVILLE'S STATEMENT. 
WHEN I got leave from father to go for the holidays on a visit to 


-Jemmy Burton’s, I thought there would be no end of fun—and there 


was no end of fun. Jemmy Burton is a jolly chap, and has a pony 
and several dogs, and plays heaps of larks, I did 


not play any larks when I was in his house, be- | —— 





a stunner, so is his 
sister—I mean 











the pony’s sister. One 
day we went to a 
icnic, and Madge and 
—Madge is Jemmy's 























into the woods and I kissed her. And when we came back into the 
park where the eating was to be done, I forgot to shut the gate; and 
just as we had begun our luncheon, a big bull came in, and we all 
had to run for our lives. Major Bryson knocked the bull down and 
broke his arm—lI mean the Major broke his own arm, and not the 
bull’s arm; and when he discovered some days after that it was me 
that left the gate of the field open, he gave me two sovereigns for a 
tip instead of a thrashing, which I expected. When I am big lam 
to be a major, and will marry Madge. 


Miss SIMPERTON’S STATEMENT. 
(Extracted surreptitiously from the pages of her diary.) 


IT is not within the compass of the English language, even backed 
up with an intimate knowledge of three continental languages, the 
old and new styles of notation, the use of the globes and an otherwise 
liberal education, to do justice to the perdfiy and base ingratitude of 
the monster called Man. And the most monstrous of the genus is 
certainly ithe Rev. G. Patterson, of St. Joseph’s. The slippers, the 
mittens, the comforters, I have worked for that man, and the quantity 
of jam I sent him last winter, when he had the cold in his throat, 
would have aroused a feeling of gratitude in the heart of even the 
most wild and savage specimen of the carnivora; but on the biped 
called Man, as personified by G. P., it was entirely wasted. On that 
fearful day when my own life was in jeopardy, my only thought was 
for the safety of the monster. When I reached the outside of the 
field and saw G. P. in safety, gratitude and joy bereft me of con- 


- sciousness, and I fainted in his arms. When consciousness was 


restored, I found myself lying, unattended, on a grassy bank, while 
G. P. was scraping mud off his coat with a penknife. I lay still fora 
brief moment to recover myself, and I heard a Horrid Man say to 


(G. P.: 


“ Hullo, old fellow! have you been in the ditch?” 

‘‘ Yes,” said G. P.; “Miss Simperton did me the honour to fall 
upon me, and I succumbed to her avoirdupois.” 

“You had better take care or she will take you a captive to her 
matrimonial wiles,” said the Horrid Man, 

“ A man may not marry his grandmother,” was the reply of G. P. 

The name of G, P, will never more sully the pages of my diary. 


(To be continued, ) 








The Disillusion. 


[Oiiver Wendell Holmes, having been asked his opinion of a ladies’ afternoon 
replied, good-humouredly, “ It is giggle, gabble, gobble, and——git.”] 
“ SINCE my masculine friends are so noisy,” I said, 
“ Since their ceaseless guffawing quite maddens my head, 
Since the fair sex is tranquil and placid and meek, 
Since no lady in more than a whisper can speak, 
Since from clatter and clamour I crave to be free, 
I will join a few ladies at afternoon tea!” 


“ Since my masculine friends are such tattlers,” I said, 
“ Since they mud-sling and slander with malice ill-bred, 
Since the fair sex is gentle and kindly and mild, 

Since no creature was e’er by a lady reviled, 

Since the taste for bad taste is distasteful to me, 

I will join a few ladies at afternoon tea!” 


“‘ Since my masculine friends are such gourmands,” I said, 

“ Since they’re rude and uncouth in their breaking of bread, 
Since the fair sex has habits less valgar and wild, 

Since no lady could e’er be a cormorant styled, 

Since I bend at the shrine of refinement my knee, 

I will join a few ladies at afternoon tea!” 


“‘Since my masculine friends are so tiresome,” I said, 
“‘ Since their ‘d——d iterations’ I loathe and I dread, 
Since the fair sex is witty and winsome withal, 
Since the presence of Woman would ne’er on me pall, 
Since confoundedly bored I’m not anxious to be, 
| will join a few ladies at afternoon tea!” 

* * * 


With my feminine friends I have afternoon-tea‘d, 

And my views about ladies are altered indeed, 

For they giggled and giggled and giggled so loud, 

That “The males are but taciturn creatures!" I vowed, 

And they gabbled and gabbled and gabbled so much, 

That “ No male,” I exclaimed, “ could such backbiting touch ! ” 
And they gobbled and gobbled and gobbled so fast, 

That “ The males are poor eaters!” I murmured, aghast, 

And they made my poor brain in an agony split, 

Till “' Fair ladies,” 1 howled, “let me git! let me git!” 





A PROFESSIONAL VIEW. 


Mo, Junior —* Dat sea vosh pritty, am 't it, fader?” 
Mo, Senior (0f Ready Made Ciothing Mart, Minories) —*I doan’ 
laike him, my son! Zo many hundert yarts of goot material vashted |” 
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FUN’S FASHION PLATE FOR AUGUST. 


Becoming 
_Sea-side r gelup 
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Llegant evenng Gown Lhe live Promenade (stame. 

















Current Carols; 
Or, Dittics in Doselets up to Date. 
THE G,O,C,; on, OUR WINNER’S LATEST WHIM, 


{Mr, Gladstone has been writing concerning cycling and the unbounded physical 
moral and social benefits that it confers on its devotecs.} 

IN my time I’ve tried tree-felling, 
And the buying and the selling 

Of the bluest of blue china that was ancient and unique. 
Plus the politics that we brew, 
I’ve absorbed large draughts of Hebrew, 

And I'm a Homer Ruler, who is dleeply steeped in Greek. 
And though Huxley hurls defiance, 
I am not unversed in science, 

I'm a Whale, too, on Theology (for that I dearly like). 
And I'm a keen eyed gauger 
Of each histrionic stager, 

jut my latest little pastime is a fiery, untamed “ bike.” 


> 


Refrain.—I'm emphatic 

And ecstatic 
As to tyres they call pneumatic, 

And I dash along the road with ail the “go” of eighty-three, 
Yea! at “ biking” 
I'm a veteran Viking, 
Darting on in manner striking, 

The scorching G. O. Rider of the C.T.C, 


I have recently been busy 
’Gainst the showy creed of Dizzy— 

‘Gainst the followers of the Marquis and his nephew, boastful B. 
And now that battle’s finished, 
And their crowing I’ve diminished, 

I do a turn at cycling in a manner gay and free. 
Some like trikes—JZ don’t demand 'em— 
Still, thingamy, dispu-“ tandem,” 

The fiery, fleeting bicycle doth suit your Grand Old Will. 
And, though many try to chase me, 

: I defy ‘em all to race me, 
For, as a whirling wheeler, I soon bring them down to nil. 





It-frain.—On careering, 

Gaily steering, 
Am I daily persevering, 

With my “ Cyclorn” all a-blowing, and my pedals running free. 
Progress making, 
Overtaking : 
All who boast of record breaking, 

The glorious G, O. Champion of the C.T.C, 


od —— 


William at the Seaside. 


WILLIAM has now got the ozone fit wellon him, I love William 








like a brother who's going to leave me something and who’s a martyr to. 


neumonia, “I feel,” says William, “that I can’t do without the sea.” 
’m tolerably certain, though, of one thing, and that is that the sea 


could do very well without William. It is a fine sight to see William. 


trying to bathe at Deal on the shingle. William screams, and Mrs. 
William hears him as she looks out of the lodging-house window. 
“Is it sharp stones, or a crab that’s nipped William?” And then. 
the bathing machine starts too suddenly, the door flies open and’ 
William makes a classic group with his boots in the briny, William. 
shouldn’t try too many stand up fights with Neptune. 





An Artful Fez-ant |! 


THAT proffered bribe of thirty thousand pounds, 
Just to our envoy in Morocco, 
In England is a matter that astounds— 
It gave our Sir C. Euan-Smith a shock, O! 
We do not wish to mock, O! 
But that bribe has caused a block, O! 
And the Sultan’s took the knock, O! 
Fears they’ll bind him—in Morocco! 
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A SEVERE TEST. 
He.— Oh, Mabel! ask me to do some deed of daring to prove my” 
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love!” 


She.—“ Well, go and ask papa to let us get married right away !”’ 
[He collapses. 
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THE ELECTION MANIA. 





The Election Mania is as impartial in its choice of subjects as it is in its resuits, 








(4) Young Mr. Meeksmile says 
he certainly does vote with his 
superior, but thinks it entirely 
wrong to show any undue ex- 
citement in an affair of party 
interest. 
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(5) Bill Wollops says, “Ere’s me and you don't 
ezzactly agree abart these ’ere matters, but wot’s the 
odds? we can ’ave our ‘arf pint together without 


falling out.” 








7,8 & 9) The effect of the Election Fever is diffcrent in each case, bu 
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(3) The same, any time during the last fortnight. 


(6 ) 





(4) And Blowhorse is cheawmed to have 
Wasper round every othah evening; such a 
harmony of ideas, don’t you know, 


t it all amounts to the same thing in the end, 
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THE STAGE AND KITCHEN GUILD. 
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When Cook d led one day that the stage was her pr yper vocation, tne theatrical agent was most encouraging. “Ah! you have just the 
y auld 1 aN tee! sig z =3t z t z b.0. 98 ‘ m 1: ° ,. 99 ae } ’ ql) 

fivure for the ballet! lid he. “You've heard of Ellen Terry, and Mrs. Stirling, and Mrz, Siddons and Taglioni? Well, [ brought ’em al] 
and I'll bring you out. There's nothing to pay—only a nominal fee of fifty pounds to defray postage.” So Cook went in for it. 
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“Look bere, madam!" said the Stalls Masher, calling upon the Lady of the House, “I really can’t stand this cook of yours on the stage of 
my favourite theatres—I really must ask you to keep her at her proper vocation.” “Oh! Zdon’t want her! Take her away, for goodness sake ! 
She's no use as a cook,” said the Lady of the House, Then the Masher and the Lady appeared to be concocting some plot together, 
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[See Cartoom Verses, w. 
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OUR GRAND OLD MARKSMAN 
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CAUGHT! 
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“Almighty Sea Serpent!!” 





CANVASSED. 

It’s all over now, and a good job, too! 

I've got nothing out of the General Election, excepting a beastly 
cold that I caught because there wasn't a cab to be had on polling 
day. 

It was a nice time the day before it. A pompous, chuckleheaded 
man, with his white waistcoat weighed down by a gold curb chain, 
came to tell me my duties as a citizen. He said,“ Are you aware, 
Mr. Tubbs, that there is now going on one of the most stupendous 
crises of modern times? It is the duty of every Englishman to rally 
round the Constitution.” I said, “If so many of you come in rallying 
round me, my constitution will be upset.” He said—the white waist- 
coated man said—* The Constitution of this great Empire is the only 
thing: to be thought of. It is the duty of every Englishman, in the 
face of open ridicule, in the face of monetary loss, in the face of risk 
to his health—ay! and even to domestic happiness—to stand by the 
bulwark of English liberty—the Constitution.” I said to him, “ Are 
those strikingly original remarks entirely of your own creation, or are 
they inspired by the sub-editor of the local gazette, combined with 
early brandy and soda?” The man said I was a cad,and went out of 
the house. I may be a cad, but so long as he went out of the house, 
it didn’t much matter. 

Elections, indeed! I wonder who with a grain of sense cares a rap 
about any of it? 

What is your House of Commons composed of at the best of times ? 
A few land grabbers, railway directors and barristers, who are obliged 
to wear a goat's-hair fungus on their head to hide their want of brains. 
What is the uee of any of it? Alla parcel of nonsense ! 





I wonder what the Constitution has ever done for me? I don’t 
believe one man in a thousand knows what it means. It’s a sort of 
Mrs. Harriss. I don’t believe there is no such person, 

Well, I was canvassed. One woman came round and said she would 
kiss me if I would vote for the “ blue” candidate. Kiss me, indeed! 
I would sooner have had her kick me. Her face would have been 
further off then, anyhow, and she was ugly enough! And then my 
old niece came round. She wanted me to vote because the “ blue” 
candidate’s wife was going to let her have the fifth part of her stall at 


a hospital bazaar. Canvass, indeed! the whole thing is a parcel of 
bosh | DIOGENES TUBBs, 








TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EDITOR OF “FUN.” 


Srp, I’ve no doubt the question which has reached, with me, an 
awful pitch, and very nearly worn me through, is similarly treating 
you. Just now it is the time of day for ev’ryone to go away, to sea, to 
moor, to shore or ship, upon a recreative trip; there’s not a soul that 
don’t agree that going’s a necessity, imperative and clear; but, oh! 
the task to settle where to go! To choose between Southend, the 
Rhine, Torquay, the Thames, the Engadine, Southampton West, 
North Wales, the Basque, is quite a herculean task, and when the 
work (which makes you sigh) is further complicated by the thought 
of Margate, Whitby, Deal, the Highlands (with their peat and meal), 
the Isle of Wight (with “gap” and chine), of Bournemouth of the 
swaying pine, of Scottish moors and lucky shots, and Norfolk Broads, 
and sailing yots, and Matlock Bath and Spa,egad! the muddle nearly 
drives one mad. However, consolation, friend—it does get settled in 
the end, and ere you hear from me again, for me the puzzle will be 
plain. In other words, this letter is the last you’ll get from me on 
“ biz.” until I’m well upon the wing and having my vacation fling,— 
for he is but a futile clown who after Goodwood stays in town, And 
that’s a reference which makes me recollect 


THE GOODWOOD STAKES, 


WITH sighing and sobbing 
And laughing and cheering 
The numbers, no doubt, will be greeted. 
With gleeful hob-nobbing 
Will winners go “ beering” 
While lovers will feel themselves cheated. 
The ranks of the boozers 
I’d shrink from increasing 
(Except it might be, by a wnit /). 
But none need be losers 
(1’ll say without ceasing) 
Who follow my song as I tune it. 
There are but three “in it ’”’— 
I’ve carefully reckoned, 
And don’t think my view an absurd one— 
Certosa should win it, 
Bev Jones should be second, 
And smart Bar-le- Duc be the third one. 


But still, although you may prepare to tind you have the winners 
there, and though, as far as 1 can see, it is a “ moral” for the three, 
I’m not upon that order fixed—it may be quite reversed or mixed ; and 
as, [ have no doubt, you see you ought to bet accordingly. And now | 
think I’ll reckon up the entries for 


THE STEWARD'S CoP. 


AS far as a fellow can see, Cattlestone promises well, 
Reflecting how races are run, Warlaby’s chance should be 
This contest should certainly prized, 
be Flyaway can’t be a sell, 
A very exceptional one. Marvel should not be despised ; 
I\r no one can say that it | Bill, Galeopsis, Adieu, 
lacks |  Tip-cat, are good of their kind ; 
Of interest, bottom or top, | A change would be scarcely «x 
With several regular cracks mieu, [ mind. 


And flyers all over the shop. | And Cuttlestone’s best to my 


There, sir, no more you'll hear from me until the grouse are rising 
free, and I am, with unwonted phlegm, industriously potting them— 
if even then I feel inclined to occupy my peaceful mind for penning 
letters when I may be lazy with my holiday. However that may be, 
old chap, I certainly ~i// send a scrap about the Leger when it 
comes ; so, “sound the trumpets, beat the drums,” the prophet has 
decided that he will no longer be a flat to scourge his brain deciding 
where he'll seek his little change of air. But, putting from him 
with disdain a speculation all so vain, he’ll take a course sublime and 
plain, and, getting in a railway train, he will, with tranquil mind and 
still, just let it take him where it will. Ta-ta! I'm off! Good-bye, 
old cuss! I'm yours (so long!). TROPHONIUS. 
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May (in background, to Flossie)— Now, I CALL THE ATTITUDE OF THOSE TWO VERY SuSPICIOUS, IT'S FAR TOO OSTENTATIOUSLY 


INL IFFERENT,” 


[Turns round when they have got some distance past and “ catches them” gazing into each other's cyes, 








WRINKLES FROM TH RANK. 


PHIL FLYWHIP ON THE GENERAL ELECTION, 


WELL, I calls a General Election a general nuisance—don’t know 
what you think about it. All the best fares gorn away from Picca- 
dilly an’ Pall Mall in the ’eight of the season, an’ all the thorough- 
fares choked up with crowds awaitin’ for the result of the poll, and 
the result of one of ’em was that I got the pole of a wan through one 
o’ my panels on account of pullin’ up sharp so as not torun over a 
old gent as was shoutin’ ’ooray in the middle of the road ’cause some- 
body he’d never seed was goin’ to Parliament to talk about summat as 
’e didn’t understand. 

Now, ir the good ole times, when a party as wanted to be Hem P. 
used to ’ire every bloomin’ keb on the rank at fancy price there used 
to be some sense in elections, but a ’ired conveyance ain’t allowed to 
be used by the candidate nowadays, An’ if a voter wants to take a 
keb ’e ’as to pay for it ’isself. There ain’t many of that sort, but I 
did pick up one, an’ I wish as ’owI hadn’t. ’E tells me to drive up 
to the pollin’ station sharp, so as to get there by eight o'clock. I whips 
up the mare an’ does it in a canter, an’ as soon as I puils up the crowd 
starts a hootin’ like mad and frightens the mare so as I has to pull her 
‘ead orf to keep her from boltin’, an’, just as the fare gets out o’ the 
keb to give me a shillin’ for a mile an’ seven furlongs, smash comes a 
tatur into it through one o’ my winders ’cause the cove as’ad got out 
was wearin’ the colours of the candidate as wasn’t first favorite. 

Then when I gets back to the rank I finds all my pals inside the 
shelter mixed up in a fight risin’ out of differences about ’Ome Rule. 
80 off I goes to the yard, and ’as to groom down the mare an’ wash my 
own keb cause all the yard men an’ stable ’ands is getting toxey 
boozey ’cause their candidate ’as got in or else ‘cause he’s been chucked 
out, Then when I gets ’ome the ole woman begins a lot o’ chin music 
all about a fairy tale some cove as calls ’isself a canvasser has been 
Spinnin’, an’ wot ’is party is goin’ to do for us kebbies if they gets in. 
I sez, “ Yus, I knows what they'll do for us whichever side gets into 
Parliament. They’ll get into my keb and say, ‘ Kebby, look sharp!’ 
an’ when I’ve broke a record an’ the mare’s sweatin’ like a Derby 
Winner. an’ I’ve covered two'miles an’ a half through the roads a-bein’ 


up in twelve minutes, an’ got my number took for furious drivin’, 
they'll gi’ me a solitary bob an’ tell me the roads a-bein’ up ‘ain’t no 
business o’ theirs, an’ if I ventures to express a doubt whether they 
can spare the savin’s of a lifetime all at once, they’l! stick a glass in 
their optic, and takin’ out a tanner memorandum book, they’ll say— 
whether they’re Tories or Liberals—‘ You impudent fellah! give me 
your numbah !’” 








Our Grand Old Marksman, 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


AT Bisley. where the volunteer But, after an exciting match, 
For rifle fame competes, A Grand Old Marksman proved 
To be Queen's Prizeman of the | anew 
year | How he the rest excell’d, 


Is (leem’d the best of feats : : : 
No trophy there would one Thus did this noted veteran 


exchange His (Queen’s Prize win once 
For the Blue Riband of the range, | more ; , 
And many a warm, responsive Thousands of voices straight 
cheer began 


To cheer his total score ; 
And hosts of friends were ready 
Of politics a Bisley, too, found 

Its meeting just bas held, In triumph there to “ chair” him, 
Where a keen contest did ensue, round,— 

Well-nigh unparallel’d ; Whilst they, who did not like the 
All sorts of shots came to the man, 

scratch, Took back seats and felt sore. 


The happy victor greets, 


On Thursday next we shall issue from this oflice, price sixpence, 
“Fun’s Funny Scraps,” containing sixty-four pages of literary and 
artistic matter, beautifully printed on fine paper in coloured wrapper. 
Pictures by Gordon Thomson, J. F. Sullivan, J. B. Partridge, Hal 
Ludlow, Frederick Barnard, Leslie Willson, M. (ireiffenhagen, G, G. 
Fraser, George (iatcombe, J. W. Houghton and many other able artists. 
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Prevention is better than 


PROVERBS.—No. 5. 











Cure ! 








STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


THE Moor the merrier will, if not careful, be the Moor the sadder— 
and, possibly, wiser—if he is not careful. Perhaps the gentleman 
(every body is a gentleman nowadays, whether his skin or his character 
be black or white) had possibly heard of Walpole and “ every man has 
his price,” but Sir Kaan Smith, in refusing the £30,000 offered him as 
a bribe to sign a treaty prejudicial to the interests of his sovereign, 
upset the Walpole dictum, and doubtless has in some measure also 
upset the Sultan of Morocco, 

Afghan troubles coming up again? As if a General Election were 
not plague enough to last us for a decade or two. 

Whatever may be the advantages of a free and independent Re- 
public like the United States, where they rain frogs as big as turtles, 
“Sirree!” and they continually hail Columbia, it is to be doubted 
if Pinkertonianism would flourish under a constitutional monarchy, 
or if this country is much worse off for being denied the chance of 
making the experiment, 

The Behring Sea arbitrators are to meet in Paris as soon as the 
Italian and Swedish delegates are nominated. The immemorial usage 
of diplomacy—except in the case when Lord Beaconsfield spoke in 
English at the Berlin Conference—is to be departed from, and English 
instead of French is to be used. La France cannot blame “ perfidious 
Albion”’ for this atest insult, inasmuch as the departure is to be made 
at the request of John Bull’s Cousin Jonathan. 

There is another rivet in the alliance between the peerage and the 





The liustic Belle returns to her faithful William once more: but the bold bad 
Markis declines to take “ No!” for an answer. 


halls and stage. “Connie is a countess.” FUN tenders his congratu- 
lations to the profession, Also to the peerage. Who can say the House 
of Lords is in danger ? 

Mr. Gladstone will break yet another record by being Prime 
Minister of England for the fourth time—an unprecedented circum- 
stance. Who knows? perhaps he may even beat four and “go nap”’ 
by being sent for by Her Majesty for the fifth time, | 


Who will form the New Cabinet? It is to be hoped that the plums 
will not be given toa lot of peers who have no claim except their 
acres and their coronets to distinction, while the men who have 
borne the heat and burden of the day are left out in the cold. If 
Mr. Gladstone takes office he cannot very well dispense with Mr, 
Labouchere. Will Sir Charles Dilke return to town, or will the 
precedent of Colonel Valentine Baker's case be followed and a good 
serviceable man be prevented from placing his talents at the disposal 
of his country simply because he has been found out? 

Mr. Keir Hardie, having been returned by the Liberals at West Ham 
as a Labour Candidate, appears determined to do his utmost to wreck 
Liberal prospects in Newcastle. What good does he anticipate thereby 
effecting for Labour? The member for West Ham seems more 
remarkable for his Hardi(e)hood than for his discretion. 

It is to be hoped that the rumour from Afghanistan of the Ameer’s 
troops is a mere fiction. 

Mr. Charles Harrison will make a capital Vice-Chairman of the 
London County Council. He ought to take a personal interest in the 
removal of the locks, bolts and bars on the Bedford Estate, for he 
practises in Bedford Row. 

Although only connected with politics to the extent of being one of 
the earliest members of the School Board, John Macgregor Rob Roy 
will leave a great void in the ranks of men who labour for their 
fellow men, God speed thee, “ Rob Roy,” in the last of your long 
lone journeys, for the hand that pens these lines (meant to amuse 
all and to wound none) has shaken thine! 

We’ve now to wait for further moves, men must be got to fit the 
grooves. 

THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER. 








DOTS BY THE WAY. 


CLOSE OF THE CONTEST. 


Now the hurley burley’s over 
On from John o’ Groat’s to Dover, 
And the Boroughs and the Counties send the members of their choice ; 
Now the canvassing and voting 
Will give place to golf and boating, 
And instead of husting speeches and the rabble’s noisy voice, 


We'll have merry friendly chatter, 
Talking over all the matter, 
How the Tory seats were lost and how the Gladstone seats were won : 
When the parties grew so equal 
We were anxious for the sequel, 
Whether Salisbury or G.O.M. were winners in the run, 


Now the last shot has been fired, 
And—well, every body’s tired 

Of the contest that’s been running on at such an awful pace. 
So we'll give a hearty cheer 
That shal] ring out far and near 

For the vet’ran G.O.M. has fairly won the gallant race. 





ARE stage managers addressed by their companies as “ bos” 
because they generally have a “ cast in their eye”? 
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TAKING A RISE OUT OF HIM. 
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LATTER-DAY FABLES—WITH MATTER-OF-FACT MORALS. 
No, 2.—THE DISTINGUISHED DRAMATIST AND THE ‘“ CAMBERWELL SHAKESPEARE,” 
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A distinguished dramatist, who on Was in the act of quitting his palatial club, when there “What ho!” cried the D.D., with the 
various occasions had “suffered the chanced to pass by one of the “ great unacted,” known toa placid jocularity of a man who has per- 
degradation of a popular success,” small but rabid circle of realistic admirers as the “ Camberwell sonally assisted in splitting a magnum, 

Shakespeare.” “ Got anything about you likely to come 
within the meaning of Lord Campbell's 
Act?” 
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“ Si) 1" replied the realist, ignoring the And, adding in a stage aside, “Take two to spot,” While the D.D., lighting a seven-and- 
taunt with lofty scorn, “I have a trifle here the C.S, made tracks for his daily saveloy and ha’penny sixpenny cigar, went home to a fifteen 
in thirteen acts that has had the honour of buster ; course dinner. 


being refused by every manager within the 

, la : 6b Y 1? oo: . Wi y 6 are ig . : ° : 
ten mile radius. Ah!” said the D.D., smilingly, “there is no demand for indecency just at present.” “No; but there is for drivel,” was the 
<juick retort, ‘‘ hence your popularity. 


MORAL,—Cuaviare makes a capital hors d’wuvre, but pease-pudding is the stuff for the popular appetite. 


— 








THE Queen has purchased a cream-coloured pony from “ Lord” Mr. GOSCHEN once attracted a good deal of attention as a promising 
George Sanger. Of course, the lucky quadruped will feel at home in financier, but since he reduced the Consols 3 to 2} per cent. we all 
the créme de la créme of equine society by virtue of its Sangazur. think of him with diminished interest . 
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(1) Toxopholite pastimes are now all the go, 
Vhen many arch maidens to geese utter “ Bow!” 

, Oyster now comes once again here to dwell, 
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HA particu lar friend of the 
Sars: Fe family 


a, \ 7a. 


A dangerous song losing 
(1) A “friend of the family” makes rather free, 
And helps himself largely from many an M.D, 


(5) “I-spy-I” is the game which abroad now is found, 
And, lo! many tourists by two-wrists are bound. 


(6) The increase of bad language made this scamp confined, 
And let us hope many an-oather they bind, 


(7) If you sing “Ta-ra”—what’s its name 7—do not be rash, 
And try just for symphony windows to smash, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 





VAUDE- 
VILLE— 
You don’t 
think I’m 
doing any- 
thing in matinées 
this weather, do 
you? Not I— 
not very much! 
What is the use 
of running a 
special sub.- 
under - deputy - 
substitute if you 
can’t make use 
of him? Eh! 
Very well, then. 
When I see the 
lights of the 
profession rush- 
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Acting Manayer. — “So sorry, Miss Bolla 
Veenvan, I can’t let you have a sta'l, the 
: you talk to the critics and 


ing off to Scotland, the Continent 
Southend and elsewhere in shoals, 
leaving their parts to understudies, I 
look upon the example as good enough 
to follow. So, while my underling 
was revelling in untrammeled import- 
ance, and really feeling himself some. 
body, at the Vaudeville the other 
morning, I was reclining peacefully 
under a cherry-tree, smoking a 
cigarette and drinking claret-cup, at 
somebody else’s expense. And while 
he was thoroughly enjoying bimself at Miss Edouin’s matinée,I lay 
a-basking in the sun upon the beach at——-but, here, you don’t want 
to know about me; suppose we come 
to a digest of our worthy representa- 
tive’s reports, 


An “undisturbed ” critic medi- 
tating vengeance. 


THE VAUDEVILLE (as I said before). 
—Human man is seldom satisfied (if 
sometimes satiated), I daresay we 
could have done without this matinée 
(says my 8.-u.-d.-s,), but hearing that 
one of the plays had not succeeded in 
obtaining the Lord Chamberlain’s 
cachet, we longed for that piece with 
a yearning that entirely swamped all 
interest in 
those pre- 





sented, 
- wi And _ this, 

. THE WiNG,”’ — Our leading , 
man (favourite part Sir Pertinax . : hou gh 
Macsycophant) has gone to Boo- Sy aden 
long. China—a 
piece of 


the animated image school—was pretty 
enough and neat enough to be very pleas- 
ing, in spite of much crudeness. I was 
reminded in a small way of Albery’s Will 
if Wise King Kino; but that doesn't 
matter, and I don’t care, Miss Ruskin (who 
really ought to find a nice place some- 
where) and Mr. H. T. Edgar did justice to 
it. Mr. H. Flemming and Mr. F, Gillmore 
‘behaved similar” with regard to Shame, “ON THE WING.” — George, 
which isa rather serious sketch or study, ‘ee third utility man has 
on tlk <n a ahs - gone to Brigthen—(not before 
at you will. It has something of the he needs it, says the stage 
Norwegian flavour, only a villain accord- manager !) 
ing to Ibsen would hardly “own up.” Miss 
( hapin played the victim with some force. The piece has “ consider- 
able merits,” In place of the prohibited play, Thomas Morton's old 
























farce, A Roland for an Oliver, was resented. Mr. Fred Thorne was 

good in this, so was Mr, A. ood, and Miss Amy McNeil, in 
aia ' Ox lightsome mood (and Mrs, Orger's 
part), quite cheering. 





THE STRAND.—The appear. 
ance of Mrs. G. B. W. Lewis, as 
Ihe Jealous Wife, was a real 
success—the lady has gifts (of 
nature and acquirement, both) 
which rendered her impersona. 
tion most pleasant to the sense, 
It was a very able performance, 
and its cleverness was promptly 
recognized, the audience signify. 
ing the same in the usual manner, 
Miss Carlotta Leclercq was 
Lady Freelove—and a very good 
Lady Freelove, too—and Miss 
Marie Brooke, ‘‘ Miss Harriet,” a 
pretty performance which might 
yet have had more colour, Mr, 
Fred Thorne, Mr. Sydney Brough, 
and Mr. John Beauchamp, were 
all in good form. Mr. Flemming 
playing Mr. Oakley in very good 
style, too, the old comedy was 
made really very interesting— 
my 8.-u.-d,-8, didn’t go to sleep once, it wasa nice warm afternoon, too, 





“ON THE WING.”—Our leading juvenile 
| lady is still a spinster, she is going to the 
Isle of Man this summer. 


BEFORE A Jealous Wife appeired, The Postman came—a pleasing 
comedietta, in which Mr, 
Edouin impersonated an old 
postman, with his usual sense 
of character, and (between 
you and me and the post), 
almost his usual deficiency of 
pathos though not quite. 
The pathos was a little nearer 
the right thing than anything 
he has given us before ; but all 
the same, I much prefer him 
funny. Miss Ellissen and Miss 
Lillie Belmore, were both 
dreadfully nice (that’s the 
worst of my 8,-u.-d.-s., he’s so 
extremely impressionable, 
that his opinions get vague), 
and Mr. Herbert Ross was 
very bright as Charlie Hardy, 
a young postman, 








Nops AND WINKS.— , 
There’s a funny legend going , a isin wee 
about, that ree acting- pi a Bl baron. Bob is ') has 
manager apologized to an gone to Bar-mouth. 
actress for not admitting her 
to the stalls at a matinée, giving as his reason for excluding her, that 
his manager had said he was to admit no actresses to that part of the 
house, because they talked to the critics, What 
a mistaken and short-sighted manager that 
must have been! Jcan hardly believe in his 
evistence, Why, an actress talking to him is 
the very thing to put a critic into the best of 
humours. Take his actress away and leave him 
nothing but the play to occupy his thoughts, 
and, then—oh, my! and THEN 1! A8 
I hinted in my first paragraph, many of the 
profession are “on the wing,” leaving their 
understudies in possession. Sketches of one or 
two who have revealed their whereabouts, adorn 
this article—I should think there is rather 4 
good chance for that ‘“* New Prince’s Theatre 
Company, Limited” in Manchester, with two 
such experienced and strikingly successful 

en managers as Mr. T. W. Charles, of Manchester, 

“ON THE WING.”"—Joe, and Mr. Walter Hatton, of Edinburgh, on the 

the TBanner- carrier, active directorate. Three other gentlemen are 

thinks Nie couldn't do associated with them as a first board, and the 

etter than Weston- : *tii 

super-Mare for a week CDterprise has all the look of starting strong. 

or tio. There are only 250 shares, but each of these 

represents £100, If any grateful reader 0 

these notes should contemplate surprising NESTOR with a nice 
little Shut up !—Ep Oh, very well, sir, NESTOR. 
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THAT PICNIC! 
COLLECTED FROM VARIOUS SOURCES, 





Mrs. BRyson’s STATEMENT. 


To-DAY I am the happiest woman on earth—six months ago I was 
the most miserable. Six months ago I had the dismal prospect of 
marrying Mr, Josiah Mawcarse, a monied muff—to-day, I am the wife 
of Charles 
Bryson, the 
dearest, kindest, 
bravest husband 
that ever woman 
loved. How did 
it all come 
about? It was 
undoubtedly 
that picnic 
which cleared 
the way. Let 
me set it all 
down. Charles 
Bryson was an 
old friend of my 
father, had been 
his fag at school, 
an intimate 
friend of his 
youth — that is, 
as intimate as it 
is possible for 
two masculine 
people to be in 
youth when 
there is a differ- 
ence of eight 
years in their 
respective ages. 
When my grand- 
father died, my 


father married my dear mother, and settled down to the quiet life of 
a country squire. Charles entered the army, and for years the 
friends were separated. The first time I remember seeing Charles 
was when I was about ten years old. Then he was a great mous- 
tached man, thirty years of age, and a captain in an infantry 
regiment. Five years later he again visited the Busheries, when I 
was a giddy girl fifteen years of age, Had anyone hinted at that 
time that I should ever marry Captain Bryson, I would have laughed 
them to scorn ; but the idea is not so laughable now—at least from a 
rcornful aspect. How did I come to love Charles? I hardly know. 
I never knew the growth of love. Perhaps the feeling gained its 
power over me by the contrast that existed between Major Bryson 
and Josiah Mawcarse, of Lombard Street, London. Mr. Mawcarse was 
probably a good enough young man in his way, and had I seen less of 
him, we might have carried out the matrimonial plans which were at one 
time proposed. I think now that I must have felt most enthusiastically 
indifferent on the subject. The project had the approval of his 
father, of my father, and I saw no reason to raise objections, I was 
only nineteen years of age, and was dazzled with the prospect of a 
splendid wedding and a permanent residence in London, Luckily the 
marriage was not to take place for two years, and this afforded the 
interval which gave the chance of upsetting these plans and making 
my lot a far happier one. 

Mr. Mawcarse was with us on a visit the summer before last. It 
was the first occasion we had had so much of his company, and as I 
am making a frank confession, I must admit that I sometimes was 
very tired of him. He was gentlemanly enough, well dressed, polite 
in a way, and attentive, but there was a tired-of-life-don't-care-about- 
that-sort-of-thing air that wearied most of us, We were frightened to 
do anything almost in the presence of this superior person, because it 
might meet with cold criticism. If we happened to praise a book we 
might elicit the response that “it was not so bad”; if we practised a 
new song, we sang it very well, but “there wasn’t much in it,” and so 
on with all our interests and all our amusements. Mr. Mawcarse was 
a continual wet blanket on our enthusiasm, and when papa told us 
that Major Bryson had just returned from Egypt, we welcomed the 
news less for the Major's sake than for the pleasure we — a change 
of company might lead to, With the arrival of the Major at the 
Busheries there was a complete change in all our lives, Major Bryson, 
though much older than the oldest of us, entered into all our amuse- 
ments with readiness, He was not dlasé, A busy, active life and the 
hardships of an Egyptian campaign proved admirable preludes to 
induce a thorough enjoyment of our country life,and the Major, grave 
though he looked, aided us with spirit. And at night, when the lamps 








were lit and the curtains drawn, he was always ready to tell us stories 
of camp and barrack life—stories in which the Major's name was 
never heard, although he wore a Victoria Cross gained in course of 
the recent campaign, (To be continued.) 








What’s the Hodge, so long as, etc. 


THE Tories now are guying Hodge, 
And say his voting’s but a dodge 
Their glorious party to dislodge, 
With all the rural muster. 
Their soreness they cannot conceal— 
They cannot fancy it is real ; 
But all their tone doth but reveal 
A mere Hodge-potch of bluster. 


Cdds and Ends, 


ACCORDING to Truth, a lady, whose drinks have Leen confined “to 
lemon squashes and Godes-berger,” has been able to preserve a 22 incl: 
waist. We do not wish to say anything against “ Godes-berger,” for 
it is unquestionably the purest and pleasantest table water imported, 
and is the only one that holds the royal appointment to Her Majesty. 
To preserve a lady’s waist, however, to 22 inches is rather stretchiny 
it—it would be uwnnatwral, and “ Godes-berger” is, according to al: 
the best authorities, a Natural Table Water, 





AT THE CLUB, 
“ LIKE to take your wife to the theatre, Hardup /” 
“Can't afford it, old man,” 
“Nonsense! Here's a couple of stalls,” 


AT THE THEATRE, 
“Umbrella, sir? Sixpence. Thank you.” 
“ Ladies’ cloak room to the right. Your bonnet, ma'am? Sixpence, 
Kr—thankee.” 
“Programme, sir? Change? I haven't any. How much?’ Well, 
we charge sixpence, Ahem!” 
AT THE BUFFET, 
“Small soda and Scotch, sir—one shilling!” 
“Cup of coffee—sixpence.” 
AT HOME. 
“And yet people wonder the theatres don’t fill.” 





SARAH (our cook)'s cousin Robert brought her a freshly boiled red 
vegetable to mix with his Sunday salad, and asked her why it was like 
Eaton Square? She did not know, and he said, “ ’Cos it is my beet,” 
Then I don’t know what Sal ’ad to say. 
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HOW TO PUT DOWN DRINK. 

Captain Rackstraw,— There you are, dear boy ; there's my enemy, 
there's my weakness:—The wine! the wine! Well, my maxim is, 
‘Love your enemies and—put your weaknesses out of sight,’ Here's 
luck!” 
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LUCRATIVE 








Act l—(l) A village on the upper Thames fifteen years ago. 
Cottage dame to beating men.—* I'm afraid you'll find my rooms very 
small, gentlemen; but if you can put up with ’em. and wouldn't 
think ashilling a night toomuch——"” AcTII.—(2) The same scene, 
present time, C.ttage dame to boating men,—“ No, I can't oblige you 
with a bed, because I’ve obliged seventeen other visitors with my 
room as a great favour, at ten shillings a night each.” (3) “ But I 
could oblige you with the pig sty to sleep in, at five shillings a night 
each, if the pig'll oblige you by going upin one corner. No, I couldn't 
oblige you with breakfast; but p’r'aps Mrs. Sticker over the way 
would let yon have a bit o’ bread and cheese as a great favour,” 


OBLIGINGNESS. 
' 


| FHI “ 
| { {\\ | cf \/, 
/ Sous iy 
=) 
“Nea _— 


0 
(4) “ Milk,eh? Well, there’s Mr. Skighbloo the milkman as might oblige 
you with a quarter of a pint, wich he in generally lets visitors ’ave it 
as a favour at half a crown a pint.” (5) “ Want some meat ? Well. 
I don't mind asking my Jane to oblige you by asking the butcher to 
oblige you by letting you ’ave some of the trimmins as he in generally 
saves for ‘is dog. I dessay seven an’ six’ll be enough to send.” (6) 
Having spent all their ten pounds for the night’s accommodation and 
left their watches and bags to make up the balance the boating men 


leave for home, their souls weighed down by a load of obligation 
never to be thrown off. 
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THE SACK. 
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SUSPICIOUSLY AMBIGUOUS. _ 


Newly made Bride of popular Author, closing her husband's last 
novel,—‘ What very pretty love dialogue you write, Algy, darling. 
However can you think of it all?” 

P. A.—“ Oh! practice makes perfect, my dear! 

[ And she was not certain if he meant he practised writing it only, 





FUN-DE-SIEBCLE FAROBSB. 


THE MAXIMUM-WAXIMUM; 


Or, Flat JustTiITIA RUAT SEAL-’UM. 


ACT I,—SCENE—A part of the world where one doesn't know how to 
amuse one’s self or to pass away the time, 


THE WORLDLINGS OF WHERE, ETC, Society is beastly slow to-day. 
What shall we do to pass away the time? 

A WoORLDLINGESS, O, dear! (yawning) can't you think of some 
little fad that will amuse us for awhile? 

ANOTHER WORLDLING, ©, do find something, somebody, quick ! 
Only take care, of course, that the fad you find is one that will 
thoroughly fog any ordinary common sense individual who is mis- 
guided enough to try it. 

OMNES, ©, of course! Of what use is a society fad elee? 

A BRILLIANT Scciety GeENiIvs, J have it! A thought strikes 
me | 

OMNES, Give ita name, pray. We pine for some excitement. 

THE B. 8, G. 'Tis this: a fashion in sealing wax, wherewith to 
fasten our letters and notes. A Whistlerian notion occurs to me for 
the arranging of this wax in different colours. 

OMNES, Explain. 

THE B.8.G, O—but hark, the gong! Come! I will expound the 
new wax during dinner, ( Ereunt OMNES, 





ACT I]. —ScenE—The study of a Fin-de-Siccle fictionist, poet, and a 
playwright. (N.B.—Not a specimen of cach, but three single 
gentlemen rolled into one, with the accent on the single.) 

THE F.F. P, I have noticed that some very special things in sealing 

wax are being offered for sale just now. They are quite the vogue, I 

believe, I had better order come. One must be up to date, and I 





flatter myself that I am about the up-to-datest personage now going. 
(Crosses to his private gold-and-silver-mounted-jewelled-in-several- 
, holes telephone.) 

( Bus.) Put me on to number two billion, four million, three hundred 
thousand, five hundred and seven-eighth’s, . . The Uncivil Service 
Stores. (Pause.) Are you there? . . Iam Thyngamie Seauan- 
sau. . . Yes, Kensington Gore. . . Send me on at once a gross 
of boxes of the new sealing wax in assorted colours. . . What? 
. . . Yes. . . Good-bye. (Switches off.) Now to write those 
f2w important letters, Must do them myself, as my confounded 
private secretary has gone to the Shorthand Writers’ Annual Bean- 
feast. . . Let me see, One to Miss Ophelia Hamlet, with some 
fresh lines for her new part, one to Caius Marcus Corfe-Droppe, the 
rising tragedian, another to Spunje, telling I’m busy for the next 
three years and can’t invite him—h’m—h’m—yes, (Writes violently. 
A knock, Enter the F, F. P.’8 MAN.) 


THE F, F. P.’s MAN, A passell from the Uncivil Suvvice Stores, sir. 
(Puts it down.) 

F, F. P, Ah! the sealing wax ? 

F. F. P.’s MAN. Prapsosir. (vit loftily.) 

F, F. P. Good! Just in time! ... It looks very pretty. I’il 
s2al these notes with some. (Does so. Animation and ACT DROP.) 


ACT Il].—Time—The next day. SCENE—The same.—The ¥. F.?. 
discovered, thinking profoundly, Suddenly enter CAIUS MARCUS 
CORFE-DROPPE, 

C. M. C.-D. (vith a groan of relief), Thank Havven! Then my 

—my fear-r-rs are groundless, and—You live! (sinks in best chair’). 

F, F. P. Live! Why, yes! What's the matter? 
C, M. C,-D, This letter !—laddie—which arrived this morn— 
I'd not the heart to read it through—Indeed, 
To say sooth—thy Caligraphy is vague ! 
But lo! this Wax! ’Tis black! He’s dead, methought. 
Or, why, oh, why this sombre seal of wax ? 
For such a hue is nowadays but used 
To break the news of some such sad affair— 
But I rejoice to find that you—the author 
Of that great play in which J play a part— 
Are still alive to finish that grand work ! 
But tell me, laddie, haply this Black Seal 
Doth but denote some uncle hath pegged out— 
Ay !—leaving you, may happen—oof untold—— 
(Whispers) Just now a fiver (either note or gold) would—— 


F, F. P. parts with the fiver in order to get rid of him, As 
C, M. C.-D. goes, enter WYLIE SPUNJE, Esq, 

W. 8. My dear, darling, old chappie, many, many thanks, for this 
kind invitation to dine to-morrow. (Shows note.) I accept with 
great pleasure ! 

F. F, P. Todine! I sent no invitation—— 

W. 8. You didn’t, dear boy? Then, why this chocolate coloured 
seal? That nowadays is always used for dinner invitations, 

F. F. I’. But you read my note——-? 

W. 8. Well—to tell the truth, old chappie, your writing is a /ittle 
difficult to decipher, doncherknow. Still of course—(cresses and 
helps himself to cigars, ete., etc., etc.)—another time! Ta, ta. [ vit. 

F, F, P. But 1——(enter suddenly Miss OPHELIA HAMLET, 
blushing vigorously.) 

F, F, P. Pardon me! Why this haste—this confusion ?—this——’ 

Miss O, H, Cannot you guess? Ah! sly man! ... And yet how 
delicately your task was carried out! .... (ogles). 

F, F, P. My task! I do not und—— 

OPHELIA. Ah! you naughty, naughty boy! to thus torture your 
OPHY (approaches him), 

F, F, 2. (dazed), My OPHY! Why, what—— ? 

OpH. Ah! but you are forgiven. It was your kind consideration 
of my feelings that——(archly laying her head on his shoulder). But 
Tam yours! 

F, I’, 2. (starting up). MINE! What the dev ? 

OPH. (with volcanic fury). What! why? indeed! Why this letter, 
pray, with the ruby-and-white Sealing Wax!—I could not read the 
writing, truly—but what else nowadays does Ruby Sealing Wax mean 
but Ardent Love? and what is White but an Offer of Marriage? 

F. F, P, An offer? Wha-a-t! Go leave me! Fly—No, J fly! I go! 
to Terra del Fuego! Anywhere, anywhere—where there is no coloured 
sealing wax. (Jumps through window, Crash, Consternation and 


CURTAIN ! 











il 
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‘SOPHIA seems in a very unsettled state,” said Mr. Gatherall, 
looking up from his newspaper at his friend Readall. And Mrs. G., 
who happened to pop into the room unobserved, wanted to know who 
the young person was and who had unsettled her, and when the 
cronies explained that she was not a person but a place, Mrs. G. sniffed. 
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Pays de Oocagne, 
WHEN the Summer is here 
and we lie on the grass, 
And the world is all hid 
from our view, 
’Tis pleasant to dream by an 
indolent stream 
With nothing whatever to 
do. | 
To dream of a fanciful | 
country afar, 
Which we playfully fix in 
the sky, 
Where Art is supreme and 
peace is the theme 
And carpers daren’t come 
to decry. | 


Where poets and players 

commingle and chat 
And critics forget all their 
gall, 

Where the shades of the past 
take true form at last, 

And Love is the god of us | 
all, 

Where the sun shall be 
poised midway to its 
rest, 

And the skies be eternally 
blue, 

Where fountains shall play 
the whole of the day, 

And men shall be happy 
and true, 





oo. ea ee ws YN - 


(1.) F ested Angler, rushing towards Renie Par. 
ty - “Help! Help ' Help: Hes fallen in! Hed 
m the trier Hes lost ana gene '* 
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Where music shall flow 
direct from the soul, 
And bick’ring professors 
be hushed, 
Where girls of blue hose of | 
classical pose 
Shall into fair damsels be :; 
blushed. (2.) “ Toolate . Too late ' 


Where the painter shall 
paint and the singer He was my only one, and 


shall sing I shall never see hun 
Without affectation or 
more 
fad, 


And the poet shall trill at 
his own joyous will, 
Because his great heart is 
glad ! 


Where mercen’ry men shall 
lose all their dross, 
Where thought shall be 
noble aad pure, = 
Where the false shall be ie - : 
changed and all vices | sound’ The Prc nickers, Imazed — ‘What, your gon 7!” The Anc) 
ne e 








meio Ys ay oe (3,) “Hooray! Gents! 
% ¢° Tks all right Dye founa 
the lithe beggar, 3s age ‘and 

















arranged . ri Bin YS, 1 hele 
In a furnace that none | “eer S FON 1 mean the SrAgeon, what youre a lbokine Sor $0 Kindly!’ r Ss" 
can endure, —) oe 
Where friendship shall last WASTED GALLANTRY ; 
and gratitude reign, Or, No RoyAL HUMANE Society's MEDAL THIS TIMF, 
And Truth be not shy of |_— _ acne a 
her face, | 
Where commonplace fact shall enter a pact Where pleasure and peace shall take a fresh | One may possibly be “ arter,” 
To expire as a saving grace | lease | Say, the Order of the Garter, 
‘ se ; And nothing be poignant or hard : And he'll grab it if he can ; 
Where bigots shall live in peace with them- | ‘Tig g fanciful scheme —a midsummer | While another one may whistle 
selves, — , dream, For the Order of the Thistle, 
And hold their tongues always from spite, Only fit for a fairy dish ; If he’s no strong partisan. 
Where the maidens we love shall evermore | yet in this I’m sincere, whatever the sphere, | Then the Order of St, Patrick 
pore P ‘Tis the very best Heaven to wish! | Might be collar’d as a fat trick, 
wie ideals 3 — —_- fbn ties | Should it cross a third one’s path ; 
oe 8 exist and no troubie oe ecutcdita And » fourth would a ae a 
m ’ ; : ould he happen 2 ~ 
_Where all shall immortal be, (SEE CARTOON.) Through the Order of the Bath, 
Where no scholars or schools with orthodox : ee 
rules “ ORDERS, gents!” Besides the waiters, But Lord Salisbury, ’tis stated, 
Shall preach any fiddlededee. | There are numerous debaters Doesn’t seem 80 much elated 
Now in England to be found— By the fate upon his track, 
Where only the cleverest of mortals shall | And, perhaps, beyond its bordere— For he can’t feel jubilation 
come Who'd be glad to take your orders At his promised decoration— 


(All petticoat preachers are barred), Should they have a noble sound, That's the Order of the Sack! 
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COMPENSATION. a A 
Ethel —“It MUST BE A DREADFUL THING TO BE BORN BLIND, CHARLEY!” ~ a 
Charley —* On, 1 pon’? KNow! I'LL BET THAT CHAP NEVER HAD TO Copy OUT A HUNDRED LINES IN HIS LIF&! : 
Current Carols: And she knows I would so, 
od. edie in Boosie é Dat But now I ’ardly could so 
hs Spree ae —— : Sence this City crueltee, / 
NO TRUCK! | * But, lor,” ses ’Lizer—Ser-weet Heelizer, 
(A Coster Conglomeration Shaken up from Chevalier.) ‘Bill, dear, if they’ve sp’ilt your tryde you ain’t got yerself to 
(Certain wealthy citizens and swagger shopkeepers in the City have canged the blame.” 
eg whe at costermongers’ barrows from the thoroughfares.—See The I ses, “Thanks! ’Lizer, good old ’Lizer, 
I. AIR—“ The Coster’s Serenade.” | Them coves by Mr, ’Awkins should be givern “ time.” 
: ™ * . ,” 
I wA8 jest about the g'yest cove in alley, court or square— IV. AIR.—“ Our Little Nipper. 
For I tried ter git my livin’ in a manner strite and fair. But tho’ from City thurrerfares we walks 
I had a bloomin’ barrer upon wot there was displ’yed— (By horder of them greedy coves) our chalks, 
Prime froots and veggy tables wif wich fings I did a trice, Althow they thinks of costers they is rid, ; 
So I met my doner and I ses, “ My gal, my ‘art is troo, | We ain’t a-goin’ ter wine and whilt—no kid! 
An’ I'm a-goin’ on rippin’, so I soon can marry you.” For tho’ we costers slyve and get no welf, 
“ Right,” ses she, “my pippin pet, we loves wif not no fuss!" | Our ole pal Fun will take it up hisself, : 
“ Yus,” ses J, “ by this time six munce I'll earn a well filled An’ to them orty tirants give it free ; y 
puss!” | He'll bloomin’ well deenownce ’em !|—well, you'll see | f 
II, Artr.—“ Knocked 'Em in,” ete, . ‘ we pag 
But, one d’y, many a blooming City toff or ’e’s a champion 
yw rete | her don mae Pate hoff, S’elp me bob! well, Fun’s a knock ourt ! 
Coves wif welfy shops at us did scoff, For purtecting of ther pore, an’ week an’ small— 
An’ got ther slops ter s’y, “ Y’ere, git aw’y ! ” For tho’ he’s blooming funny, 
That was why some noos I had ter tell E's a simpathetic sonny, . 
To that wery pal-ish Morning swell. An’ ’e on’y costs a dee a-weak—that’s all ! 


Now I'm off ter Fun, who'll quickly quell 
Sech wrong ‘uns wif his Satyre’s Boom-de-hi ! 
“ Wot cheer!” Star and Morning cried— 

“ Why did the heleet, Bill, 





pe 


On the River. 
‘TIs pleasant now in the sunset glow to play the light guitar on 





oe 


in in 06 | the house-boat roof, and to hear Araminta sing to her own accom- 
ate — + dagen my tryde— paniment is so nice. It’s quite as nice as cha mixtare of the frogs 
‘i Rensiad eat erlong ther road.” | croaking and the puffing of the high pressure steam barge, only it’s a 





: ; F age little more shrill and suggestive of what would occur when a man is 

Ht, ArR.—* Mrs,’Enery 'Awkins, __ killing a pig with one hand and sharpening a saw with the other. It 

And so I, then, a mo-oaner, | | is nice on the boat-house under the willows. “Have a pipe and a 

Went ter see ther do-oner | glass of grog on the roof to-night, my boy.” So pleasant, but I pre- 
Wot wos goin’ ter marry me ; | fer, oddly enough, lemon with what I take to live caterpillars, 


ME 
Hog! 
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(1) ‘ Gaess I’m early enough this morning!” 
ax ae s* Th 
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| 0 gash Spy | 
We, runes 3 ‘ ZB 4 
oe AM = 
—Aif~ ‘ = 
Yt a : —? - 
(4) “What are you playing at?” (5) “Oh! (please, sir, let me go! (6) “My!!! What a tasty morsel!!!” 
I didn’t know it was you, sir!!!” 
STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. Shoes rings will lament the departed glory of the House of 
+ i wen i i ommons. 
ase and it a hich tine Geta he But the Labour party will outlive all this, It will, if it is wise, 
i \} had a good innings "The crafty middle. refuse to chain itself to the chariots of wire pullers. It will exist for 
( ‘| man, tos, has exoanded his broad white labour interests, and all other questions will be subsidiary, Thus the 
a0 waihuuts titnes ard oft in the Flouse of battle between Capital and Labour will be fought fairly, squarely, and 
| Giisiend Renk end constitutionally. The middlemen and the sweaters may be crushed 


: , in the concussion of opposing forces. It is to be hoped they will; but 
cou Boe y Morne England will be spared something as nearly a civil war makes no 
way, while Labour difference. Will the free and independent Republic, over whose stars 
the ealelestum of and stripes the tarnation sun outstaring — for ever and ever, amen, 
all, has been practi- | whoops “ Yankee Doodle” escape it? We shall see what we shall see! 
cally silent. Tt has Sir F. Sitwell, in the Ludlow Advertiser, advocates the adoption of 
had a sprinkling of the gentle art of boycotting in Salop. Unionists are to remember 
representatives. an- there are good and cheap Union'‘st tradesmen in Ludlow, and to let 
6 sf solfdatea un- the ultra Radicals trust to the Gladstonian candidate and his followers 
managed. Now ‘thas for their custom. The mantle of the boycotter ought not to sit well 
a nest ; on Englishmen, Tories or Radicals, 

a “the dhodd Sir James Fergusson has dismissed from the post office service 

y | Messrs. Clery and Cheesman, the chairman and secretary of the 
tocrats with genealo- | Fawcett Association, for heckling candidates as to whether or not they 
ies spreading right | would support a parliamentary inquiry into the grievances of post 
ae eee to—the | Office servants. Of course it is intolerable that post office servants 
y should dare to call their souls their own—and again, Sir James will 
probably not for long enjoy the privilege of dismissing others, The 
next clear out at St. Martia’s-le-Grand will no doubt be a “ General” 
one. 

The British army may be behind hand in the inducements held out 
to recruits, etc , etc.,as per Lords Wantage and Roberts, but it is to be 
hoped that we shall not copy our “kin beyond the sea,” of the free 
and independent Republic, by stringing up our soldiers by the thumbs, 
Discipline is all very well, but this rale of thumb is a bit “ off.” 





platocrats, the aris- 


day before yesterday, 
the naturalised im- 
migrants who have 
come over here from 
the Cc. ntinent without shoes to their feet, 
and who by means of legalised swindling 
and financial thimble rigging have 
an a-sed piles of plunder and profess to 


ae tianien ey od us tans a “ List! oh, list!” is the motto of the authorities just now, and 
diamond bedizened hands and shudder. every effort is eye ows e to induce youngsters to join the colours, 
What a sacrifice of caste! Yes, the men Bat it is doubtful w r the plan of making it a sine gud non that 
who form that Labour Party which. to- applicants for employment as telegraph boys shall, when they leave 
day but a nucleus, will in the near here- the postal service, join the army, is a commendable one, 

: The Dukes of Devonshire and Abercorn have been made Knights of 


after be a power, are men with rugged 
manners and speech, men with rough, 
hard hands. Possibly they will drop an 
aspirate here and there. They will use 
Sy language not to conceal but to lay bare 

their thoughts. And the carpet baggers 
from the Inns-of-Court, “the services,” 
MENTARY HANDS. and the Bevis Marks-cum-Throgmorton 


the Garter. Probably the Ministry deemed it appropriate to throw 
cold water on the claims of the Marquis of Bath. Devonshire and 
Abercorn are the lions of the Unionist Party; that is why, probably, 
they are rewarded with cages (K.G.s), 

Sir Charles Hall seeks the vacancy for Holborn created by the 
elevation of Mr. Justice Bruce. Up to time of writing no Gladstonian 
candidate has been selected, but the matter is not yet all over. 

THe MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER. 





MEETING OF THE NEW 


oz 7 The I ! ! , 9 case will they be returned unless 
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LATTER-DAY FABLES—WITH MATTER-OF-FACT MORALS. 
No. 3.—THE CAPTIVE who REGAINED BIS FREEDOM, 


DOHESTIC PRISOM 
RULES 


To BE STRICTLY OBSERVED By THE 
MATRIMONIAL CAPTIVE. 

DRawn uP By MS* MANTAMER., AND 
APPROVED & COUNTERSIGNEO By ner 


MAMMA 


PRISONER Wit START FOR HIS QFFice 
AT G~30- EACH MORNING, AND RETURN 
| PumcTuarty AT T-(F-CacnEvVEnInNgG- 
is TURN, PRISONER 
unk teen Pt rae oe. Tages. &nD 
| TARE mS CHANCE OF EETTING EITHER 
DINNER OR BuPPER. HE MUST LIKEwise 
MAKG HIMSELF GENEXALLY USEFUL Ana 
| A@GRECABLE TOHIS WIFE. 
PRISONER MUST SUBMIT TO NOT LESS 
Trem THRES HOURS "NAGGING ECACH 
EveninG « THiS PERIOD GF TIME IS 
Lia@LE To EXTENSION ACCORDING TOHIS 
WiPe’S JUOCEMENT O02 THE STATS OF HEAD) 
TEMPER 
ALL MONEYS CARNED By PRISONER TO 
BE ATGNCE HANDED TO His WIFE. 
PRISONER Witt BE ALLOWED UNE 
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| Tree Crtus fons Maaree.- 





















EveuinG@ Our iH EaCr yeaR: SUCH 
Ga , ia f oats EvENiInG To ComMeNCE AT J-20°m. & 
7 7 or , : ae Teaminave AT 8- iF p.m SHARP. HE 
4! ZA ee t~ Zo : aid oe NS t . ‘A ~ MUST ELPECT TOBE ‘NACGED' THE Remaining 


F 
EVENINGS ON THE SINFULNESS OC 
tate HouRS & LOUSH BEnavioun. Ch 





A perfectly innocent though very-much-married man, who had served twenty years matrimonial servitude “T will make things hum!” he 
within the confines of a seven roomed villa standing on gravelled soil and fitted with hot andco’d bath murmured, trousering the latchkey 
and all the latest sanitary improvements, found himself, by a sudden stroke of good fortune, transformed and fingering some loose change with 
into a sorrowing widower, the air of one who hes lived, not 

wisely, Lut too well. 
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But, alas! for the force of habit—for that Disgusted, at length, by his continual “ wet- 
fatal second nature begat by use! As soon as blanketism,” friends looked the other way when 
he essayed to smile at a witticism, the smile they passed him in the street, 
froze on his lips. The temptation to applaud 
a joke was strangled by an apprehensive glance over the shoulder, At social or convivial 
gatherings, directly the clock struck eight, an irresistible impulse prompted him to make making an appointment for the following 
for the door, while the mere suggestion of “cards” sufficed to render him insensible. afternoon, 


MorAL—/t is a doubtful kindness to set a caged bird at liberty. 


So, weary of existence and pining for 
someone to“ nag” him, he bought a penny- 
wo:th of insect destroyer and went straight 
home to bed, having previously taken the 
precaution to drop his undertaker a line 














A BETTING casein court last week revealed | NOW READY. PRICE SIXPENCE. 


y eed fe fete o a | ; JUST OUT. PRICE ONE SHILLING. 
to sal hanes ck ct tee ee | FUN S FUNNY SCRAP S if A SOLDIER'S CWEETH 4 ART,” 
. a7 a Stic Matter, Beautifull: 
| 


Peel." What could he expect but to come Printed on Fine Paper in Coloured Wrapper. BY THE AUTHOR OF 
a cropper. “Fun” Office, 153 Fleet St., London, E.C. “MY NEIGHBOUR NELLIE.” 





AWARDED SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS. 
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C.BRANDAUER &C°S§ Cadbur ? 
IRCULAR | 

_ “The Typical Cocoa of 6 
 snowthiy as a kad peach toi cara ce | English Manufacture, “HEMICALS 


the points being rounded by a New Process. N.B.—Attention is USED 














also drawn to the r New “ Graduated Series of Pens,” whi 99 
Goserd sinaageel at easter ee | Absolutely Pure. Cae 
flexibility. Assorted Sample Box, of either series, for 7 stamps, P Foret; 
aa) from C. BRANDAUER & Co.'s PEN WORKS, BIRMINGHAM. —The Analyst, ae 


London ; Printed by DALZIEL BROTHERS, at their Camden Press. High Street, N.W. and Published (for the Proprietors) by W. Lay, at 153 Fleet Street, E.O. 
Wednesday, August 3, 1899. : 
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A baboon ina china-shop. 
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- HK; mong Ihe Grouso— 

i was jusl” like Thal horrid 15 —Sparker gird (o fire off agun 
Sst as Lord Serney was going lo propose Jo me. Tre 45 awfully 
nervous, and the sudden nase pula such Choughls oul of fis head. 


Of course, she pretended she didn't dream we were_so near, bul 
/ know better. Na asTy min x? T Litre in confidence T0 her Ma/. 
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The British Public sniff the briny. 


“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES, 


(1) If ’tis correct what Lillie here is pleading, (3) O, pretty Jane! why all this drink adoption ? 
You must admit it was a grouse proceeding, You merit a month without the (local) “ option,” 
(2) A baboon who makes havoc of your crockery | (4) Lo, this deserter found himself a sobber 
Is not a (ba)boon companion, save in mockery. Through having chosen such ill fitting klobler, 


(5) The British tourists (although cynics twit them) 
om ia Put on as much (sea)“ side” as “circs” permit them. 
L. LVI, NO, 1422, 
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Selly Sleigh 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
5 FAIRY BANK HOLIDAY, 
é ¢ a ~ waving her wand of Folly 
(reasonable and proper—not 
/ to say intellectual—folly, you 
Ff know) changed the aspect of 
, a good many things in the 
) amusement world the other 
) day. If towards the end of 
the evening she changed the 
aspect of a good many who 
had gone forth sober in the 
morning—* heavy wet” is the 
tangible and only necessary 
excuse, The changes were 
really for the 
most part made 
in “the halls ”— 
though there was 
one big change 
at the Adelphi, 
consisting of the 
re-opening of the 
doors with the 
rattlingly good 
melo - drama, 
which I shall take 
an opportunity 
of “illuding to” 
upon another 
oceasion. There 
was “likewise 
also” one new 
play and a lot of 
little ones at the 
Opera Comique, 
and anew version 
of Mr. W. §. Gil- 
bert’s version of 
Le Chapeau de Paille d' Italie, called L/aste to the Wedding, at the 
Criterion, With this latter, all does not seem to have gone quite as 
merrily as a marriage bell. 











THE FAIRY BAaNk 
HOLIDAY. 


A HEAVY WET. 


TALKING about the halls—or, as one might say, having reference to 
their huge successes in these days, “the hauls”—the most notable 


St, . Empire seems to be 
‘strella Sylvia, ‘the American YY fy 
‘ Ae Ve 
Sy Med’ 


Serpentine Skirt Dancer.” I give 

you my title for what it is worth yy 
—and it seems worth a lot, for HL 
another lady is “Serpentining” 7 UY ¢: — 7 Yj 
at the Alhambra. I would not YY, yY 

for 4 moment suggest that there \ x LG 

is any rivalry between these | 
houses, The fact is toc patent. 

The Alhambra lady was announced SS 
first,and the Empire lady appeared 
firat, but they must settle bet ween 
them which is the best first. A double first 
would have been indisputable, of course. 








THE Alhambra lady, by-the-way, is Miss 
Jennie Joyce, who (unless I have mistaken 
my exchanges) has placed 
it on record that she looks 
“just fine” in tights, and 
(on her honour) doesn't 
pad. My sub - under - 
deputy - substitute was 
told off to study this 
matter and report, but 
(you know how suscep- 
tible he is) he’s done 
nothing but gibber ever 
since. I shall, therefore, 
have to look into the THE PRINCE oP 
matter personally, You  ;ALESS—-THE WICKED 
may rely upon my doing ; 
en duty faithfully and thoroughly, even if I have 

WALEs's. —_ Tux © live at that hall. If I find only the first state- 

PRiNcrr ax. Ment borne out by facts, ! shall be amply satisfied 

OHARACTER. There was nothing else specially new at the 
si chisel ssenal Gadhe tee new ballet, Up the River, comes 








MEANTIME, By the Sea continues its seemingly interminable 
way at the Empire. The varieties are good both there and at the 
Alhambra, Nor can the Pavilion be justly 
said to be behindhand with its twenty-four 
turns of exceptional quality and finish. 
(They finish somewhere about 11.50, I be- 
lieve, in splendid time for getting home too 
late for supper.) They have all the lights 
of the variety universe on the list—T. W. 
Barrett, G. W. Hunter, Chevalier, Miss Kate 
James. Little Tich, Miss Bessie Bellwood 
and the rest of them. Perhaps the West- 
minster Aquarium, however, gave the most 
remarkable Bank Holiday programme, with 
its fifty-four turns in the course of the day. 
Nothing was more remarkab!e in the whole 
list than the swimming exhibition, which, 
according to the bill, commenced at 1.40 as 
a “Grand Swimming Entertainment,” at 
5.15 became a “Grand Aquatic Féte,” at 7 ee, 
8.30 posed as “ Feats of Natation,” and at “ao oo gape os: £er~ 

° : é pire! 

10.10 appeared as a “Last Aquatic Enter- and serpents at the 

tainment’’—and that without once altering re ves come 
j its or 0 a 

any item of its programme, ek doit ae 

renames way. Better than blue 

THE MOORE AND BURGESS MINSTRELS, toads and red rats.” 
according to custom, presented a programme, 
the items of which, with a very few exceptions, were performed for 
the first time. The troupe itself performed for about the ten thou- 
sandth time—having been twenty-seven years getting through their 


performance — 
as far as it’s 
gone, There are 
not wanting 
signs of a pos- 
sible ten thou- 


sand times more. | 
) 
( 














Among the new 
ballads, there’s a 
very pretty one 
with something 
about “ Home”’ 
in the refrain. 
I don’t think it’s 
Home Rule—in ¥ 
EE ae 


| 













THE PRINCE OF WALES’S.—MEETING OF 
THE LOVING COUPLE. 


fact, I’m sure it’s “Home, Sweet, 
Home.” I don’t know many places 
where you can spend a jollier evening 
than at the M.and B. M.’s, I know 
some where you can't spend as jolly a 
one. 


—— 





THE PRINCE OF WALES'S. — Zhe 
THE WICKED Russ!AN GENTLE- P7oken Melody is a (broken) melody- 
MAN. rama, calmly and nonchalantly un- 
original, also “highfalutin,” likewise 
tuppenny-ha’penny. One novel character is introduced, his name 
is M. Van Biene’s Violoncello; but as he has nothing whatever to do 
with the story, this cannot be regarded asa 
triumph. The authors ought to take warning 
from the sufferings of their heroine. These 
sufferings (terrible and heartrending as they 
would appear to us if we were not so familiar 
with them) arise entirely from a predilection for 
involved composition. Had she refrained from 
penning such a muddled sentence as “This is 
not, Paul, farewell forever,” the naughty Duchesse 
would never have had an opportunity of removing 
the half-sheet containing the first three words and so causing all the 
trouble. (Crowded out—more next week.) “4 





NESTOR 





AUGUST 10, 1892. 


HUN. 55 





THAT PICNIC! 
COLLECTED FROM VARIOUS SOURCES, 


Mrs. BRYSON’S STATEMENT. 
(Continued.) 


WHEN the idea of that picnic was mooted the Major and all of us 
‘went into the arrangements heartily, but Mawcarse regarded the affair 
with in- 
difference. 
He did not 
care for that 
sort of 
thing, but 
he would 
sé, @f 
course, and 
he went, 
The drive 
was very 
jolly, the 
Major was 
such capital 
company, 
and when 
we broke off 
in pairs on 
our arrival, 
and I 
walked 
away with 
Mr. Maw- 
carse, I felt 
very lonely. 
Then we all 
met for 








Wa | Y. Hilk I! Vp / luncheon, 
\\\ f On N\ " nu i' 7 ve jf, and the 
\ \\ AN \\ a '\G Y), Y, a l arm 
\ MI SY 47 about the 
AW bull began. 


All sprang 
to their feet and everyone made an effort to get out of the field. Mr. 
Mawcarse was the first to get out. The Major took my arm and 
hurried me towards the fence, but my foot caught in my dress, and I 
stumbled and nearly fell. Just then the Major left me, and as I looked 
back I saw him running towards the bull and waving a red handker- 
chief, The bull was coming straight towards me, but the Major’s 
action diverted its attention, and it rushed towards him. As I got to 
the paling I saw the Major confront the furious brute, and in a second 
the animal was rolling over on its side. In a moment the Major left 
it and ran towards the fence, and as he sprang over it I fainted, and 
the Major caught mein his arms, I did not know anything more till 
I came to myself again. The first thing I knew was that he kissed me, 
and I liked it. We were for the moment alone—the others being en- 
gaged in their own concerns, Then I noticed a look of pain on his 
face, and that one of his arms hung limply by his side. His arm was 
broken, We cut up the sleeve of his coat and bound up his arm in 
splints as well as we could. As he was an invalid, I had to nurse him 
all the way home, The long journey made the Major feverish, and he 
was confined to bed for a week. I was head nurse, and somehow I 
liked being nurse. So soon as he was able to be up my occupation 
was gone, I had seen very little of Mr. Mawcarse during the Major’s 
illness; but I met him in the conservatory that afternoon. He was 
high and mighty, and anything but well pleased. He asked me why 
I should have tied myself up so much nursing that “old fellow.” J 
remarked that if the “old fellow” had been as careful of himself as 
some people he wouldn’t have required any nursing. Then he became 
mightier than ever, and sneered out something about a greyheaded 
warrior, and when I retorted hotly that I loved the greyheaded 
warrior better than anyone in the world, he flounced out of the con- 
servatory, banging the door after him and smashing a pane of glass. 
A moment after my face flushed crimson, for there, half-hidden by a 
palm-fern, stood the greyheaded warrior, looking paler than I ever 
‘saw him before. 

He stepped forward from his retreat, his arm stole softly round my 
waist, and I hid my face upon his shoulder, A moment we stood thus, 
then I heard him murmur, “ Did you mean it, Milly?” 

And I answered, “ Yes.”’ 

My head sank upon his shoulder, and I was happy for a brief 
moment. Then my brother Jim’s voice broke the silence with his 
wonted high pitched yell, and the words— 

“My eye! who’s been throwing stones at glass houses? Won't 
there be a row about this here broken glass!” 





I know it was not proper nor maidenly to be wooed so easily, but 
then the Major had overheard what I had said, and he afterwards 
told me he had loved me since I was a child, though he had never told 
his love because he was so old. Old! Charlie Bryson will never be 
old in the eyes of the happiest woman alive. 

Mr, Josiah Mawcarse left for London next day. 

(To be continued.) 








A Warning from a Hen-Pecked Husband. 


For many long years my wife, beauteous and kind, 
Had given me daily a bit of her mind. 

Said I to myself “ At the rate she is going 

No mind she will have by-and-by for bestowing.” 
But this wonderful lady, as bounteous as clever, 
Has still as much mind left to give me as ever! 
The moral is plain—If you'd shun grief and strife 
Be sure not to marry a large-minded wife, 


Guilty ! 

JURIES, especially Coroners’, have lately got into a habit of adding 
vague and inconsequent riders to their verdicts, We may shortly 
expect this sort of thing— 

“The jury found the prisoner guilty of manslaughter, adding that 
in their opinion the English summer was not what it used to be, and 
that Nabob’s Soft Soap was the best.” 

“The jury returned and announced their verdict. They found the 
prisoners not guilty, and at the same time complained that sixpenny- 
worth of whisky at a fashionable restaurant was not a large enough 
dose fora grown man, adding that the amount of crime at present 
existing was largely due to the production of Ibsen’s plays.” 

“The jury found for the defendant, adding a rider to the effect that 
the House of Lords should be abolished, and that membership of the 
London County Council should be made hereditary.” 

“The jury——” and so on, ad lib, 


THE thief who stole my best “Gloire de Dijon” last night— 
although it was from a suburban garden—committed an at-rose-city. 








WHAT SHE TOOK HIM FOR. 
Bert.—“I hope you don’t take me for a fool, Louie? 
Louie — Oh, dear, no! anything but that, Bert!” 
Bert.— Well, will you take me fora husband?” (She does 
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AWAY FROM TOWN FOR A LITTLE QUIET. 
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On the beach. 





THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 

ONCE again Big Ben is on the boom. 
Here are the trees in the park taking their leaves (off), and yet we 
are unpacking instead of packing our trunks, and instead of taking 


our leaves saying “how d’ye 
do?” 

What a lot of new faces! 
—what an absence of old ones! 
W here’s Ritchie ? — where’s 
Havelock-Allan? where's 
Horace Davey? Chucked again? 
Dear, dear! Where's Tom 
Milvain ; 

So we settle down to the 
preliminary canter, The 
Speaker is elected, Peel 
without appeal. We can’t do 
better. The man who has lived 
80 many years of parliamentary 
life without anything avainst 
him must be a goodone. Even 
the Irishmen like him, Biggar 
was quite fond of him, and he 
was one of the few men in the 
House above the gangway who 
understood Joey. 

Weare in for a good old time 
of it. Such a bustling scrapping 
match comingon! Greek rersus 
Greek won't be in it. Balfour's 
got his back up, and the G.O.M, 
means business, Somewhere 
about twenty seats will have to 

be contested, even if the vote of 
confidence is carried, and who 
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How strange it all seems, G.O.M.’s majority. 
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knows ?—Those twenty seats mean forty on a division, and that is the 


Morley will have a tough fight at Newcastle and won’t win. Tom 
Milvain is Newcastle bred and born—a Geordie from the sole of his 


once fleet feet to the broad and 
bare crown of his head, but the 
Hood business has spoiled his 
chance for not only Durham but 
‘‘Newcassel,”’ so his party will 
‘alli round the Liberal 
Unionist. 

What’s this? The Isle of Man 
to be ceded to Ireland? That is 
what the Pall Mall Gazeite says 
is rumoured. We shal! have to 
call it the [sle of Irishm-:n, But 
the inhabitants of Douglas say 
that they will never give up their 
keys, 

The vote of no confidence will 
be taken by an amendment to the 
Address. By-the-way, both the 
mover and seconder of the last 
humble address to the throne are 
amongst the thrown. 

Though by virtue of his politi- 
cal opinionsantagonistic to Lords, 
John Burns found time to look 
in at the Oval on Tuesday to 
watch Surrey battle bravely but 
unsuccessfully versus Notts. “I 
didn’t know,” observed one of his 
constituents, ‘that ‘Jack’ was a 
cricketer.” And his companion 
replied, “ Anyway, he’sa mark on 
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GETTING OUT OF OUR DEPTH, 
Lady Godiva,—* OH, IT ISN'T THAT! 
BATHING COSTUMES!” 


ws — 
i= 

A PRUDENT REFLECTION. 
Lady Godiva de Vere—‘ GIRLS, DEARS, PRAY DON'T LET US GO FARTHER OUT!” 


The Ladies Diana and Camelia Camembert.—" THERE ISN'T THE LEAST DANGER, DEAR, 





BESIDES, WE CAN ALL SWIM!” 
30T IF WE GO OUT FARTHER THE MEN ON THE 




















WE CAN GO OUT EVER SO FAR WITHOUT 
FRONT WON’T SEE SO MUCH OF OUR NEW 








the stump.” Looking at his rugged, strong 
face one can understand, while not, perhaps, 
agreeing with him, why he is called “ Honest 
John”—I would add Earnest! 

What’s this? Russian advance towards the 
Hindoo Koosh. Qui va la? 

Now that Sir Charles Dilke has got into 
the House again, the question crops up, 
“What will they do with him?” It is certain 
that he will be a force to be reckoned with 
cff the Front Bench, even more than upon 
1C, 

Mr. Asquith and Mr. Burt are to move and 
second the Gladstonian amendment to the 
Address which will constitute the ‘‘ No Con- 
fidence Trick.” Is this to be taken to indicate 
that these gentlemen will take oflice in the 
next Gladstonian Ministry? Certainly the 
G.O.M, will want another lawyer. Russell 
and Rigby will be Attorney and Solicitor 
General, assuming, which is probable, that 
Sir Horace Davey won’t find a seat, and 
unless, as has been whispered, Sir Charles 
Russell goes to the Home Office. Then 
Labour must be officially recognized, for the 
present majority at the polls is essentially 
a Labour majority, and the B.W.M. holds 
the key of the situation. 

Mr. Sullivan has given us the B.W.M. in 
& variety of phases. I should like to see 
him as he sees him, holding the key of the 
situation. 

THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER, 


Thanks, We've Had Fome! 
[The latest novelty devised by American ingenuity 
bride by one of her bridesmaids. Innuimerable forget- 
me-nots were tastily arranged on the table.) 
* SINCE Mary will shortly be starting 
In wedlock,” said May, with a smile, 
“T will give her a luncheon, at parting, 
In quite an original style, 
For my board shall be daintily laden, 
Not only with edibles rare 
And imbibables rich,” quo’ the maiden, 
“ But eke with forget-me-nots fair!” 
So decided, so done. And the fairies 
Who sate at her table agreed 
That the newest of sweet new vagaries 
Had proved her forget-me-not feed ! 


But poor May, who was novelty needing— 
Who dreamed she had novelty got, 

Was mistaken, Forget-me-not feeding 
Rara avis in terris is not. 

Daddy FUN, who in restaurants lately 
Has breakfasted, luncheoned and dined, 

Has discovered a fact which has greatly 
Distressed his di:quieted mind, 

In each waiter’s pretended devotion, 
Each look in each waiter’s mild eyes, 

In each waiter's each gesture, speech, motion, 
A splendid “ Furget-me-not” lies! 

So Miss May went on quite a wrong scent in_ 
Her novelty-hunt: for, indeed, 

The most common and frequent event in 
The world's a forget-me-not feed ! 


Younger than Ever, 
(SEE CARTOON.) 
YES, younger than ever —at least, to all 
seeming— 
The vigorous veteran canters along, 
His face with exuberant cheeriness beaming, 
His muscles apparently healthy and strong, 


The sinewy animal he is bestriding 
Well knows that its master is perch’d on its 
back, 
And, although it gives need for a good deal 
of riding, 
Is likely to keep on a pretty straight track. 


But it’s not of necessity very plain sailing, 
If reins be not handled with competent 
skill, 
And a previous jockey just now is bewailing 
The bruises he got in the course of a spill. 


Moreover, and doubtless, the best calculations 
Might soon be upset in such matters as 
these, 
If an urchin behind should begin operations 
By whacking the beast when ‘tis feeling at 
ease, 
Our own grand old rider, however, won't 
mind him, 
He sits in the saddle with courage sublime, 
And plenty more footprints he'll yet leave 
behind him 
(We trust) on the sands of historical Time. 
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THE IRRESPONSIBLE AGAIN. 
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‘Now you, sir,” said the Law, presenting a summons; “I hear you have been paid for * But, lookee here!” continued the Law, “ you 
a contract which you have failed to carry out!” And there was a strange and inexplicable haven’t paid your rates and taxes either! 
confidence in the manner of the party addressed, as he replied, “Eh? Oh, yes—quite “ Well—ah—no ; fact is, a friend promised to do 
correct. Fact is, I’ve asked another fellow to do it and he hasn’t; but Z’m not responsible, it for me; so Z’ve no further liability,” 
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of course! 
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_ Again the Law came down upon that strangely self-possessed person. ‘But see here,” it said, “I find you're a defaulting trustee. 
The cash intrusted to you has all disappeared, and the coffer is empty.” “ Ya-as, that’s so. Fact is,I lent it to a friend to take round the 
corner,” replied that bland offender, 





“And now you have actually le rife amily ” gai i 
wie oo ly left your wife and family chargeable to the parish !” said the Law. “ Why, yes,” replied the other. “I 
jue - the see lans to support em: 80, of course, J’m no longer liable.” ‘But, confound it!” said the Law: “ you can’t shift your 
responsibilities in that cool way!" “Oh, yes: ran—I'm privileged,” sai ( ‘Fact is f tl | 
“he !’ said the Law . thats Mnaliditer yes ; / can I'm privileged,” said the calm one. ‘Fact is, I’m a member cf the Board of Works.” 
i ; i vs age ing foolish]y off. “That alters the case, of course.” And if you don’t believe it alters the case, ask Justices 
ndiay, Lopes and Smith, who lately exempted the Strand B 1f Works any t sponsibility i i | 
} I ith, who lately exempted the Strand Board of Works from any further responsibility in the matter cf clearing dust- 


wrens 64 . ; f : : : . : 
DINS, because they had contracted u ith someone else to di it, which someone else failed tu do at / 
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FROM WEIR TO WEIR. 
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From Weir to Weir. 


THE halcyon days are here once | The loungers at each several lock, 
more As through the lock we pass, 
When Marguerite and I, Of her sweet features taking 
Within our fairy vessel, o’er stock, 
Tamesa’s waters fly. Ignore each other lass. [ plies, 
And pleasures meet for realms | And, while her boathook calm she 





above They guess how well my dear 
My ravished senses cheer, | Has hooked the heart of him who 
As lightly with my own true love flies 


With her from weir to weir! 
Those wearying weirs that rouse 


I glide from weir to weir ! 
The scenery on Tamesa’s bank 


Is mostly passing fair : our ire, 
But there’s no bed of reeds so As up the Thames we bound, 
rank, Are emblems of the woes so dire 





No mead so dull and bare, 
That does not (when my darling’s | 


On Life’s long river found. 
Bat with a tranquil soul I'll bear 


smile | Such woes, howe’er severe, 
Alights on it) appear [while While with me glides my ladye 
To me some wild-rose garden, | fayre 


We glide from weir to weir! Through life, from weir to weir! 








FUN-DE-SIECLE FARCBESB. 


FICTION BY THE FOOT; 
Or, THE STORY-TELLING SYNDICATE (LIMITED). 

[Based, without permission, on a new idea of fiction supplying, lately described in 
a reliable contemporary. N.B—No other contemporary need apply.] 

SCENE I.—The bold British Isles, Bold Britishers discovered 
risibly swelling with honest pride. Enter to them A COMPANY 
PROMOTER. 

THe C. P. Hi! Hi! Hi! Just run your collective optic over 
this prospectus, (Opens it.) But,no. On second thoughts, I will, 
if you will allow me, read a few extracts therefrom myself. Eh? 

BRITISHERS. So do; but cut it short. We're busy. 

THE C, P. Quite so, Quite so. ( Aside.) And puliing in the dibs, I 
hope, so that I may pull ’em out, (Aloud.) “The Fiction by the 
Foot ’’ Company has been formed for the purpose of providing stories, 
romances, novels, etc., etc., by the foot, yard, ell or inch, according to 
the requirements of customers. These stories are made to measure 
and issued in all kinds of characteristics and dimensions, and will be 
obtainable at all hours of the day or night. N.B.—Night bell in 
constant readiness, Arrangements will be made to supply all descrip- 
tions of household, the royal, the aristocratic, the upper, middle and 
lower classes, the working man (and woman) and the masses generally 
—especially pending the inevitable establishment of an eight hours’ 
working day for monarchs, middlemen, licensed victuallers, local 
optionists and others, and—— 

THE BOLD BRITISHERS, Yes, yes, yes. But who writes the often 
mentioned “ fiction,’ chappie? 

THE C, P. Sirs,only the best and brightest authors will be engaged, 
and then only on the three years’ system, Listen! (Reads.) The 
F. by F. Co. is even now in treaty with a contingent of ink shunters 
of the highest renown, It is only necessary in this connection to 
mention such names as Mr. Stooey Leevenson, Mr. Clarion Mawford, 
Mr. Bludyard Rippling, etc., etc., to prove, etc., etc. 

THE BOLD B.s. H’m. It reads all right, and is, no doubt, a very 
good scheme—if it works! We'll wait and see if it does! Good 
afternoon, [ Exeunt the B. B.s. to refresh. Tableau to measure, 


SCENE I1.—The Fiction by the Foot factory in full blast, Author 
slaves discovered thinking, writing, copying, ink slinging, and 
toiling and moiling generally. Several mental machines, in 
Jact,in rapid motion. Taskmasters (with whips) in attendance, 
Furnaces aglow, baking sundry hot situations. 


CHORUS OF STORY SLAVES, 


From ear-ear-ly-y mo-orn till dew-o0-ooy eve, 
From dew-oo-ooy eve till the next day’s dawn, 
Story subjects and plo-o-o-ts we weave, 
From English and Continental sources drawn. 
At chapter by chapter 
No folks are apter, 
Apter than we, as writing on we go, 
With fine fibbing glories 
Telling our stories 
For this Fiction by the Foot Framing Limited Co. 
(They bite their nibs pens-ively and resume labour.) 
FOREGENTLEMAN. Now, then! less clatter, if you please. Order, 
there! you in the Social Problem Department. A little less cackle 
and a little more story, that’s what we want. 
A CHIEF SYNDICATORB (entering). Quite right! quite right! 
temember, our Social Problems are not Made in Norway. 








FORELADY (suddenly entering). O, if you please, gentlemen, I wish 
ou would come and to the women who are working on the 

ve and Fashion Chapters of the Threcfarthing CORRELLITIVE. 
They are arguing that wildly——(shricks without). There! And 
now I do believe they are tearing each other's false hair out by the 
roots | [ Exit, hurriedly followed by assistants to the rescue, 

FOREGENTLEMAN (to slave), Summon before me all the novelists I 
left waiting on the door-mat a few hours ago. (Slave bows and exit ; 
and presently returns ushering in several of the best novelists.) 

FOREGENTLEMAN (turning over sundry piles of MSS). O, there 
you are, you author fellows! Now, look here; I've several bones to 
pick with some of you. (Authors tremble and turn pale.) You, Mr. 
Deremith, these epigrams of yours are a bit too long in the tooth; you 
must cut ’em all down to three-quarters of an inch apiece. Let's see, 
three epigrams at that length make (seven from six, you can’t, borrow 
one. . . .) make nine quarters, that’s . . . two inches anda 
quarter. Now, you have to write five feet of story round ‘em, 80 
you've got to do (meditates) fifty-seven inches and three-quarters to 
fit. . . . You, Billiam Wack, just cut out seven-eighths of an inch 
a page of these Scottish descriptions. You, Bludyard Rippling, I 
want three or four inches more of expletives dropped into this short 
story; you're a lot too mild, yow are. As for you, Abednego 
Wangzill, just crowd up your chunks of cynicism a bit more and 
write me a couple of yards of humour round this serious sentiment, 
As for you, Mr. I. Dier, when I go to Je-Rome I want to do as 
Je-Rome does. D'ye see? That’s the sort of thing I want from you. 
Do me an ell of that and six inches of —— 
[The authors here hurl their MSS. at his head. He falls crushed 

beneath their weight. Commotion and 
CURTAIN. 





The Busy World. 
THE Busy World away may fly, 
And carking care can quickly hie, 
While I in lazy mood delay, 
And smoke in peace the time of day, 
As indolent I dream and lie. 


And as in thought I soar a-high, 
And wander in a poet's sky, 
I laugh to scorn that feeble clay, 
The Busy World! 


Thrice happy weed, whose sweets supply 
Such fancies for the inward eye, 
That, till red life shall turn to grey, 
Shall green and luscious with us stay ! 
While I for evermore defy 
The Busy World. 








BLOOD!— 
The best blood 
of the coun- 
try, whether 
it be blue 
blood or any 
other colour, 
runs in the 
purest veins. 
Where’ there 
is purity there 
is health. 
Where there 
is impurity 
there is 
disease. 
“Clarke’s | 
Blood Mix- | 
ture” is the | - 
finest blood | 
purifier ever | 
known. It 
preserves 
purity, drives 
out impurity, 
and secures 
the happiness 
that followe— 
For the Blood 
is the Life. It 
is the only 
real specific 











“AND ACTING ON THE HINT, HE SPAKE.’ 
He (diffidently). “ My uncle has promised to allow 
for Gout and | me anextra five hundred a year, whenever I marry. 
Rheumatic She (sweetly). “Then, why not set manfally to 
pains, work and earn that five hundred ? 
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SATURDAY TO MONDAY AT THE SEASIDE, 
AND wHy ToFrs DOESN’T THINK HE’LL DO IT AGAIN. 




















(1) The rush for your train is undignified, (2) The inconvenient crowding to get your ticket greatly 
disarranges your toilet. 


















































(3) Nor is the congested state of the carriages (4) Finding all the hotels full when you get 
conducive to re-arranging it, to your destination, and having to walk all over 
a strange seaside town in search of lodgings is 

not calculated to improve matters. 





, is 


of h | | 
ast NI 











(5) And having to put up with an obscure apartment that you (6) Makes the return journe 
: ; ’ on 
wouldn’t put your foot into at home, Monday morniog “a po nares Ms 
devoutly to be wished.” 





Current Carols; 
Or, Ditties in Doselets up to Date, 


FOUND AT LAST (OR SUP. 
POSED TO BE). 


A Tory TRIUMPHAL TA-RA-RA, 


[It is reported in certain journals that 

a real, live Tory working man has just 

been discovered. Mr. FON therefore begs 

to respectfully offer, free of extra charge, 

the subjoined carol, for use at Conserva- 

tive clubs, Primrose beanos, etc., etc.] 

O, GATHER round, ye Conservative 
chums! 

Bang the trumpets, blow the 
drums, 

Twang the harp, the cymbals 
clang, 

In fact, let carking care go 
hang ; 

And if you’re asked by passers by, 

“Why this thusness? Why, 0, 
why?” 

Just make reply, if you steadily 
can, 

“‘ We've found a Conservative work- 
ing man!” 

REFRAIN. 


And so on show 
He ought to go 
In a fun-of-the-fairish caravan ; 
What a find! O, law! 
O, wouldn’t he draw ? 
That real, live Tory working 
man ! 


In this working man (who really 
works) 

They vow that true Conservatism 
lurks. 

He is said to believe that the Tory 
creed 

Is the finest creed for jis class 
indeed. 

He cannot believe that Conserva- 
tives spoil 

The chances of those who for liveli- 
hood toil ; 

But he thinks that Tories their 
promises keep, 

And that Britain from them doth 
benefit reap. 


REFRAIN. 
So, let’s rejoice 
With unanimous voice, 
From Beersheba (Land’s End) to 
(John o’ Groat’s) Dan ; 
Let’s joyfully cheer 
That we (so we hear) 
Have found a Conservative work- 
ing man! 





Our Dog! 

OuR dog is a very tame animal. 
He makes himself quite at home. 
I wish he wouldn’t, sometimes, 
and that he would go out and have 
a walk, and that some kind person, 
who sympathized with me and not 
with him, would heave a brick 
at him. He’s a dog who always 
wants your confidence, If he’s 
found a nice greasy old bone in the 
gutter, he always brings it home 
to put in my wife's lap when she’s 
having afternoon tea. Then he 
always barks at one’s friends or 
tradesmen you owe a bit too much 
to. I wish that dog would go and 
drown himself in a well and poison 
the water, and that all the rest of 
the dogs would go there and drink 
and die. I don’t love ’em, 
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A HARD CASE, 
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(3,) 


INDEED! 
























(1) Bill Bittercry, of Sweater’s Slum, Whitechapel, was just sitting down toa 
snug little lunch the other day when his “ missus” rushed in. “ D’jeer, Bill!” 
said she, “’ere’s one o’ them old jossers as writes them '‘arrowin’ articles in the 
good y-goody magazines abart the pore toilers in the Heast Hend! ‘E's a-mikin’ 


strite for ’ere!”’ 


(2) “ Look alive, Sal!” cried Bill, “ and shove that there grub out o’ sight, I can 
‘ear ‘em a-comin’, Trot out them ’ere match boxes, sharp!” 

(3) “ Yus, sir, it is a ’ard life, but we thinks it wrong to complain. We gitsa 
fardin’ a million for these ‘ere boxes, and we turns hout abart a million a day 
betwixt us, so we ain’t not to say rich, but we’re too prard to beg,” etc., etc. 

(4) “ Wot’s the hold mug sprung, hey ?—A quid! Well, ’tain’t so bad! We can 
‘ave a couple of bottles of cham. Blowed if I don’t think makin’ match boxes. 
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pays better’n thievin’ 
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My Fellow Olerk, 


My fellow clerk says he is a man 
of order and does everything regu- 
larly. He would do everyone regu- 
larly, if he had the chance. “I’m 
a man of routine,” he says. “ Jcan 
always lay my hand on everything 
I want.” He does—on the bottle of 
whisky we've got in the cupboard. 
What that man doesn’t lay his hand 
on is what J should like to guess at. 





“* When you've got all your work clear 
before you,” he goes on, “ then you can 
work properly.” He does always have 
his work clear before him, He seems 
to have it so clear that it’s quite trans- 
parent, and he looks through it on to 
something else that he isn’t at all' 
wanted to do, He's a creature full 
of wise eaws and modern instances 
—mixed with whisky, 
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A worthy pedagogue, who, emulating the example of his revered 

rototype, the late Rev. Mr. Barlow, was accustomed, when taking 
bis “young ideas” abroad, to seek for sermons in sycamores and 
object lessons in everything— 





“My dear young friends,” he continued, taking up his position at 
the business end of the quadruped, “ what a lesson may the wisest of 
us learn from this much-misunderstood and often shamefully abused 
animal! (Bloggs minor, you will write out ‘ Patience is a Virtue’ 
three thousand times for scowling!) In observing the meek uncom- 
plaining humility and the tireless patience of this——” 


LATTER-DAY FABLES—WITH MATTER-OF-FACT MORALS. “4 
THE PEDAGOGUE AND THE MOKB, 3 





i 





Chanced, while loafing around one Wednesday afternoon, to 
observe a melancholy moke apparently absorbed in contemplating the 
barrenness of the earth. “ Let us,” he cried, with enthusiasm—“ let 
us metaphorically uncover in the presence of patience and humility!” 

At that moment the moke, who, in reality, had been pondering ; 
over Mr. Gladstone’s majority, and what he would do with it, ; 


indignantly threw what stock of patience he possessed into his 
hinder extremities, and presented the worthy pedagogue with 4 
favourable opportunity for expounding his ideas to the inhabitants 
of another planet. 

MorAL—Many a good old adage would stand re-editing. 











Odds and Ends. 


dog swallowed the diamond. We are only 


NOW READY. PRICE SIXPENCE. 


Wuy is Mr. Jerome superior to the Poet 
Taureate? One has gained a reputation by 
the Idyll, the other by The Idler, 


THAT isa very good story from Vienna of the 
gentleman who, gesticulating while telling a 
etory, jerked a diamond ring off his finger, 
which a clever “ pointer,” thinking someone 
had thrown him a morsel, immediately caught 
and swallowed. We don’t doubt that the 


dubious as to whether anybody has swallowed 
the story. 


“HAVE you seen anything of the Naval 
Manceuvres, Gerty ?” 

“Oh, yes. At the dance last night at 
Cowes, I was awfully interested in watch- 
ing Lieut. Bowling, R.N., trying to get 
Mary Mildway from under the wing of her 





FUN’S FUNNY SCRAPS 


64 Pages of Literary and Artistic Matter, Beautifully 
Printed on Fine Paper in Coloured Wrapper. 


“A capital sixpennyworth for holiday folk.”—Referé. 








JUST OUT. PRICE ONE SHILLING. 


“A SOLDIER'S SWEETHEART.’ 





“Fun” Office, 153 Fleet St., London, E.C, 
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“The Typical Cocoa of 





chaperon.” 
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English Manufacture, “HENIGALS 
Absolutely Pure.” (As in the 


—The Analyst, °*”t,,Zereies 


Reckitt's 


Blue. 


See that.you get it! 
As bad makes areoften sold. 
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The Ghost 0X Voltzre a. ‘ 3] 
I erin Franehi' > Aone -fided affair py 
(1) These maidens and their apple-tree sensation 





/| a | 


—— 


Anxious tor her volB. 





Form what you'd call a real Miss Apple-ication ! | “ But otill 1c wad appeopeiate -teboy oer ns ge all 
(2) Boy Bean had quite a bean-o with Ma,’s savings, | (5) A Mahatma-Voltaire’s apt to cause a scare if 
a But suet he'd other “ beans,” in spite of ravings ! | When addressed, it knows no French Vol-taire-iff ! 
/ (3) A foreign person “ rowed " his cook with vi'lence, | (6) To clip a whisker from a man blind-sided 


They bound him over to observe more silence, Betrays a manner mentally misguided, 


(7) A strong willed lady sought to go a-voting, 
sut—well, FUN’s too polite to go on quoting 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


3 I was saying, with reference to the 
PRINCE OF WALES’, when space— 

or the want of it—interrupted me, 

besides that familiar friend of ours, 

the wicked Russian Duchesse, we 
have our other friend the cold 
blooded Russian noble, who is a 
police spy, and has done something 
dangerous on two sheets of thin 
foreign note-paper, which gives the 
Duchesse “a hold” over him. 
There is a fathful innkeeper ard 
his nagging better half, and the par- 
ticularly loving but simple minded 
—not to say obtuse—hero and 
heroine, There are a crowd of 
people who don’t matter, and 
Oh, yes; I said Mr. Van Biene’s 
‘cello was the only original char- 
acter. This was hardly correct— 
there is a person in the play pur- 
porting to represent a Waterloo 
Road Theatrical Agent, which for 
imayvinative and inventive origin- 











THR PRINCE OF WALES’s.—THOKNE : 
WITH ROSES (PRETTY SUBJECT). ality—well, there ! 


A Goop deal of excellent 
actinv is thrown away on the 


piece, M, Van Biene BCArcely 
looks the romantic lover and 
genius — (Somehow, in connec- 
tion with this play, the expres- 
sion “ercles vein,” will keep 
floating about my neighbour- 
hood !)—but he plays remarkab)) 
well, and in some light moments 


with many quiet subtleties. Miss 
Olga Brandon and Mr. Abingdon 
played their very best. Mis 


Ylanche Hlorlock — who makes 
a horlock-caust of her affections 
to save her husband's lilfe—is 


very good, too. I haven’t seen 
her for a long time past. She 
has improved much, and plays 
a trying part well. Mr. F. 
Thorne, Mr. Sant Matthews and 
Mr. 8. Caffrey lend solidity to 
the backyround characters, and 
M. Van Biene’s violoncello is 
most cleverly played, 





THE ADELPHI.—“* THE STORMY WINDS 
BELLEW.” 


THE ADELPHI,— Messrs, Sims and 
Puchanan have quite startled me, They 
have given us(very nearly—I should be 
a nice sort of a critic if I were to admit 
that they had quite) the melodrama I’ve 
been looking for for ever so long; I 
mean the melodrama which shall con- 
tain all the force and go of those strong 
passions and situations which are natural 
Tuk Avr. to that class of theatrical work, and yet 

ee ae one which shall contain some preten- 

Ba. pt .- Sions to literary finish and nature—not 

MORE. so much literary finish, either, as shall 

overshadow the nature. This play— 
The Lights of Home—seems to be (almost, as I said 
before) the one. I don’t want to say much about it 
this week because the thing is so good that I can’t 
have the larks I want to have with it until the im- 
pression has worn off a little. So R.LP, to it (in one 
sense) for a week, 





THERE is a lot of thundering good acting in it, 
Miss Millard is, perhaps, the weakest, but then the 
others are so strong, that the test of the contrast is 
rather a severe one; and Sybil is a pretty and gentle 
pe | - 


sian P , ’ } 
er the popular heart when all is said and done, 





Mr, Kyrle Bellew is somewhat slight and dapper for a typical sailor- 
man, though I have no doubt some sailor-men are slight and dapper, 
He plays well and earnestly, with force and fire, in spite of the mar- 
ring of mannerisms, Mrs. Patrick Campbell's Tress is a really fine 

symmetrical artistic perform- 
ance; and the humours are well 
sustained by Messrs. Rignold and 
Willie Drew, and the ever smiling 
Miss Clara Jecks. A good per- 
formance of a grumpy brother 
comes from Mr. Dalton. Mr. W. 
A, Elliot scores deep, too, with 
the unfortunate Dave Purvis—a 
well drawn little family group, 
by-the-way, is Purvis and his wife 
and child, Mrs. H. Leigh taking 
the part of the wife with her 
seasoned ability. 

















THE ADELPHI.—The Campbell is coming. The turbulent sea—look out, 
billow! Long may they wave! 


Mr, W. Cockburn plays a small part well—indeed, everybody 
plays at least well, and some splendidly. The scenery is very good 
throughout—as is not unusual at this house !—the Baltimore scene 
is particularly pretty. The wreck is an effective scene, now that the 
workers of the waves do not put in a disconcerting appearance, 


Nops AND WINKS.—Mr. W. Sapte, junr., has compiled a book of 
Thespian jests for Mr. C. H. Fox, which is calculated to be heard of 
wherever it is read, and the compiler inquired for wherever there is a 
handy blunderbuss.—There is promise—or threat—of severe opposi- 
sion to the licensing for the “‘ Palace Theatre of Varieties.’ So we 
may expect lively times, Well, if no more harm is done than was 
done to the Empire eventually, no one need complain, and some may 
rejoice: “the gentlemen of the long robe,” for instance, who will no 
doubt pocket a goodly percentage of the shareholders’ money.—It is 
at the Globe, where he materially assisted The Private Secretary to 
secure its phenomenal (and wholly 
undeserved) success, that Mr, W. 8, 
Penley will commence his experiment 
of managing for himself. Let’s hope 
he’ll “manage nicely.” I promise 
to support him whenever he likes to 
send me a free admission, — The 
Shaftesbury is to open again soon, 
A translation of Ma mie Rosette, 
with Mdlle. Nesville in it, will pro- 
bably be the first attempt. Miss 
Ulmar is also hinted at, and it is 
within the scope of Mr. Lart’s plans 
the La Grande Duchesse, La Fille de 
Madame Angot and such like of the 
earlier opera-bouffes shall be revived. 
We have no comic opera in town at : 
present, but they will be coming THE ADELPHI, —“FOR THIS 
pretty thickly presently—how long ‘RELIEF’ MUCH THANKS.” 
some of them will stop is another 
matter.— The Baroness, at the Royalty, by Mr. Cotsford Dick, is 
one of these; an awkward title—look how we can talk about the 
baroness of the land!—Then we have Le (eur et La Main to come 
forth at the Lyric where The Mountebanks suddenly ceased mounte- 
banking one beautiful Friday evening, : NESTOR, 
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THAT PICNIO! 
COLLECTED FROM VARIOUS SOURCES, 


MAJOR BRYSON’S STATEMENT. 
Extract from a Letter to Captain Eversleigh. 


“w  . , , . ». And now, my dear fellow, 1 want you to hold 
yourself engaged to come and act as best man at my wedding. ‘ What!’ 
I think I hear you say, ‘is the old heathen caught at last?’ My dear 
boy, I have been caught all the 
time and concealed it. When I 
took so little interest in the balls 
and gaieties in which my brother 
officers and a certain Bob Evers- 
leigh took such delight, it was 
because a certain little somebody 
was not present. You have heard 
me speak of old George Burton 
—‘Old George’ he has always 
been in my mind. He thrashed 
me at school when I was his fag; 
he thrashed everyone else who 
thrashed me, and he remained 
my friend all my life. George 
Barton retired to the life of a 
country squire, and we lost sight 
of each other till about nine 
years ago, when I looked him 
up and discovered him to be as 
jolly an English gentleman as I 
expected him to be, married toa 
nice little lady, and the father 
of a happy little family, the 
oldest a girl of ten. I spenta 
pleasant fortnight at the Bush- 
eries, and left with promises of 
another visit ere long. Five 
years elapsed, however, and the 
next time I saw the Busheries, 
Milly Burton was fifteen, a tall, 
golden haired, blue-eyed romp. 
It seems absurd, doesn’t it, to 
confess that romp wound herself 
wonderfully round my thirty 
year old heart, and many a time 
has the thought of her bright 
face cheered a lonely hour on 
the Nile and the desert. When 
I returned from Cairo I quickly 
made my way to the Busheries, 
and here I found the romp of 
fifteen changed into astately and 
beautiful woman; but, alas for my romantic day dreams! she was 
engaged to be married toa young fellow. I buried my sense of the loss 
out of sight, but I could not keep it out of my mind. Dozens of times I 
thought of going away, but I still fluttered round the flame which had 
scorched me, One day there was a picnic, and an uninvited guest in 
shape of a bull made its appearance. Milly’s lover—did I say before 
her name was Milly !—turned out to be a muff, and bolted. I gave 
the bull a taste of the trick sailors play on cows—got my knee on one 
horn, and pulled the other towards me, I contrived to upset his bull- 
ship nearly as much as he had upset the festivity of the picnic, and 
before he had recovered sufficiently to resume the argument, I was 
over the paling, but with a broken arm. I don’t regret the breakage 
one bit. Milly was nurse, and I had much more of her company than 
formerly. This seemed to upset Mr. Muff somewhat, and I overheard 
Milly giving it him rather hot for some rather uncomplimentary re- 
marks regarding your humble servant. Somehow I screwed up courage 
and ventured a bold stroke for the prize, and I won it, my boy—I won 
it! If you want details with a view to obtaining hints for some 
future occasion of your own, I can’t give them. I suspect I looked 
rather more like a foo] than usual, and have a strong impression that 
I was very incoherent. Try to practise these features, and they may 
be of use to you some time, Don’t laugh at my grey hairs, my boy, 
and sneer about May and December. Nothing you can say will change 
the arrangements, and the best you can do is to come and help them 
along to the best of your versatile ability. You are the best male 
friend I have—except the bull—may my blessing rest on you both | 

















Mr. JOSIAH MAWCARSE’S STATEMENT, 
Overheard in the Strand. 


“No, by Jove! old chappie. Don’t you believe that sort of thing 
till you are invited, I’ve no doubt they'd have liked it to come off, 





but I’m not to be caught. 


Believe she has married her grandfath 
out of spite, by Jove! one 


Ta ta, old chappie!" 


THE PEW OPENER's STATEMENT. 
Overheard in Church. 
“ Which they were the loveliest couple as ever I seed!” 
THE END. 





“Honour to whom Honour is Due.” 


A NEW light has been shed upon the superiority of “ Sunlight Soap” 
by the fact that the manufacturers have just been appointed as Soap 
Makers tothe Queen. This act of the illustrious Lady sheds additional 
lustre on the “Sunlight,” and the “Sunlight” is all the brighter for 
the illustrious Lady, 


—— es 





Eyes Right! 

[The witnesses in the Niell case were at first unable to recognize the 1 risoner 
owing to his having been cured by Mr. Aitchison, the optician, of Fleet Street, ofa 
squint, which had disfigured Niell when they first met him.] 

THE optician Aitchison “ down our street,” 
On eyes has gone a-sprinting ; 

Crooked eyes he makes straight, on “swivels” is great, 
And a demon to grapple with squinting, 

Though timid and shy, at last you effect a call, 

And, by Jingo! he turns you quite a rare spectacle ! 


Unity is Strength. 


Excited Irishman (poking his head round corner of low pudi 
house).—“ Phelim, come here wid yoursilf, quick ! 

Phelim.— Oh, pwhat is it?” 

Kxcited Irishman,—* Sure, there's a stranger out here fvightin’ tin 


of us, and we want your assistance |" 


Morro for Liberals in 1892,—This side up—with care, 








INDISPENSABLE. 

Dr. (Quackly (sternly).—“ And kindly understand, Mr, Mixer, that 
if this sort of free and easy behaviour on your part continues | shall 
be obliged to inform you that I can—er—dispense with your services!" 

Mr. Mizxer (the assistant).—“ Pooh! I know that already, old cock I 
But you can’t ‘dispense’ or do anything else without em, That's the 
main point. See?” 


ms ee ee 


?. * 
ee ee on 
cate p ce 
Es 


me 


mamaea 


ame a 


- 


a 


~ 


-* 


, 


rays 
is CRI. 


Ravn 2 
ae eae 
dee 


Fe 

















és EUN. 


AvaustT 17, 1892. 











(1) The Public was about to sneeze in the theatre, when they 
anxiously whispered to him that it wasn’t allowed. (2) “ What?” 
he said, swelling with injured importance; “I—the Public—not 
allowed! Am I not everybody at the theatre ?"’ (3) But, even as 
he said this, a mysterious power swept him away like a leaf. (4) 
The manager heard of this, “Kh?” he murmured, with some mis- 
giving, ‘wonder whether J'm of sufficient importance to venture to 
sneeze in my own theatre? Surely, 7’m somebody!” (5) And he 
tried it; (6) And the same irresistible power swept him away, 


“BOSS OF THE SHOW.” 
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(7) “ Well,” exclaimed the proprietor of that theatre, “I take it J 
may sneeze in it—JZ ought to count for somebody.” But he didn’t ; 
away he went. (8) “A mistaken set of persons,” said Melpomene. 
‘Might have known that the theatre is not kept up for their sakes. 
I and one or two of my sisters are the important parties ere.” But 
she was whirled away too. (9) “ Nobody left?” Oh, wasn’t there! 
Calm and unscathed amid the general wreck towered the Form for 
whose benefit the theatre is kept up—the only Person who és Some- 
body—the Party who contracts to Sell the Programmes ! 
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SWEEPING UP. 


THE NEW TENANT.— 


JE INI” 
j HE HOUSE 
; TO LAVE T 
NTEEL PEOPLE 


See Cartoon Verses, p. 73, 
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Py ar ye al 
I should have brought you a coronet then—some day.” 
nas 7 ne Demme fo ead sor os» ond, Eomae Terai’ 
peerage nowadays, you know.” 











THB HOLIDAY HIGHT HOURS. 

“ E1GHT hours at gyn Py = ones oe Be 
fine institution it is, 1 suppose, men go ou y an 
too much to drink sixty pe 5 toned miles off, instead of close at home 
at the “Red Lion” or the “Spotted Cat.” The ozone, I suppose, 
mixed with overdoses of Scotch whisky mellows down the alcohol and 
is as good as Apollinaris. So nice, too, to have three hours in a hot 
train crammed in with people who are cramming ham sandwiches and 
drinking out of bottles. Shrimps, too, What people can find in 
shrimp munching for the life of me I can’t make out. Hot sand- 
wiches, bad rum, shrimps and no air. There ought to be a bag or two 
of oxygen into half the windows. That would keep matters 
about straight. It’s odd, too, and I can’t make it out, but when the 
eight hours people are coming back they always take to crab eating, 
and the floor of the carriage gets strewn with legs and claws. 

And when they are at the seaside what’s the particular use of a!] 
that, I should like to know. Is the air of the harbour so very much 
sweeter than the row of London back yards with dustbins in them? 
I should think not. And, after all, a porpoise or two in the distance 
is not so very much more picturesque than a cat on a wall. But some 
people have a notion that the sea must cure everything. “ To snuff 
the merry salt breeze.” I, for my part, was never particularly 
anxious to snuff, and certainly am not going to begin to be at my 
time of life. 

Then they sit on the cliffs and look out to sea! A lot of pleasure 
they must find in that. And they wonder where the great ships are 
going to, Oh, do they? Perhaps they’d like to know what passengers 
are losing their silver, or how many saloon passengers will get too 
much to drink in the evening. And are the ships going to America or 
Australia? Well, I never was imaginative. If 1 can only be properly 
imaginative by going to the seaside, I'll stop at home and drink my 
claret and be content looking out on to the back yard with the tubs 
of acubas that the cate are always scratching at. People don’t want 
so much change at the seaside. They’d far better keep their money 
and have a little change in their pockets. Bah! DioGENEs TUBBS, 








Another Chance for the Millennium. 

[“ When To-morrow is To-day ” is the title of a popular pathetic drawing room song.] 

WHEN to-morrow is to-day, 

Everyone his debts will pay ! 

When to-day to-morrow is, 

Yesterday will call, I wis. 

And then next week will surely come, 

With Sundays two worn out and glum. 

Ash Wednesday will on Tuesday be ; 

At Christmas with Good Friday see ; 

And all the months will grow quite gay 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Lord HALsBURY will go down to posterity, goodness knows. His 
achievements at the Bar are scarcely mewn d baw his judicial dicta 


and decisions may be forgotten, but in one his memory will 
be vernal and perennial. No man on the woo ever buted 
his Chancellor's patronage more to his own satisfaction and less to 
that of the public. Mr, Forrest Fulton's appointment as Common 
Serjeant vice Sir William Charley bought out (for what reason, good- 
nese only knows), is a transaction over which the Lord Chancellor and 
the Corporation may declare “ honours easy,” Mr. Fulton taking the 
odd trick as a solatium for the seat wrested from him by Mr. Archi- 
= Grove. 
r. Gladstone is to be unopposed at Midlothian, That is as it 
should be, Why opposition was suggested, goodness only knows. 
Of course it was necessary 
- here should be a Queen's 
poem to o Parliament. 
hat would he without 
one, goodness only knows; but 
the gracious message read in 
the gilded chamber by the 
Chancellor was about ag 
apropos to the situation as 
“ Hi- -hi-ti.” There 
might just conan i been 
a s or Hornpi 
(Lord Halsbury dancing t e 
Queen's Hornpipe would have 
been distinctly precious) as 
the statement which was no 
more the Queen's Speech than 
it was the Queen’s English, 
goodness knows, 








Ta-BA-RA-BOOM-DE-AY—HOME RULE HAS WON THE Day. 


When to-morrow is to-day ! 
There is a good deal said and written on the question whether or not 
ladies should sit in Parliament. It seems to be by no means generally 


known that some of them do—in the House of Lords—which on Mon- 
day was well sprinkled with in their own right and others. 
What would happen if one of these noble ladies rose and addressed 
the House, knows. 

Though there was nothing in the Queen’s Speech, the Conser- 
vative peers were wrath with the Opposition for having nothing to say 
in contradiction of it, though why, goodness knows, 

Mrs. Malaprop would have been delighted to have listened to Mr. 
Cross’ speech in the House of Commons when seconding the Address, 
and Mr, Asquith’s in moving the Amendment, there was in both such 
an abundance of epitaph. 

Mr, Redmond supported the Amendment—also defined in abstract 
the attitude of his party. 

Mr. Healy, with his usual 
audacity, protested against 
Mr, Chamberlain’s motion to 
adjourn the debate. Query, 
will Tim find Joe as amen- 
able to his tactics as the 
GO.M. Nous verrons. 

The fiat has gone forth. 
The Government sustained 
defeat on the amendment to 
the address by a majority 
of forty. 

The G.O.M. at eighty-three 
breaks the record and be- 
comes, for the fourth time, 
Prime Minister. 


THE MAN INTHE 
CLOocK TOWER. 
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“You Want Pyjamas, 
Dear!” 


actually nothing less than con. 
verting them into pyjamas for our 
lords and masters.” ] 
Her eyes with all their 
brilliance gleamed, 
Her face in smiles was 





Helen’s seemed, 

As in my ear she breathed | 
(While two fair arms en- | 
twined my neck), | 


“Sweet husband, sit you | 4 | I : 
down | a yw 
And write me out a hand- | Lp 


some cheque The Demon of Practical Joking 





handsome | 


¥ Be ; a. | was sneaking around one fine after- 
ge _ noon with nothing particular to do 
“My dear,” I answered, | when a wicked thought entered 
feeling ill, | his head, 
“It breaks my heart, I | 
swear, 


To thwart your slightest 
wish ; but still 
I’m not a millionaire. 
And, since your present 
gown but came 
Six weeks ago from town, | 
How dare you claim—for | 
shame! for shame !— 
This year another gown?” | 


A lecture stern to her I read, | 
I scorned her thriftless | 
plea ; | 
But when a flood of tears 
she shed 
And owned the truth to 


me, 

I felt that, with my harsh 
reply, 

I'd been a brutal clown. 

She'd only craved a new— 





that I 
Might wear her left off | 
—gouwn! 
I wrote the cheque. I wore | 
my spon- | 
Se’s gown pyjamiized ; | 
And by astartling problem | 
now 


My mind is exercised. 
From each pyjama I of yore 
Could get a year’s hard 
wear ; 
Now, each, before a month | 
is o’er, 
Is wrecked beyond repair. | 
And does my wife, 1 won- 
der, make 
Those wrecks, to get from 
town 
(Entirely for her husband's 


— ——— 


And they did so, and Christopher was much beautified. 











A CORKER 





And immediately afterwards Aurora Mariel said, “Oh, Dolly, here's 
aa oad Christopher asleep, let’s get some burnt cork and make him 
ovely !” 


Bat, just then, Christopher awoke 
with a strange and unaccountable idea 


that the girls wanted to kisshim. “Hullo!” said he, “trying to sueak gloves out of a fellow, are 
you? Well, I’m on in this scene anyhoy!” 


ee 











sake) , ah: ; 
Each th a brand Ys o< 
ents . - sod After which struggles and squawks. Inevitable “ denoomong” and delight of the D, P. J. 
New Leaves. Hour will be found “ Scott’s Own Romantic Town,” and numberless 


THE chief interest in The English Illustrated centres, so to speak, 
in the front, the first article dealing with the gigantic business of 
“W. H. Smith and Son.” There isagood run on “The North Eastern 
Railway and ite Engines” and a flowing sail with “ Racing Yachte,” 
besides a few other things, all well illustrated.—St. Nicholas carries 
with it the usual countless charms, “Midshipman, The Cat,” 
“Something about Snakes,” “How Ships Talk to each other,” and 
“The Jollivers’ Donkey” being only a few of them, The pictures 
are perfection—Among the many interesting things in The Leisure 


other matters entertai and instructive—The Sunday at Home, 

serious in tone, is full of wou “ds lenty to look at and think 
over.—There is a spirited frontispiece, “ rairie Fire,” unfortunately 
printed in red, in The Boy's Own Paper, and a long list of articles to 
attract attention.—The frontispiece to The Girl's Own Paper is “ My 
Little Sweetheart,” but she is not the -_ thing to take a liking for. 
—Friendly Greetings will always be received.—Mr, Montague 
Williams’ papers in Houschold Words are as prominent and powerful 
as they are varied and versatile, The contents generally are equally 
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BOTH AGREED. 


Unsuccessful Fisherman and Sportive Bull (both tegether).—“ Well, hanged if I don’t chuck this up!” 
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The Pauper’s Pipe. 


| Se ie eeaiiak, Ste fe tae 
ve a resolution, w e 

} Government Board have sanctioned. allow. 
ing an ounce of tobacco weekly to the men 


| in the workhouse over 60.] 

| Goop luck to the Guardians of 

Bourne, 

_ May their shadows ne’er smaller be 
worn ; 

_ With joy the poor smoker's heart 

burns 

' As he wishes them “ Happy Re- 
turns.” 

Against them there aren’t any 

“ screws,” 


They let poor folks have “ what 
they chews ” ; 

The pauper’s life may have been 
marred, 

But at Bourne it is not always 
“hard,” 


Both guardian and pauper are 
clay— 
| Churchwardens are, too, built that 
way, 
So let us take pattern from Bourne, 
And the poor will be much less for- 
lorn. 
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* You can’t expect a man to be 
witty when he’s out of humour,’ 
exclaimed our melancholy punster, 











FUN-DE-SIECLE FAROBS. 


Mars Day By DAY; OR, A NEW RESORT FOR ROLLICKERS, 


PROLOGUE, Scene—Several Observatories in full swing. Prac- 
ticable Telescopes all over the shop, Opening chorus of 
ASTRONOMERS—as thus :— 


ComE, trot out all your telescopes and fixtures astronomical, 

And note a serious matter which the frivolous might call comical : 

The planet Mars (as shown in pars) just now in opposition is, 

And so, on show, great Mars (you know) a tip-top exhibition is! 

FIRST ASSISTANT (peeping through telescope), Yes; Mars has 
come very near this time. It is only forty-four millions of miles off 
now, instead of 245 millions, 

SECOND ASSISTANT (same business), Yes; and now canals and 
fountains and things are distinctly visible to the non-naked eye. 

THIRD AssISTANT. Ay, and I shouldn't wonder if those large bright 
spots are masses of electric light. Why not,eh? Why not? The 
Marsites may be far more advanced than we are, eh ! 

FOURTH ASSISTANT. And see—look! That dark mass moving 
solemnly around from time to time—can it be a County Coun ? 

[ Telescopes collapse, ASTRONOMERS ditto, Close in, 


THE PLAY. Scene I.—LZondon and its environs, Enter several 
RAILWAY COMPANIES, bearing placards, ete. 


THE RAILWAY CoMPANIES, Hi, hi, hi! This way, this way!... 
Pass this line you pass the best! Cheap Fast Excursions to Mars and 
back for four and elevenpence three-farthings! Frequent trains 
from Lictoria, Vudgate, the Monument, Blaring Cross, ete,, ete, Hi, 
hi! Shortest route to Mars, etc., etc. 

THE BRITISH PUBLIC (suddenly entering). Here! Booking office! 
Fourth return to Mars . . . and hurry up! Where are you 
pushing to? etc., ete, 

Swift mechanical change to 


SCENE II.—Marsville, the capital of Mars-on-Air, en fete, Excur- 
sionists from London-on-Thames discovered rollicking around, 


TRIPPERS’ CHORUS. 
Good old Mars! He’s all right now we know him, 
Good old Mars! the merriest of stars ; 
Good old Mars! What pleasure don't we owe him ? 
Since we first came to visit him on the Aérial Cars, 
We care not what mere cynics say, 
We gladly shout (with “ Hip, hooray ! ”) 
The Place to Spend a Happy Day— 
Is good old Mars! 
TRIPPERS, What a jolly nice place this Marsville-on-Air is!: Quite 
a Trafalgar Square of Fountains; Canals which knock the Regent's 
into several cocked hats; quite a rovel kind of sea and air, and every 
convenience laid on, too! 








OTHERS. Yes; electric light on all over the shop, and evidently 
been in use thousands and thousands of years! 

OTHER OTHERS, Lots of amusement, too! There's the Mars Val- 
halla of Varieties, open every evening with the very best comic songs 
and forty-one minute sketches !—they only allow forty minutes down 
home in the earth, 

MorE ROLLICKERS, And there is the Theatre Royal Mars, too, 
What are they playing there to-night? 

A GENTLEMAN (in Military Undress, suddenly entering to them). 
The play for this evening, dear friends, is Mr. Henry Arthur Jinero’s 
comedy, Zhe Beak ; or, The Serpentine Dancing Girl. 

TRIPPERS, But how do you manage to arrange for such earthly 


lays? 
. THE G. M, U, Oh, we do quite a roaring trade with your authors 
in planetary rights (as far as regards this planet),... And nowl 
trust you will all make yourselves at home and enjoy yourselves, The 
band plays on the pier from early morn till dewy midnight, by kind 
permission of the Marsville County Council, 

TRIPPERS, Thanks awfully, doncherknow, But who are you, sir? 

THE G, M. U, Ladies and gentlemen, visitors from my now near 
neighbour, the Earth, Jam Mars! (Commotion.) But don’t start. 
I have for many, many thousands of years been misrepresented as 
malign—chiefly thanks to the machinations of Ven——of a lady; 
but let that pass—as the Martial Divorce Court Act (which set me 
free) happily did. You have been told that I love war, pestilence, 
bloodshed, and all that sort of thing. I have been even charged with 
causing your own wars, My friends, ’tis false! All your wars (and 
everybody else’s) have been caused by the selfishness, cruelty and 
greed of one side or the other—and often of both! ’m all right. 
And now let me bid you all welcome. I trust you will come as often 
as you like for a change of star—I mean, air. I am pretty near your 
own planet now—only forty-four millions of miles—an easy run. 
Anon I may be much farther from you again—for you know I'm 
arranged on the touring system, like your actors. But, come, let us 
drain a goblet of Hippocras and soda to our next merry meeting. 

[ Drinks, jinks, reprise of chorus,“ Good Old Mars!” and 


CURTAIN, 








Our Clerk Again. 


Our clerk always wears spectacles, He says it makes him look 
business like and respectable. Yet all the time he is partial to 
refreshment. Whenever he wants anything, he says, “I’m going round 
to see Smith and Jones,” or, “I'll just cross the road to Buggins and 
Brown.” When he returns he says, in acasual way, ‘“ They’re not in. 
Then the other clerks say, kindly, “Who’s not in—tke whisky!” 
This hurts his feelings, which is no doubt the cause of his being 
flushed so much. Perfect clerks are troublesome sometimes. 
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The New Tenant. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


WHEN toa fresh houseyou go, 


You must hope to see 


All things ready, don’t you 


know, 
Just as they should be ; 
But if it be unprepared 
To receive you well, 
That you'll feel a little 
scared 


’Tisn’t hard to tell. 
For one would surmise, as 


one is generally taught, — 
With regard to human | 


habitations, 


That before departure the | 


outgoing tenant ought 
To make good his own 
dilapidations. 


Mr, Gladstone, 
grand, 
Trustful of success, 
Enters his new office and 
Finds a shocking mess 


old and 


Of Egyptians, Moors, the | 


Lords, 
Labour, Paddies too— 
Each a problem that affords 
Lots of work to do; 
Difficulties, though, has this 
new tenant cleared be- 
fore, 
And we'll give him best 
congratulations, 


When, with others’ aid, he’s | 


clean’d the place and 
swept the floor 

Free from the last man’s 
dilapidations. 








Excited Sabbatarian, — 
“T tell ye, in Scotland, the 
Sunday is observed as a day 
of rest. Every Scotchman 
keeps the Sabbath——” 


Caledonia Stern and 
—W 
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“And everything else he 
can lay his hands on!” ob- 
served a callous, unsympa- 
thetic opponent. 





Current Carols; 








Or, Ditties‘in Doselets Up | 


to Date. 
Post-OFFICIAL OPPREB- | 
SION; OR, VOTELESS 
VICTIMS. 


(See the recent startling dis- 
closures re the dismissal of certain 
Post Office clerks, etc., for daring 
to exhibit a personal interest in 
the Election.] 


O YE who have fancied this. 
nation was free, 
And that you could do as 
you wished, 
Bear the stern G.P.O.-nus 
and soon you will see 
That such? liberty views 








(1) Bownder.—“ Hullo, Crankly! How are you? I 
know you're interested in all sorts of sport, eh? Old 
Potts at the ‘ Boiled Owl’ here's got a fine young hawk. 


| Come and have a look at him, and stand a drink!” 


(2) Crankly.—* Yes, he’s a beauty ; playful as a kitten. 
Is he any good for herons, do you know?” Potts.— 
“Any good for ’em! Why, bless her! ’e loves ’em! 
You should see ’im tackle em!” Crankly.— Gad! 
I'd give five bob to see you fly him at once.” Potts.— 
“Done with you, sir! Come round to-morrer mornin’ 
and you shall see.” (3) Bounder.—* Jove! old man, 
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A SPORTING REVIVAL. 
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I feel for all the world like a gay gallant of the olden 
time going a-hawking.” Crankly.—So do I, old chap. 
Good idea, these hedge-cutter’s gloves, eh? Carry out 
the idea first-rate,” (4) Potts.—“ Wait ‘arf a minute, 
gents, They'll 'ave ’em in by now. I'll just get a 
couple. (5) Whoop! Fetch ’em, my beauty! Now, 
who says ’e won’t eat ‘errins? (6) What's that, 
mister? ‘Birds!’ No; we calls ‘em fishes round 
these parts. You warnts to be off your bet, very like? 
but it won’t do with me! I'll trouble you for that 
there five bob! see?” 





will be dished, 


You'll have liberty, mind you, to toil and to 


plod, 


_And intense application denote ; 
You may do many tasks, but (you'll p'r’aps 


think it odd) 


You must mind you don’t dare try to Vote! 


REFRAIN, 


At the great G. P. O,, 
If you'd be comme il faut, 
You never must show 


A Political “ Note 


Er 1 > 





Whate’er you do there— 
Of one thing have a care— 
You never must dare 

At Elections to Vote i 


chief joys 
Is to kick up his heels at the Poll! 





ne Or write an electoral note: 


accent 


’Tis well known that the chief of a Briton’s 


But if he be one whom the P. O. employs 
These joys he must keep ‘neath control. 
His own local member he mustn’t support, 


Sceeamenmmnettiaimedinasessaatiianmmentte a eee ee cai 


All political plans he must always cut short, 
He must not e’en ask others to vote /- 
REFRAIN, 
At our land's G, P.O, 
Under “ Fergy.” and Co.), 
ray mind you go slow— 
And, in fact, keep remote ; 
Ne’er in Politics bloom, 
Lest Fergusson fume— 
No; you ne’er must presume 
To be free—or to Vote ! 
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LATTER-DAY FABLES—WITH MATTER-OF-FACT MORALS. 
THE JOKE AND ITS RESTING PLACE. 









| ANy JOKE MORE 


THAN A WEEK OLD | | 
FounpD TRESPASSING v 


~ 
SA) 
NBS 
SAS 
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A feeble, wretched, worn out, Having read the warning which FUN, to the Entered timidly within and besought that brilliant 
crippled old Joke, weary of ita constant terror of wandering chestnuts, keeps luminary to at once assume the Tue of headsman. 
existence and pining for obl.vion, boldly posted on his threshold, “Terminate my miserable career, it moaned—* crush 


me into utter nothingness!’ 








“Nay, Old Wheez- “ eaid FUN, seized with Trembling and doubtful, the Joke hob- Where, petted and pampered, and snugly ensconced 
astranye emotion, suu letting fall the fatal bled off as directed, and ‘to its intense within the principal column, it no longer sighs fer 
axe he had yrasped on witnessing the intruder’s surprise was received with open arms by oblivion, but from the manner in which it daily 
entrance, “I war not with such as thee! I the smiling Twister; flourishes its crutch is evidently under the impression 
slay not the already slain! The dust of that it has regained its long lost youth. 
centuries upon thy hoary head ve tects he ! 

Get thee up yonder court to tl flice he Daily Twister,and thy aged bones shall even yet meet joyous welcome and find honoured asylum ! 
MoRAL—Zn the blind realms sdhnata, ly journalism the one-eyed chestnut 18 an absolute monarch, 





NOW READY PRICE SIXPENCE. . JUST OUT. PRICE ONE SHILLING. 


FUN'S FUNNY SCRAPS ais.c. cits tetierinown atthe aras A SOLDIER'S SWEETHEART.” 


Gill Brass, has succeeded Mr, Forrest Fulton 














red Ww rapper as senior prosecuting counsel forthe Treasury. “It is a‘charming love idyl, worthy the author of 
A capital sixpennyworth for holiday folk."— Referee, In going up the hill Gill seems to retain the ‘My Neighbour Nellie.” "—Fenny Jilustrated Paper. 
“Fun” Office, 153 Fleet St., London, E.C. habit accredited by the nursery rhyme, “Fun” Office, 153 Fleet St., London, E.C 
oid Meda! Awarded, Health Exhibition, London. Seago =" -~gpeceaioran 





K Highest Award Adelaide, 1887 ; are SEVEN PRIZE wer €C dh 
“Food any Cadburys 
a ood . \POINTEDE eéilyp 0c0ao 


INVALID English Manufacture, SHENICAIS 





—— as smoothly as a lead pencil. neither scratch nor s1 
the ; ts being rc acetyl ess. NB ee 5 : 
Retail in Tins at 1s, 6d., 28. 6d., also drawn to the t New " Graduated Series of Pens, whict t Absolutely Pure.” (As in the 
i110 oi Chen ts t : = the n vel advan: ge of each patt m being made i 4 ad so-called 
S., % MISS, € ¢., everyw ere. flexitulity. A ried Sample Lox, of either series, { Nye np Pure Foreig" 
Ww holesale of all Wholesale Houses, = BRANDAURK & Co. PrN Wouks, BikMiNGHAM —The Analyst. Cocoas.) 
London Printed ty DALZIEL BROTHERS. att 


their Camden Press. High Street, N.W., and Published (for the Proprietors) by W. Lay, at 153 Fleet Street, E.O. 
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Farmer Crumble —Yerly came ana ranted about hi's corn ‘being Trampled 
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“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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Lp The Aerry 4 Ti rvest” hime. 
We Were having Such a yolly pec 71C, When Mal isa greeable old 


down. 45 if that coula hurl ite Farmers dont deserve To propper. 2» 4 tricks ler ciched. 


(1) The treasure discovered on Parliament Hill (4) More Bill-Sike-chology now is around— 
Was annexed by the Crown—much against the boy’s will, A good hand at crack-cribbage is Bill always found, 

(2) To take pote of jam this absurd waiter tried ; (5) A runner for change for a tenner forgot 
But his’ master said “ Jam-ais,” and put him,“ inside,” To duly return, but his change was most hot. 

(3) ‘Tis she !—the poor maniac !—the wild Tottie Fay !— (6) Though they thought him a greenhorn, ‘twas speedily shown 
In many a Fayee doth she gibe every day, He was useful—not greenhorn-amenta! alone, 


(7) Thus friv’llere, who wantonly tread down the wheat, 
Full often fee] eorn-ered when shown their cozceit. 
VOL, LVI, NO. 1424 














a ee ee eS 
ap tng cpa ote pet me . 


me > hil iedundiieee ie noe 


~-* 


e 


* 


ct —s 
Ce eee ee eee ee 





~ 





76 FUN. 


AvausT 24, 1892 








































SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
. —THERB’S one 
) thing about those 
& Lights of Home 
which strikes you 

directly the curtain 

goes up, and that 

is that you are among old friends. 

Messra, Sims and Buchanan have 

put an unusual amount of fresh- 

ness into necessarily familiar 

materials—in no respect more 80 

than in the natural language all 

the characters speak: not the 

native tongue of melodrama, but 

the talk one is accustomed to on 

this side of the footlights. To 

hear a sailor man apostrophising 

his lady love’s “dear eyes” is, 

perhaps, a little trying, and remi- 

niscent of a stronger expression 

which, one is given to understand, 

both the naval and mercantile 

marine are in the habit of using. 

But that was about the only thing 

of the kind I noticed. Still, as I 

said before, we find ourselves 

cd hao aciinien Wes tite Se old friends a aad be 

Teliew fuvalided (ore tem. lee us CUreMin goes up. ere’s tha 

oF sy invalided (pro tem. let us sprightly, pod tongued young 

woman who was an “ arteest”’ in 
The Trumpet Call, and here's the cheery boy that was a soldier 
turned sailor and making up to her still. Here presently, too, comes 
that vulgar, wheeze-cracking cockney showman (only he’s a private 
inquiry agent this time). After a bit we get among less absolutely 
old acquaintances, but this meeting of old pals to begin with gives a 
nice comfortable tone to things which lasts for the rest of the 
evening. 

I sarp I meant to have some larks this week in my mild 
way, 60 I shall mention one or two other things, I can’t help 
thinking that the blame of the accident, 
which they will keep calling a murder, is 
entirely due to Edgar Garfield’s careless- 
ness in not having the cliff fence, which 
runs 80 perilously close to his back door, 
kept in a proper state of epee. If the -Z% 
fence hadn't n broken the ic 
accident never would have hap- nf , 
pened, It’s a mercy some of tM Jags 
the tradespeople hadn’t fallen 
over long before, when they 
came for orders. Then I can't 
help thinking Carrington must 
be a bit of a fraud as a sailor, 
for no sooner is he left in com- 
mand of the ship (through the 
disablement of the captain) 
than he promptly runs her a 
aground—behaving so beautiful 
as she does too, riding out the 
terrible storm with the steadi- Q 
ness of a rock, almost withouta % / 
vibration! Those who are de- a 5 
termined to find unconscious 
humour may find something i) 
funny about a coastguard officer; — } |. 


BY THE SKA.—First Actress —“ like these ‘ resting‘ times; they help the public to 
see how really clever one is." Second Actress.—* What, when you're miles away?” 
Firs Actress.“ Yes—by comparison with one's understudy.” 


the uniform “ clinginess” of the heroine's costumes after the first act 
may aiso attract his observation ; and the over undress (shall I say 7) 
of the shipwrecked mate will be certain to strike him. 


It’s one of the best pieces of the kind I’ve seen, however, since The 
Silver King. Mr, Cockburn has been playing Mr. Bellew’s part 





The shadow of a coming 
event. 


the old, the foundation 
stone of the new, Oxford 
Music Hall, Optimists 
expect the edifice to be 
ready for occupation 
(the occupation of earn- 
ing money) at Christ- 
mas, Pessimists don't. 
But, whenever it is 
ready, it will be found 
on a par with the up-to- 
datest of modern 
edifices, both before 
and behind and (no 





lately, by the way — the latter being 
hors de combat (or, as I understand that 
it is his voice which has gone wrong, per- 
haps I may say hoarse de combat)—he 
(Mr. C.) plays it very well; and it says 
something for the play that the change 
makes no special difference, ~ 


THE OxFoRD Music HALL (as far as 
it goes at present).—Mr. Charles Morton, 
who may be credited with “ knowing 
something” about the Oxford and music 
halls in general, last week laid, in the 
hollow cavity which is all that is left of 





Lounger.—*“ What, off again? How’sthat ? You've 


only just come.” Summer Mummer.—“ Oh, yes; 
we've dried up. The show was beginning to 
draw money, but the ‘backer’ backed out.” 


Lounger.—* Rum, backer!” ( Ponders.) 


doubt) in between. About a hundred and a half persons saw Mr. 
Morton lay that stone—a goodly proportion being ladies of both pro- 
fessions, who very kindly applauded Mr. Morton’s pretty little speech, 
in which he endeavoured to explain “ Why we do it.” The ceremony 
was a great success, and it only remains for us to wish the enterprise 
“the same,” and remark “ Hooray !”’ 







Nops AND WINKS,—While most of the theatres 
are closed, and principal actors and actresses are 
communing with the sad sea waves or otherwise 
“resting” and giving their understudies a chance, 
preparations for the autumn campaigns are pro- 
ceeding apace behind the closed doors, 
and even provincial tours are starting 
upon their way. Among the latter goes 
Cartouche & Co., Ltd.; or, the Ticket of 
(French) Leave, a burlesque written by 
“our” Mr. Newton, an effort “of his own 
pure brain fashioned to’’ Miss Vesta Tilly, 
a lady of great Ves’a-Tilleyty (if I may 
escape death after saying so!) in that line. 
Magnificent dresses, sparkling music and 
a strong company betray a tendency on 
the part of the management to “ give ita 
chance,” and operations commenced at 
the Birmingham Theatre Royal last Mon- 
day with well merited success—Amid the 
other things which are “ coming to town” 
(as monthly nurses remark), there are 
hints of a troupe of Japanese actresses, 
who propose to show us “ how it’s done” 
in the land of tea-trays and paper screens, 


© 
eX 


Principal (loq.). — “Hullo! 








—I had the honour to refer to the forth- 
coming piece at the Lyric last week. I am 
now officially informed that the cast of 
the opera is a very powerful one, and in- 
cludes Messrs. Harry Monkhouse, Wallace 
Brownlow, John Child, F, Kaye (what is 


What's all this Tommy non- 
sense about bad business? 
I've had a good shop all the 
time, and haven't a panto- 
mime date open for three 
years. Good business, / call it.” 


he doing in this galley ?), Misses Aida Jenoure, M. A. Victor, Susie 
Vaughan, and Mr, Sedger’s new prima donna, Miss Sedohr Rhodes. 


NESTOR. 
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HOME FROM THE MARKET. 


Afternoon Caller (concerned).—“Lor Mrs, Beanfeast, if the 
master ain’t a-settin’ on the fire!” 

Mrs. B. (whose temper has been somewhat tried).—" Well, if he is, 
'tain’t no business o’ yourn! Can’t a man set whar ’e loikes in his 
own ’ouse?” 








TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EDITOR OF “FUN.” 
Craig Shaws (last week). 


S1r,—Anyone poseessed of nous is quite aware that shooting grouse 
is now the occupation which it most behoves the good and rich who 
can afford to rent a moor (a thing that’s quite beyond the poor, and 
even far from easy to the moderately well-to-do), or who, by planning 
to that end, can get invited by a friend, to proudly call themselves 
“a gun,” and gaily revel in the fun. But, as you are aware, sir, I am 
under no necessitye of taking either course to get the privilege of get- 
ting wet, or scorching in the baking sun, while burdened with a 
beastly gun that’s gifted with a fiendish “ kick” and serves me ev ry 
sort of trick—no, sir, on neither kin nor kith need I rely (I say it with 
becoming modesty of tone),—I’ve rocks and heather of my own. As 
usual with me each year, I have a party staying here (and by “a 
party,” Mr. Fun, I mean a group of more than one), who, clad in 
knickerbocker (tweed), in stockings very thick indeed, with bag and 
gun and hobnailed boot, have gone upon the moors to shoot ; they won t 
be back till nearly night, and so I’m sitting down to write, in solitary 
state, old chap, about 

THE ExsborR HANDICAP. 


THE sun blazes gaily on park and on pavement, 
The flagstones gleam white and the grass has gone brown, 

And those who're not chained by stg ow 
Have gone (or are going) away from the town. 

North, sath, Weast aan West they explore and they dot land, 
O’er hamlet and island and meadow and shire, 

And some will go shooting the grouse of Auld Scotland, 
And some to see races at classic Knavesmire, 


Then choose we the latter with ready decision, 
And hope in our bosom of “ making a bit, 
And, proud of our gifts of unerring prevision, , 
Let’s pick out the winner from those that are “ fit. 
There are Workington, Houndsditch and Father Confessor 
Among the old stagers whose day isn’t done, 
And Ragimunde seems, with St. Cyr, a possessor 
Of attributes, possibly, second to none. 








But youngsters there are, who've a voice in the matter, 
There’s Hudson, there's Lauriscope, nothing can stop ; 
There's Springtime as well ny its chance one may flatter) 
And Lower Boy may not be far from the top. 
These groups (or I’m very much out) hold the winner ; 
The pick of the basket they certainly are, 
Though I’ve shown my opinion by sta my dinner 
They'll all have to reckon with sturdy ar, 


Well, up to now the weather here is vastly better than last year, 
‘Twas then uncomfortably cool and rain was its established rule, the 
country round was half in flood, the roads were two feet deep in mud, 
and wearers of the native clogs were always losing them in bogs. This 
year the sun is scorching hot and perspiration is our lot, our counten- 
ances are half skinned (there's no ameliorating wind), the moors are 
slippery with heat, so walking on them is a treat, and if, for walks, 
the roads we trust, they nearly smother us in dust. So, though no 
rains descend and pelt and no rheumatics now are felt, and winds no 
more remove one’s hat, we still find things to grumble at, One thing 
about this country, though, prevents me posing as her foe—whate’er 
her state of weather be, if all the country seems a sea, the sky a grey 
depressing pall and rains continually fall, or if the sun’s ablaze on 
high, and all the fishing streams are dry and natives fry in road and 
porch (explaining why they call them Scorch!), the weather is, 
whate’er you think, a grand excuse to have a drink. So fare-you- 
well, thou Southron cuss, I'm yours, THE Mac TROPHONIUS, 





— 





Our Champion Idiot. 


Our Champion Idiot says he cannot imagine why so many philo- 
sophers and wise men generally are always writing about fools and 
their ways, Not professional fools, but chaps that are born so, like 
those twenty millions about which Carlyle cackled so persistently. 
Where does the fun come in? not tosay Fun, O, OC. I. says he never 
wanted to write about wise Johnnies to jeer em about their acquire- 
ments, and we can’t see why honest folk can’t fool to the top of their 
bent, or anywhere else, if they like. What's the use of a philosopher 
if he’s no profit? Our Champion Idiot is still sucking the knob of 
his walking stick and wondering how it will all end, 














A GARGANTUAN Maat e 
“The scoundrel! I'll make bim eat bis words!" 
“Then he'll have a meal that will last a lifetime, 


“ How so?” : 
“ Why, the man’s got a frightful impediment in his speech ! 
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ADDING THE MORALITY. 








“I say, Dander,” said the Theatrical Manager to Seccon Dander, 
the playwriter, “this piece you've adapted from the French is a bit 
too risky—really dreadfully improper! Corrupt the morals of the 
audience,” 


“ Tell you what, then,” said Dander; “ 1’ll make a moral play of it. 
Nothing easier. Instead of letting the highly improper hero and 
heroine come out all right at the end, I'll make ’em die horrible and 
revolting deaths in sight of the audience, see ?—blood and writhings 
and black in the face—something that’ll impress’em, That'll make a 
moral piece of it.” 





ACT II,—“ 0-oh ! 


ACT IV,—“ Ugh!” 


ACT V,—“Wugh! Uegh! Ho-0-0!” 





Well, I never did!” 





The audience at home that night :—Nightmare. 
Moral Result—problematical, 








William Mending, 


WHEN William is away from the office, he stops at home, as he 
says, to make himeelf useful, He tries to mend the clock with the 
screwdriver and put the wires of the birdcage right with the hammer 
when the bird is inside it. William is not by any means altogether 
of the harmless class of lunatics, That clock couldn't keep time now 
even if it was boiled in quicksilver at Greenwich Observatory, and 





that bird has had half ite tail knocked off. When William says, 
“ My dear, I mean to stop at home and make myself useful,” Mrs. 
William answers, “ Will you ye | go and sit on the top of a barrel 
of ny ip or try chipping a chunk of dynamite with a mallet ; 
oO 


you'll do a great deal less mischief than if you stop at home to make 
yourself useful,” 
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THE FINISHING TOUCH. 


ms S Se . SOS ws : 7 ~. . ~ ~\ a -. . ‘ 
~~ : -, ~, a xen WS SX S \ ty 
\ . x % \ . : SS . : 
SSS SSE RS SQ SY SAS wes 
\ ’ > = °>% ao Pa : = oe Ss ~ 





‘ 
Ss \ 
— ss . 





~sS — = == 
SS FO —eeeee 
—! »s ‘ 


—S 


DRESSING FOR THE PARTY 


a 





1 ES PEE SOE CONE oF. SABE: BNR aM 











nae 


~e 


eae mag . 
& PR iam, pnt, 


wo 
nh ge oad 





ing Wipes vx 
os 


fa at 
me 


ere eee ih maple ee 
Sadie 


Meee ee 


i oe 


Peet ote 


Bow 


ci Mes 


rs 


At RT mia 
4 Ee 


Ce 


Ce “i _ = y 
> SENT eI! ee = yi a, URE ‘a “ . Aa 
De a Ge it SEE ERE RN aE rege re eae ‘ 


~* 


i ose 





* 





mecha em 


ee ee eee 


2 ey te 


SLE LY RR ITY AY 
* 
eRe a 
ES ie Ree Aa eo 





HUN. 





Avausr 24, 1892, 





Cn te 
GOOD BUSINESS. 
First Theatrical Manager.—“ How's business!” 
Second T. if.—*' Capital! We're doing double the business we were ; 
first night we'd only one person in, last night we'd two!” 














FUN-DB-SIBCLH FAROBS. 
Wives, Hives, Lives, axp 5 OR, THE LATEST STUDY 
IN UI, 

A Cosmopolitan Comedictta-Pantomime-Tragedy in two or 
three twinges.' 

PROLOGUE, Zater THE Spixit or D.T., gruesome, perplewed, 

THE Srixit or DT, 
Now in this so-called Silly Season, 
Once again I have good reason 
To fill my caldron up with something— 
Anything ; the merest rum thing 
Will suffice: or gay or solemn 
So that it will filla column, (Ponders.) 
What sha]! I this year put forward? 
Kastward, Westward, Southward, Nor’ ward— 
Ab! Ibaveit! Some smart gay lure, 
Like my “ Marriage is a failure!” 
[ Summons several Ink FIEXLS. 
What bo! write me some epistles 
To make the B.P. bite—as agses do at thistles! 
CHorvs of INK FIENDS at work, 
Nothing is heard in the room but the burrying nibs of the Ink Fiends, 
Busily writing out “ feelers” to work upon cranks, jays and faddists, 
As thus:—*To THE EpitTor, S1n,—*‘I long bave desired to be 
married. 
“ But —e I find the best wife—in Britain or out in parts 
oreign 
“Who's the best wife for a cook, and who's the best cook for a wife? 
“ How — does it cost to be married, and would you advise me to 
0 80! 
“ And, also, r¢é Mothers-in-law : are they best toiled or fried ? 
“ Yours, A DovustTisrT.” 
[ Facunt all, dancing and shouting with gle, 
THE PLAY. ScEexe—Zhe Courting Corners of Great Britain, 
Pater several BACHELORS with an equal number of SPINSTEBS, 
They spoon violently, Music Honeyioso, 





Bacnetors to Sprysters. Ah! Dear One! Do not turn from 
me. Thou knowest how I love but thee! Long have I loved thee, 
Be mine, sweet maid? 

THE SPrInsTERs (with astonishment, of course). Be thine! O dear! 
You startle me ; it is all so sudden ! You must really ask mamma, 

BacHELors. I will, I will! and that right early in the morning! 


I will wait on your dear mother for a reply. Meanwhile this 
erie 7 ( We think it doly petite to withdraw at this.) 


Scene I1.—At the SprnsTeRs’ MamMas’ residences neat morning, 
SPINSTERS (eagerly waiting the BACHELORS’ knocks). Time goes 
on, ma dear, and yet he cometh not. 
' Postmen’s knocks heard at each door. Enter a letter 
to each SPINSTER. 


SPINsSTERS (opening letters). Oh! ... what is this? Ma, dear, 


see—read it, read it ! 
[SPINSTERS swoon on their respective carpets. 
THE SprmsTers’ Mas (reading their respective letters), “My own 
darling—that was to be—since I so ardently proposed for your dear 
(that would have been) hand last night, I have been reading the Gaily 
Silligraph, which shows that no English wives can be so good as— 
well, in short, I respectfully beg to withdraw my generous offer, as I 
am making other arrangements. To send writs of breach of promise 
is useless, By the time this reaches you I shall be seeking a bride on 
the Spanish Main, with, of course, an eye to the Spanish main chance, 
Tra-la-la! dearest, fondest Spinster, thine, silver-platonically, 
“ BACHELOR.” 
Mas (to daughters). The wretch! But come, my cheyild, bear 
up. Your mother will avenge you, if she gets a chance, 
Scene IIlf.—The Continent, Enter the BACHELORS, 
BACHELORS, "Twas a rough passage. But, see, yonder are French 
and German maidens. They do not seem quite so beautiful as our 
own native produce; but, still, they are far better cooks and managers, 
you know, and the G. S. has said it. (Zo the CONTINENTAL GIRLS.) 
Pr’ ythee, gentle foreigner, will you be mine? 
THE CONTINENTAL GIRLS. Merci! Non! Nein! etc., ete. 
BACHELORS (weeping). Repulsed! Well, we will back to the 
darlings we have left. 
[They back. Scene changes to same as SCENE II. 
BACHELORS (to English SpinsteRs). We come to lay our bands 
and hearte again at your feet, sweet English lasses ; for, even if you 
don't cook quite so well as—— 
THE alec Too late! we are engaged! 
approach, 
ACHELORS (amazed). But they are foreigners! 
SPISSTERS. Quite so! The foreigners, hearing that the English 
suitors were seeking foreign sweethearts, seized the opportunity of 
coming over and wooing English brides. 

[ International warfare is about to set in, but Fur & Co., 
UNIVERSAL ARBITRATORS (LIMITED), enter, and 
make reconciliation and reassortment. Contentment, 
canoodling and 

CURTAIN, 


See, our lovers 
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“Great snakes, Bob! Strike me stupid! what’s the meaning of 
this?” “Well, you see, old man, it is too jolly hot to be comfy in one’s 
skin,solam ust sitting outa bit in my skeleton to have a cool down.” 
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ain’t to be borne! 


(4) 





Jones revives the ancient costume of the Romans and 
appears in a toga, which Mrs. J. slightly objects to. 


So does Jones himself when the 
barometer slithers down to 55. 

















Vs _ F- 


Mrs, Mac Swilltub (lodging-house keeper).—‘“ Well, I'm sure this 
This ‘ere;third floor front a-facing the sun ‘as killed 
off three lodgers already, and now 'ere's young Mr. Brown ‘as melted 
clean away and left nothin’ but a patch of grease and ‘is boots.” 


‘FRee , P2 


Kewtboy invents a new patent defy-all-weather 


set of garments and comes off magnificently. 








“All Work and No Play.” 


SOME moulidy cranks, who year by year 
Have at their studies pegged away, 
And into pleasure’s byways ne'er 
For one brief moment legged away, 
Would from our nation's daughters fain 
Each source of laughter hide away, 
Would have her sons from Mirth’s domain 
In holy horror glide away ! 


Bat, though these worms have every right 
To sternly tear themselves away 

From sport, and with malicious spite 
To drive the laughter-elves away, 

be mcd not blameless their intent 

_ To € our youngsters budge awa 

From frolic, io and merriment, r 
And gravely, grimly drudge away ! 


No doubt we all, both young and old, 
Should pass some certain time away 
n gathering Learning’s sheaves of gold 
r And bearing stores sublime away. 
et, ah! what paupers we should be, 
With all the wealth we'd borne away, 
[f all the wealth of harmless glee 
Must from our lives be torn away ! 





So, maids and masters, let those cranks 
Still snarl (in sullen mood) away : 
Be their advice received with thanks, 
Then from your minds tabooed away ! 
Those laughter-elves, to whom is given 
To chase the tear and sigh away, 
Were surely never meant by Heaven 
To fade and droop and die away! 


What time your daily toil is done, 

To Mirth’s dominions haste away : 
By guileless glee and genial fun 

Let gloomy thoughts be chased away, 
And learn how Care, morose and sour, 

Will from your view collapse away 
Whene'er you while a leisure hour 

With Fun’s right “ Funny Scraps” away! 








ConTRARY to general expectation, Mr. 
Henry Labouchere, M.P., has obtained no 
place in the new Ministry. In the matter of 
new boots his Northampton constituents may 
be accepted as ex : but we take leave to 
doubt whether they know so much about Old 
Boots, to whom some of them are inclined to 
attribute their Member’s exclusion from office. 





Dressing for the Party.—(Se# Carroow.) 


Here's a Cabinet Portrait that may 
Be regarded with pleasure, no doubt, 
If you view the affair in a rational way, 
Well remembering what it’s about, 
Also how unto facts it applies 
In distinct allegorical wise. 


See, a grand and old Masher you know 
Has adorn'd his still vigorous frame 

For the Party to which he will presently go 
Asa host of most eminent fame, 

And in which he'll assaredly shine 

’Mongst them all like a star superfine, 


When he look'd at himself in the glass, 
After being in“war-paint” array d, | sarpass 
He t smile with a smile one could hardly 
At the charming reflection it made ; 
The ensemble was certainly neat, 
Yet lack'd something to stamp it complete, 


Then the last Rose of Summer—id est, 
The last Rose-bery—flower ofjprice [ best, 
Both the hardest to get and consider’d the 
Was jast fix’d in ite place in a trice, 
And he found—he suspected as much— 
‘T was the needfal, the finishing touch. 
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DEGREES OF INIQUITY. 
Cissy (reading the “ Arabian Nights”).—“ Why, Blue Beard must 
have been as cruel to his wives as Henry the Kighth was.” 


Dolly.—“ Worse, dear. Henry the Highth never had a secret 
chamber he wouldn't let them peep into,” 











OUT OF TOWN! 

I TAKE it as a fact that every other lunatic I meet asks me how it is 
that I’m still in town. Well, I'd just as lief be still in town as 
jumping about at the seaside. I can paes my life very well where I 
am, Yes, 1 hare been toa gocd many seaside places, I've smelt the 
harbour at Ramegate, and the stale fishing nets at Margate, and I’ve 
clambered up Beachy Head, and cricked my back at Hastings, and I've 
drunk the water at Scarborough without its doing me the least good. 

And I’ve been out of town abroad? Oh, dear, yes! Made a lunatic 
of myself like other people that way. I don’t claim any particular 
distinction from the rest of the world in not having done that sort of 
stupidity. The glorious Rhine? Ob, dear, yes, I’ve done the glorious 
Rhine! And the Rhine boat and the castled crags of the Drachenfels. 
I have been on the Rhine boat and have had to smoke the most 
villainous cigars on it, and to drink Rhine wine about forty per cent, 
dearer and not as good as you get itin London, I remember the 
cutlets I had to eat a good deal better than the castled crags, They 
were both about equally bard, 

Yes, and nowadays the great notion is to dothe river. As if I 
particularly raved about doing the river. The riverside inn is so 
charming. I haven't found it so. The old bars are all done away 
with, and it’s all girls, with golden hair and coloured glass bottles and 
bad drinks. No great improvement in that direction, I should think. 
And the lunch business. I can Junch just as well without the smell 
of machine oil near me, although it may show my bad taste to say so, 
And then people always manage to get snappish some time or the other 
in the couree of the day, And the claret always gets in the sun instead 
of being kept properly cool, 

As far as out of town is concerned, anyone may have my share of it, 
e0 I can tell you, It’s all a parcel of confounded nonsense, Bah ! 
DIOGENES TUBBs, 


-—_—_—_—- eae — 
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The “Ghost” Puzzle, 
SUGGESTED BY THE RECENT ART SCANDAL, 

Ir Painter Pipkin, while he wrought 

His magnum opws, “ On the Shelf,” 
Dame Briggs besought (since she, he thought, 

Would know much better than himeelf,) 
To eay if puss, or albws mus, 

Or fur-clad dog, would be the most 
Fit pet for sour old maid to “ nues "— 

as Mistress Briggs that painter's ghost ? 


If Poet Jones was “ wired,” when he'd 
esolved on “ painting red the town,” 

To send with speed a guinea screed, 
And, grumbling, said to Scribbler Brown, 











“ Look here, old man, I want a spree ; 
Just do the job—but make no ol 
And three-p’un’-three shall be your fee!” 

Was Scribbler Brown that poet’s ghost ? 


If Author Jinkins, who, we're sure, 
Has ne’er been out of town a week, 
Produced “ My Tour 'mid Russia’s Poor” 
Within Maunde Thom ’s bibliotheke, 
Then would it be (though by his guile 
He'd all his readers “ had on toast’’) 
A libel vile if one should style 
The B.M.L, that author’s ghost ? 





THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


THE Grand Old Cabinet Maker has proved that his hand has not 
lost its cunning at his trade. Still, one looks down the list of Minis- 
terial appointments in vain for a representative of that Labour 
interest which has had so important a share in returning Mr. Glad- 
stone to power. The Labour questions are bound to come to the fore, 
if not concurrently with, then immediately after Home ‘Rule, and 
it would not have been unwise of the Premier to have had a 
thoroughly representative Labour Member in his Cabinet. 

Lord Rosebery has taken over the Foreign Office portfolio, and 
Foreign affairs will now assume a primrosy aspect. 

As I intimated to my readers, Mr. Rigby is now the Solicitor- 
General, Sir Horace Davey, who, although a gigantic success at the 
Bar, is a comparative failure in Parliament, will doubtless soon or late 
receive the solatium of a high judicial appointment, 

Mr. Asquith is the quite-at-Home Secretary. 

Lord Spencer has qualified for the Admiralty by displaying admir- 
able statesmanship. 

Lord Houghton is to be Lord Lieutenant of Ireland. M’yes! but 
the appointment will be liked least in Liberal ranks. Why not Lord 
Aberdeen? Lord Houghton’s only previous appointment has been 
that of a lord-in-waiting, so that once again everything comes to the 
man who waits. Stop a bit, though, Mr, Labouchere has waited and 
worked for a long time, and—where is Labby ? 

Now ‘that The Macdermot is included in the Ministry, people are 
asking what Mr. Gladstone means to do for Mr, Chevalier and Mr, 
Arthur Roberts, 

Mr. Gladstone is in a fighting mood, hence he is putting up both 
his Morleys—John and Arnold, 

The Hon, Member for Wolverhampton is President of the Local 
Government Board, This is as it should be; he is Fowler by name, 
and by nature no man could be fairer, 
pn = 

the To-,; 

rie8 tO wins 

task with Back Acainat 

A motion 
well ma- 
naged by 
Asquith, 

Now this 
Agquith’s 
4% a t 
Home,” 
i es 
though 

Tories 

may 
foam, 

In office 
his lead- 
er he'll 
bask 
with, 


And now 
that Her 
Majesty's 
old and 
faithful 
setae ob ENTER ela ats EaAiT 
aan kar NOTES ON THE SITUATION. 
new and equally faithful servants have taken their places, kissed her 
gracious hand and sworn to serve her well, Parliament is pro- 
rogued and they retire, some for re-election, all to fit themselves 
into their respective grooves, to plan their plans and measure out 
their measures for faithfully serving their country. So be it. 

THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWEB. 
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(1) Fieldfare, the landscapist, and Spoonbates, 
the angler, took their holiday together, and were 
congratulating themselves upon having discovered 
= an unspoiled rural paradise wherein to follow their 
— favourite avocations within easy reach of town, 
ie when a benevolent philanthropist chanced to loaf 
their way. “Ah!” said he, “ what a lovely spot! 
How fortunate is your lot to enjoy this sweet tran- 
quility! But how much enhanced it would be 
h {ccordingly he went Home aad “wrote the place mp,fand 
city share its soothing influence with ycu! I will see what can be done.” Accordingly he went place up, 
agitated till he got cheap excursions aa from the East End; and then Fie and Spoonbates found their tranquility enhanced with a 
vengeance, (3) So gratefal did they feel to their benefactor, that they invited him to stroll with them by ,the riverside in the still evening 
hour. Shortly thereafter a good philanthropist was missing—though not much missed. . 
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New Leaves, 

P@RHAPS the finest thing in Longman’s is “The Ballad of Love | Review will be found Part III. of “ Welsh Places of Interest,” with 
and Death,” « Hight-legged Friends” weave a different sort of web, | similar charming views to those in the former —The frontis- 
a inviting as the spider's to the fly—A good supply of the right sort jece to The Review of Reviews is a portrait of Mr. Chamberlain, 
of stuff to please its readers is kept up by Zhe Idler. The present is an MP. and the“ character sketch " is of “ Sir Charles Dilke,” in which 
excellent number,—In the thick of the good things of The Welsh | the heavy hammer is brought down on the head of a favourite nail, 








In no case will they be returned uniess 
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LATTER-DAY FABLES—WITH MATTER-OF-FACT MORALS. 
THE MEDICAL SPECIALIST AND THE PLEURITIC PATIENT. 





A Medical Specialist, who devoted Was extremely annoyed at the advent of a At this, a faithfal cur who accompanied the patient, 
himself wholly to the study and pleuritic patient, who compl lained of suffering hearing his master spoken to roughly, made a dash at 
practice of diseases of the thumb, acute thoracic pains. “ My good sir,” hecried, the specialist, and, seizing him by the right hand, 


testily, “what the deuce do you mean by inflicted serious injuries upon his speciality. 
coming to me? Iam a doctor, certainly—but 

d , . . v* * 7 7 9 
I know nothing about pleurisy. My speciality is the thumb! 








Yi; 
v 
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Ten minutes later the hapless patient, While the wounded |specialist, unable to attend He, however, devoting his energies solelytothe 
in endeavouring to reach the nearest to his own injuries left-handed, rushed frantically renovation of the liver,and being utterly ignorant | 
pleurisy man, who resided three miles into the establishment of a medical confrére who of thumb practice, was unable to render the 
away, fell prone upon a friendly doorstep dwelt close at hand, slightest assistance ; and the unfortunate special- 
and yielded to an attack of syncope ; ist, being seized with tetanus, had no alternative 

but to form the subject of an inquest on the following day. 


_Mora.—ZJn an age of “ specialism" the wahanry pane runs the chance of getting a little bit mized, 
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NOW READY. PRICE SIXPENCE. Our Queen. JUST OUT. PRICE ONE SHILLING. 


FUN'’S FUNNY SCRAPS 28k ncen me mean is not the queen of 9 GOLDIRR'S SWEETHEART,” 


any country, but a queen for all countries 


64 Pages of Literary and Artistic Matter, Beautifully wherever there are armies, navies, volunteer 
Printed on Fine Paper in Coloured Wrapper. and fire brigades, and orderly households. “It is a charming love idyl, worthy the author of 
“Pyn-Ka” is her name—the queen of metal  iieke tollta? "fetes Eieuseened Ii 
A capital sixpennyworth for holiday folk.”"— Referee. po! iahe rs, All stores sell it, yt, no home can ‘My Neighbour Nellie.’"— Jenny /llustrated Paper. 
“Fun” Office, 153 Fleet St., London, a. C. be clean, bright or nappy without it. , Fun ” Office, 153 Fleet St., London, E.C 
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POWDER English Manufacture, 
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a a Luxury. Dainties in endless See that YOUR yet it! Absolutely Pure,” gay 
ariety e Cho t Dish d the Riche ‘ure Foreigs 
Custard NO EGGS REQUIRED — As bad makes noite sold. —The Analyst. F Coek 
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for the Proprietors W. Lay, at 153 Fleet Street, B.O. 
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ady Jane — if is aig MM" Doughnut, / would fire guile : 
he recklessly — ala (ree, or fence, say, ana then you might poss bly — 
-_ bring Bown 2 bird. Sys does nf be her Such a nice girl afler 
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< Rain Clothe ts a : 
) | | , bin DONE at Hendon Deer hunting 1”) full swing. ‘ 


Fou le Priga naige yn Sue ely, 





(1) When at partridges a novice fires in Sept——, (4) An irate “ Phoenix” sister slanged her hub 
’Twere well if he part-rigid always kept. For spending al] his earnings at the pub. 
S (2) The assaulter who performed this cowardly deed (5) Plain clothes-men in the force up Hendon way 
Was a rat—an Old Kent Rodent sort of breed. Were nearly made a Hend-on t’other day. 
(3) The would-be young Dick Turpin’s bold design (6) To hunt the Stag is now the vogue once more, = ier 
Se For him turned out as hot as Turpin-tine. sut the Stag says, “ Deer-y me! O, what a bore ee 
(7) In Sicily "tis again a Brigand-age 
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THE CRITERION.—EETSY GIVES WARNING. 


hearty laughter, frequent applaues, and a 
smiling box office keeper, which one connects 
only with the successful production of a 
novelty. I don’t know how it is exactly, 
for I don’t think Betsy is funnier than many 
another piece none of us would goa hundred 
yards to see. I expect it’s all a matter of 
fancy—same time, it is a funny piece. 


In the present revival, Mr. Giddens enjoys 





a “live” play as Betsy. 
Not one piece in a 
hundred will bear revi- 
val after its original run, 
and here this volatile 
young lady pops up 
serenely about once per 
annum, generally in the 
slackest season, not 
merely with satisf 

results, but with all the 
accompaniments of 


The Geevor —THERE never was such 














A SWEET OLD LaDY. 


the distinction of being the only member of 


the original cast included, His Talbot is—to 


«-. use an entirely new and original expression 


—as good asever. Mr. Blakeley, as the man 


— of papers, is a sufficiently familiar figure to 


Tok CRITERION. ~—A 
SWEET OLD GENTLE- 
MAN. 


suspicion that in a night or two he will “ 
have made a good deal more of it. Mr. C, 
Edmunds deserves a note for a small part. 





Miss Jenny RoGers labours under the 
disadvantage of succeeding Miss Lottie 
Venne in the principal character, but even 
with this severe test, she has no reason to <© 
be discouraged with the result, and so hooray ——. 
for Betsy. Poor Mignonette is rather an 
interesting little opening piece, by-the-by, 
funny in its way, and with some capital rz, p 
lyrics by a gentleman who knows how to 





rank almost as one of the first cast—that is 


; to say, there is nothing left to say about his 


performance, except that it is “as good as 
ever,” you know. The remainder of the cast 
consists mostly of new comers—to this play, 
at anyrate. I think Miss F, Francis has 
given us her Mrs. MacManus—with its deli- 
cious taste of the brogue—before, and I’m 
not sure but what Miss Fanny Robertson's 
“ sweet old lady” is not a second hand per- 
wt grep But on Welton Dale isa new 

y for them all to play with (a very good 
Dolly, too), and Mr, gs Valentine rn Aw a 
characteristic and comical MacManus, for the 


4, firet time of ask- 
. ing, I think, Mr. 


D. 8. James is also 
new to Mr. Samuel 
Dawson, and a very 
respectable show 
this clever young 
character actor ; 
makes of it, % 
although I have a Ma 





AVILION.—THE BELLE 
OF THE BAL. 


write lyrics—and writes them that way. 


THe LonpoN PAVILION.—The vigorous management of this 
establishment insures to the spectator whose tastes lie in that direc- 


tion, something t 


mrar? 
CHOUET LAO 


from “dewy eve” if not “ till dawn’ 





least until the last omnibus starts upon its convivial way. Last week 
—I won't commit myself to this week, “constant change of scene” 
the motto of the halls—I just caught ; 
Miss Dora Fielding informing the assembled 
multitude that “It’s all very well to play 
with a girl,” but she seemed of the opinion 
that it was better to mean business. Mr. 
T. W. Barrett related one of his unfortunate 
matrimonial experiences, Miss Lizzie Collins 
ve us a nice , high-waisted dance, and 
iss Sadie Grossmith eulogised “ Killarney ” 
with such sweetness that we unanimously 
invited her to do it again. Mr. Tom Lea- 
more related some of his unfortunate matri- 
monial experiences. (Comedians, as they 
call them, suffer much from wives, and it 
always has a bad effect upon their clothing.) 
Miss Nellie Navette danced us a double gpg payiiion—A BLAack 
shuttle, I beg pardon, I mean shuffle, of LEG—STRIKING, TOO. 
course, She also sang us a song. I don’t 
think it could have taken long to learn. It was mostly the same two 
lines all the time. She danced worth a lot,though. Evans and Lux- 
more gave a sufficiently amusing turn with music on strings and a 
grotesque elaboration of the bell business. A “mimic” gave us some 
fairly good imitations of popular favourites with the go taken out of 
them. Miss Marie Col- 
lins invited us to “ Der- 
rink, boys” with such 
determination and 
looked so handsome 
while she did it, that she 
drove me to it. So I 
split a squash with my 
friend. Capital idea of 
the management, by-the- 
way, to advertise the 
drinks this way. 





MDLLE. ALMA “of 
the Golden Ball,” an 
“equilibriste,” is very 
clever at keeping @ 
balance, and as she has 
a good and generous 
figure, must find it very 
satisfactory from a bank- 
ing account point of 
view. It was also satis- 
factory to observe that 
this engaging young lady 
has the ball at her feet. 
Mr. G. W. Hunter is a 
comedian, but his matri- 
monial relations are, so far as we know, all right. He, however, 
avoided all reference to them, which is a suspicious circumstance in 
itself. He obliged with a couple of rather funny songs, though—one 
an expertly constructed medley of popular ditties. Messrs. Baughman 
and Daly, the crack shots “ from the Tivoli,” 
cracked shots here with no diminution of 
skill, Mr. C. Bignell, Miss Jenny Valmore, 
Mr. C, Godfrey, and Mr. Howard Reynolds 
each gave us a taste of their well known 
quality, 





THE PAVILION —“O8 ! SNAKES!” 


THEN Miss Florence Levy did her “Ser- 27 
— Dance,” bless you! Perhaps Miss 2 @& 

vy is not aware that J was the first person ““77J 
to introduce this dance into England, It ““ 
was suggested to me by the visions and gyra- 
tions caused by an over indulgence in 
“galmon ” one evening—the snakes and the 
corkscrew business are sufficient proofs of 
this. I hope, however, Miss Levy will not 
leave off dancing it for anything I may say 
—I beg she won’t think of it. She does it 
every bit as well as I do, and looks about 
ninety-seven degrees, decimal ten, more fetch- 
ing. Besides M. D’Auban and a lot of people 
have often done it in pantomimes with a 
cloak. Not—as I thought before, but didn’t 
say—that I care a cent one way or the other. 
Miss Levy is a born dancer, anyway, and 
anything she does in that way is simply “good enough.” After this, 
Mr. James Fawn invited us to “have another” (but there wasn’t 
another). N ESTOB. 





THE PAVILION.—A BaT- 
TERED BENEBDICE. 
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FUN’S FASHION PLATE FOR SEPTEMBER. 








Becoming hat—— 
especially for a 

plain lady. 
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Suitable cape for ladies 
with bad Figures 








Well-Favoured and Fat. 
SHE was fair, and well-favoured, and fat, was the maid 
Whom I merrily mashed when at Margate I stayed, 
But, although with my heart she “old gooseberry ” played, 
Yet her corpulence caused me to fret. 
When we went on the main for a oe po spin, 
She so weightily sat (with her cargo of gin) 
On one side of the boat, that the boat we were in 
And its occupants all were upset. 
Upset? Yes, upset! And it’s I who’m upset 
To reflect that my Sundayest clobber got wet, 
And myself nearly drowned, just because, like a flat, 
i'd made love to a maiden well-favoured and fat ! 


She was wondrously fat, and well-favoured, and fair, 

And she held all my soul in a Sirenese snare 

As, each eve, round the ballroom in gay Cecil Square 
*Mid the gilded assembly we rushed. 

But I cannot recall, without frowning a frown, 

How, on three sad occasions, kerflop on the crown 

Of three thirty-bob toppers of mine she came down, 
And three thirty-bob toppers thus crushed. 

Were they crushed? They were crushed! And it’s I who am 

crushed 

To reflect (though for cash I was woundily pushed) 

That I'd thrice to invest in a masher top-hat, 

Through admiring a maiden well-favoured and fat ! 


She was fat—bless her heart !—and well-favoured, and fair, 
But her magnitude brought me at last to despair, 
And impelled me my pledges of love to forswear, 
For it came on a season to pass 
That along the bright sands on a donkey she rode, 
And the org burdened beast, bowing down ‘neath its load, 
Became flat as a pancake—so flat that I’m blowed 
If I hadn’t to buy a new ass ! 
A new ass? Yes,anass! And it’s I who’m the ass 
For allowing the whole of my junketing brass 
To be paid for a donkey, because, like a flat, 
I'd made love to a maiden well-favoured and fat! 








Proud Small Boy.—* My father smokes ‘ Henry Clays.’ ” 
ante Small Boy.—* Gar'n! that’s nothink! My father smokes 
ng ‘uns,” 








hood of the pole. 





New Leaves. 

“ GARDENS Design, and Architects’ Gardens,” by W. Robinson, F.L.S. 
(John Murray). e true and the beautiful in landscape gardenin 
seem to be debatable terms. The author lets loose his o beiene— anal 
opinions, be it said—as against the opinions of others, en experts 
differ, right should prevail, and the true and the beautiful should 
triumph,—“ London in 1892,” originally compiled by Herbert Fry 
(W. H. Allen and Co.). In the twelfth year of publication of this 
well known and valuable work, it is only necessary to say that it is 
brought up to date, and that those who peruse its will soon find 
out how well they like “ London.”—“ Holidaysin North Germany and 
Scandinavia,” edited by Percy Lindley (30 Street). Intending 
travellers will do well to scan this excellent guide book, one of the 
series compiled by the same able editor. It describes delightfully all 
the salient features of these not too much travelled, but eminently 
travelable and enjoyable countries.—‘“The Life and Adventures of 
Christopher Columbus,” by Alexander Innes, M.A. (David Bryce and 
Son, Glasgow). The life of Christopher Columbus is much more than 
a twice told tale, but it has probably never before been compressed 
into a concise form such as people who have little time at their dis- 
posal vastly prefer. All the important facts are given, and all the 
re details are omitted.—“ Stage-Iana,” compiled and edited 
by W. Sapte, Junr. (C. H. Fox). This capital book is brimful of 
amusing anecdote, no less than 1,000 funny stories, invaluable, if not 
almost indispensable to the funny story teller of society, whose most 
acceptable and successful laughter movers are those about the “ play- 
houses, the play, and the players.”—* Tales of the Thames,” by W. B. 
Maxwell (Simpkin, Marshall, Hamilton, Kent and Co,.), This isa 
readable book of short sketches of not more than ordinary ability. Of 
any distinguished merit the tales fall short by a head.—* The British 
Constitution and Government,” by Frederick Wicks (Eden Reming- 
ton and Co,). The nature of “ our glorious constitution” ought to be 
known to every man and woman, every son and daughter in all the 
Queen’s dominions, and every schcolboy ought to possess such a good 
constitution to uphold and enlighten him as is here “ candled” for 
him by Mr. Wicks.—‘“ Convicted Law Breakers,” by Hugh Ambrose 
(same publishers). The best recommendation of this book is that it 
is written in the interests of honour and morality.—‘“ A Debt of 
Honour,” by Mabel Collins (same publishers), This is a sadly sweet 
story, told with more than average skill. It is free from the morbid 
element that mars so many others, although the loves of the squire’s 
son and the innkeeper's daughter are by no means new to us, 
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METEOROLOGICAL MEM. 
Awful hurry-cane and sharp squalls reported from the neighbour- 
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WHAT'S in the 
papers ? For 
‘valuable in- 
formation” we 
look to the newe- 
papers and 
seek till we 
find it, In a re- 
cent number of 
that valuable 
publication, the 


Patent Medi- 

cines Journal, ; 
there is an article aie 
on the subject of el, 
St. Jacoss OIL ~_? 


(with a t 
of Mr, Geddes), 
brimful of such 
valuable in- | - 
formation as to | 4, 
ite virtues and 

the benefits it be- i 

stows on all who 
use it to relieve 


their sufferings. ecg Eo. 


I'm the Lord Chancellor.” 





(1) “ Dear me,” murmured the Lord Chancellor, 
after losing his train when out ruralising one day, 
“and there’s not another one for two hours. Well, 
ote I'd better go and have a look over the 

unatic asylum, it’s the only place of interest about here, and, after all, it’s part of my duties,” 


(4) “That is not of the slightest consequence, I 
I haven’t a card with me, but the fact is 








(2) And the next minute our learned 
friend was wending his way toward that 
superb edifice, 


of your sort upstairs,” 
















































(3) In response to his ring at the bell, 


Dignified Toleration informs him that it is not 
“ visitors’ day.” 





Editor of So« 
ciety Journal, 
“Here! I say, 
there’s an agita- 
tion against 
evening dress 
being compul- 
sory for the 
stalls, Which 
sideifZshall we 
take?” 

Haughty Dra- 
matic Critic— 
“Oh, we'll stick 
up for the dress 
suit!] \What’s 
the use of having 
one if a fellow 
loses his only 
chanee of wear- 





ing it?” 
Do stockbro- 
. li 
(5) “Are you, by gum? Come along, then, pone yang 
if that’s the case. We've got half a dozen more “bulls.”, - bsg 
* 4 ie 
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Quite a Little Holiday. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


WHEN you're youthful and so skittish in your 
mood, 
Too much leisure’s not consider’d to be good, 
And your masters consequently sometimes ask 
Or demand the due performance of a task 
In the holidays ; 
Which — task is often look’d at in the 
light 
Of a nuisance that inflicts a sort of blight 
On a period which should be free from care 
Altogether ; yet, despite the drawback there, 
You a manage, while thus fetter'd to the 
end, 
Both to do the task completely and to spend 
Very jolly days. 
There are certain boys (with whom we're all 


acguent— 
Needless further to describe the rsons 
meant) school, 


Being wholesomely employ'd now out of 





| 


For they're set to build a castle of Home Rule 
In a sandy place ; 
And they work like niggers, too, to get it 
done, 
So congenial the task is to each one. 
Ay, they dig and delve as busy as can be ; 
And, when once the structure’s finish’d, we 


shall see 

Whether they or t’other boys have most to 
learn— 

Whether they have rear'd a tumbledown 
concern 


Or a handy place. 








Odds and Ends. 
THE World’s Fair? So they say at Chicago, 
but some of the people in it are given to 
sharping. 


THE proprietors of the “London Miscel- 
lany,” inadvertising for a subeditor, announce 
that no one who has graduated at Oxford 





| 


or Cambridge need apply. Is this the begin- 
ning of the end? Is ‘Varsity education 
played out? Isa B. A. degree at this end of 
the century to be classed as a dis-A.B.-lity ? 
Poor Alma Mater pipes her eye 
To read “ No graduates need apply”! 


“ Ah, my father’s a playwright.” 

“ That’s nothing to brag about—my father’s 
more than that.” 

“ What is he?” 

“ A playwriter.” 


Epitaph in Donoughware Churchyard, 
Say, stranger, drop a passing tear 
For Susan Scott, whose bones lie here ; 
And, before you leave the spot, 

Offer thanks for old Sam Scott. 


“ARAMINTA, if you will become mine, 
you will find me ever tender.” 
“Edgardo, veal generally is.” 
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A MISCONCEPTION. 


-_— 


Government Clerk (detained in town until after the Ministerial elections).—“ STILL IN TOWN, LADY JANE?” 
Lady Jane—“ YOU ARE PERFECTLY RIGHT, MR. WAFERBLOT; IT JS STILL IN TOWN; WE ARE GETTING PERFECTLY BORED,” 








FUN-DE-SIBCLE FAROBS. 


THE LIBERTY OF THE SUBJECT. 
Very mucha farce,inafew acts,and several subjects—both free and casy* 


PROLOGUE. SCENE—FREELAND (alias the British Isles). Enter 
the NATIVES thereof, as jubilant as though they were Foresters out 
on the frivol, They sing thus :— 

; CHORUS OF BLITHE BRITONS. 

This busy-as-a-bee-land, And so we dance and frolic, 

Surrounded by the sea-land, Both civic and bucolic, 

Is quite a fearless, free land, And ne’er by melancholic 
And its name is Britain ! Moody fancies are we smitten, 

We've not the slightest need against Oppression e’er to strike, 
For we jolly well—tol-lolly well—do as we like! 


NATIVES (speaking, after appropriate refreshment). Now to resume 
our several avocations, our trades, professions, callings, and what not— 
especially what not! (They resume. Contentment sets in and seems 
likely to stop, when, enter a TYRANT.) 

TYRANT (noticing a child native sitting on his wall), What’s this ? 
A child—a male child—and of the dangerous age of twelve, daring to 
siton my wall! Hedies! (Seizes a stick or twe and very nearly 
makes him die.) 

BENEVOLENT OLD GENTLEMAN (by the name of F——. But, no, 
he is travelling incognito). Coward ! you have nearly killed the child! 
Come with me to Justice! (Takes him.) 

JUSTICE (with emotion, and three magistrates). Yes, it is a pity! 
We regret that the poor defendant should have allowed his feelings 
to overcome his judgment. We must deal sternly with him. He is 
fined half a crown! (The half-crown is immediately paid over, 
blushing terribly in the process.)' 

ANOTHER TYRANT (entering and noticing three children plucking 
turnips). Look! See! these infants are plucking my turnips! They 
shall be transported—the pluckers, not the turnips! (Lassocs them— 
the former, not the latter—and carries them to the local sessions.) 

J USTICE (with three magistrates and indignation), Good Heavens |! 
these children playfully plucking turnips, and in a Christian country, 
too. If such offenders don’t know better, they must be taught. I 
fine them three times as much as the poor gentleman who nearly 
killed the boy villain who sat on his wall. (Does so.) 

A Civic INTERFERER (entering, and noticing a gaily colowred 
cart being driven by a man, who occasionally tootles on a little 








trumpet). Gracious goodness! if that isn’t the Star chariot, and its 
driver creating a disturbance with a real cornet, (Zoe the Starry 
charioteer.) Here, drop that cornet! You won't? Here, after him ! 
Seize him, Law! Good dog!—good dog! Seizehim! When you've 
caught him, make him swallow these two summonses, and then 
commit him to Mars for three months without the option. (Le/t chasing 
him as scene changes.) 

A GOVERNMENT OFFICIAL (loaded with salary, enters, and finds 
some poor CUSTOMS’ SLAVES murmuring), Can I believe my eyes and 
my ears? oramI dreaming? These niggardly paid Customs’ slaves 
daring to murmur at having to toil day and night to do the overplus 
work for which such as I receive fat salaries for not doing? What? 
Mutiny! Here! fine ’em all round! Likewise stop a large propor- 
tion of their small salaries, [Fining and stopping sets in vigor- 
ously, and is still going on as scene changes, 

A BLOODSUCKER (entering and seeing a POOR WIDOW, striving to 
find food for herself and children by turning a massive mang/e), 
Hold! half-starved mangleress! I have to say to thee, You had this 
mangle on the Hire System. You have not yet —4 quite all your 
instalments. ’Tis true there is not much to come; but lo! I check ye 
in your Career of Crime. I distrain upon this mangle—lo! I annex 
it. (Seizes the mangle.) 

THE WIDow. But, sir, I will soon pay up the balance, Don’t take 
my mangle from me, I implore! My children will starve—I have no 
other means of livelihood, 

THE BLOODSUCKER. Let ’em starve, and you with ’em ; I mean to 
do my duty, and no power on earth shall stop me. (Departs with 
mangle, Enter to him, presently, MB, MORNING). 

Mr. MorNING. This is a shameful case, to seize this r widow's 
mangle, when she has paid most of her instalments. ! here is 
the sum twice told. Give her back her mangle, 

BLOODSUCKER,. Never! Who the devil are you? She dared to 
argue with me, With Me, forsooth! I refuse! (Then turning 
and trembling.) But, ah! who comes here with terribly ee 
eyes, and with a whip of satire in his hand? Ah! ag ee io 
me! ’Tis he, the Punisher of Wrong, the Friend of Oppressed ! 
‘Tis Fux! (Faints in terror under the mangle.) 

Mr. Fun (belabouring him). Yes, 'tis 1, FUN, and I forthwith pro- 
ceed to make it hot for you, and all such grinders of the poor and 
oppressed, 80 look out, [General Flight of Wrong Una, General 
Tey of the Wronged, Contentment again (pro tem.), and (for this 
week) CURTAINS, 
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(1) Mr. Bloohcerd Henpecker, —“ Capital idea, this D. 7. cor- 
respondence! Gives me a chance to say what I think of the ‘ missus,’ 
for once in my life, without being killed for it. How will this do? 
*SIR,—It is my misfortune to have united myself in marriage (in a 
moment of mental aberration) with a great, ugly, rawboned cow of an 


Englishwoman, Now, sir, what I say is'—— (2) Spank! (3) 
Mr. Sackson writes :—‘ Stn.—Some time ago I became the husband of 
a beautiful descendant of the ancient Irish kings, hailing from the 


romantic region of Ballybooze, co. Cork, The consequence is that, do 
1 . < . * : _ 
what I will, I have not been able to keep a single landlord since 


‘>4f ENGLISH (AND OTHER) WIVES. 





(4) And it is only by the exercise of great pr ties | that I have 
been able to avoid most disagreeable complications with the police. 
(5) Mr. Lukkydog writes :— S1rn,—For domestic virtues and thrift, 
commend me to a Scottish lassie,such as my wife, She is almost too 
saving. She feeds me on oil cakes, dog biscuits and strawboard. 
am now used to these, and to the stuff like warm mortar, which she 
calls ‘porridge,’ but when it comes to a ‘ haggis’—oh, lor! (6) I 
shall never forget the scene which ensued when she caught me smling 
on the Sabbath! Since then I have to listen to four sermons every 
night, besides ‘gangin’ three times till the kirk’ on Sunday.” 


a 


R49 >] 


H UN. —<Avcctst 31, 1 














CASTLE BUILDING. 


QUITE A LITTLE HOLIDAY. 
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See Cartoon Verses, p. >*. 























TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EpIToR or “Fuy.” 


Craig Shaws (last week). 

S18,—As you know, I am not one who greatly cares to wield a gun, 
and when in each succeeding year I have my shooting ies here, I 
always let them blaze away entirely to themselves all day ; they are 
content and I’m all right, and, as we only meet at night, when dinner 
mollifies the soul, we're pretty chummy on the whole. But, sir, the 
other morning they to break this custom mace essay, and said I ought 
to come for once. And, like a dunderheaded dunce, I did consent to 
join the drive, Well, sir, 1 wonder I’m alive! In point of fact, sir, 
I am free to say that it amazes me (I'm so decidedly unskilled) that 
all the pores were not killed, It was extremely hot, you know, and, 
my, how I did puff and blow! and how those rugged moors do tire, 
and, gracious! how I did ire! And now and then I'd catch my 
boot in some confounded er root, and down I'd go head fore- 
most prone (as like as not upon a stone!), and then my gun would fly 
away, and ev'ry soul would show dismay, and scutter quickly from the 
seed, for fear that wea should explode. But—fate be praised |— 


it never did, a rhe which even thus amid distress and toil on ev'ry 
cou 


hand, I'm blest if ld understand, until a covey rose and I put up 
my weapon to “ let fly,” but couldn’t fire it off a bit, because I t 
loaded it! But when this slight omission I was just about to rectify, 
the shooters, then upon the ground immediately gathered round, and 
‘twas decided, on the spot, that, on the whole, I'd better not. To this 
I readily agreed, and told them they had best proceed, for I had had 
about enough, and then I sat me down to puff; so I'm confirmed as I 
can be that shooting grouse is not forme. When I regained a decent 
state, I thought about a certain PLATE which they are running for 
next week ; it’s called 
THE PEv'RIL OF THE PEAK. 
The horses which run in this race 
You'll find in the sequel are rather unequal, 





And most of them won’t get a place. 
(Which cannot astonishing be 
To careless or thrifty who notice that fifty: 
Have entered, and places are three). 
I think Bel Demonio’s good, 
Belmont’s a prize nail-y’un, so is Thessalian, 
Cuttlestone scores, or he could ; 
Dearest is quite on a par 
With most of the rest of them; but JZ think best of them 
Alice, my boys, and Braemar, 


Next time I write I rather deem the Leger, sir, will be my theme— 
why should I blush to own it’s so? I do not “deem it,” sir, I “ know,” 
and I shall have some things to say which ought to turn your readers 
gay, and make them rally round like pals and send me testimonials. 
Not that I am expecting it—unless they take a novel fit—for I’ve 
observed, for seasons past, their gratitude is far from vast. When I 
recall, with mem’ry’s aid, the many fortunes I have made for other 
people, and the few who've given credit where it’s due—for any gent 
as is a gent would hardly grudge me ten per cent. I cannot help re- 
marking this, there’s something very much amiss, However, sir, we 
jog along, and still can boast “we're going strong,’—and who's 
a-going to make a fuss? Not yours, with calm, TROPHONIUS, 








There’s Always Something. 


One of our Bards had the toothache, the other day, and, not having 
anything toothache it away, the charwoman was requisitioned to fetch 
relief in a bottle. “Ah!” murmured the sympathetic old harridan, 
“toothache? Pore gentleman! We're always having something in 
this world. Some has neuralgy, some has black eyes, like me, and 
there’s my old man’s got the jumps, and Joe’s got the measles and 
that there Mary Ann Smidgers has got a baby, and all unexpected, 
too! We're always havin’ somethin’ in this world, that we are!” 














AvaevusT 31, 1892. 





Mr. Fun to the Rescue! 


[Seid Mr. Hannay, of Marylebone, to an 
who a termagant mother-in- 

law, * Ab, ware an evil. I should 
tarn her furniture out,—and I should turn 
her out, too !"—WNewapaper.] 
Yz magistrates of good report 
Who o’er each several London court 
Preside in skilled and sapient sort, 

We pray you, don’t bestow 
On all the sons-in-law who crave 
Your counsel, such extremely grave 
Advice as Mr. Hannay gave 

To one some days ago. 


We humbly pray you, don’t incite 
Each ma-in-law-distracted wight 
To rise, and, in his wrathful might, | 
Eject his wife’s mamma ; | 
For 'gainst the public good such state 
Of things would surely militate, 
Although each husband, pleased, elate, 
Would, doubtless, laugh “Ha! ha!” 


Such state of things would much appal 
The hearts of tradesmen, great and 
small 
Whose profits down to nil would fall, 
For well—oh ! well—it’s known 
That Angelina’s ma will free- 
Ly squander ten times more, when she | 
Is spending Edwin’s £& s, d. 
Than when she spends her own! 


Remember, too, that half of you, 

O Beaks, will have no work to do, 

If husbands ban the beldames who 
Their souls to sin provoke ; 

And that, alas! we comic men 

Who son-in-legal sorrows pen 

Must, through all time, relinquish then 
Our most auriferous joke ! 
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WHAT COULD SHE MEAN? 


Fair Customer.—“ Yes; that’s a pretty hammock, but it does not look very strong.” 

Shopman,—*“ I'll guarantee it, miss, to stand a weight of 300 lbs,” 

| Fair Customer (to herself).—“ Let me see, 105 lbs, added to 154 1bs., that makes 259 lbs.—oh, yes ; 
| that will do. I'll take that.” 








STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


THE anachronisms and anomalies of the British Constitution die 
hard, After the business of the country has been brought to a stand- 
still by the all-absorbing struggle of a General Election, after candi- 
dates successful and otherwise have been put to enormous expense, to 
say nothing of worry, wear and tear, in contesting their seats, and 
after Her Majesty has signified her approval of a certain number of 
duly elected members on the winning side to act as her Ministers, by 
virtue of a fossilized and useless custom the selected elected have to 
be re-elected, their constituencies are once again bisected into clam- 
orous factions, and the respective candidates once again are involved 
in heavy outlay. « * . . . 

Mr. Farceur (No, Mr, Printer—“ Farmer”) Atkinson would be very 
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J, THE EIGHT HOURS QUESTION. 

ohn Bull (to British Workman)—*“ Don't you think you might take a hint from 

~— hore there? They seem to be getting on very well without an Act of 
en 


cross if I stated that a custom had been over-ridden, and a donkey 
ridden for the Derby Stakes, so I won't state it. 











The latest sign of German militarism is the fact that Kaiser Wil- 
liam has identified himself with the Army ili, 


> * * . + 
Mr. Gladstone's latest message to the Lords—Play Fair, 
. 


. a o 7 * 
Noblesse oblige? M’yes. Lord George Hamilton having got the 
sack and ceased to draw his salary as First Lord of the Admiralty, 
takes a pension of £2,000 perannum, What for? Ask me another, 

or ask a policeman, 

* * * * * 7 
In view of the continued increase of European armaments every 
lover of concord and progress should be interested in the annual Peace 
Congress held in the Swiss Parliament. Next year a strong effort 
should be made to send officially a Cabinet Minister to represent the 
Empire. The Congress at Berne deals with the most burning ques- 

* 


tion of the age. * . * 7 
Marvellous is the versatility of the Grand Old Man. One wonders 


if there is any subject under or over the sun upon which he cannot 
discourse with authority—Home Rule, Homer, Old China, 

Right from Theology 

Into Mythology, 

Faix, an’ conchology, if he’d the call. 

At Hawarden he has been exhibiting the flowers of his eloquence at 
a Horticultural Society, and telling us there’s a lot meant in his 
future views as to Allotment. 


+ a * * * 

Mr. Labouchere gives us the Truth about his exclusion from the 
Ministry. He was asked to write a letter declining what was not 
offered to him. Perhaps it is for the best—in office he would have 
been muzzled. He complains of the undue proportion of peers in the 


cabinet. . * . . . 

Mr. Asquith’s inclusion in the Cabinet is a triumph for the bw Fa 
London school. It is to be ho and that he will a 
more satisfactory Home than Mr. Matthews. He can’t very 


well give leas satisfaction. 
* * 


a * * * 

Despite the grumbling over Lord Houghton’s ——— as Lord 
Léeabinenh, I have no doubt he will make an Houghton out good 
one. * * * 7 

Newcastle set no “walley” on such a man as Ralli, His friends 


are grieving sorely at the success of Mr. Morley. 
oor, , THe MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER, 
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THE SOFT ANSWER. 


The Commodore.—“ Young Benbow tells me he’s had the impudence to propose to 
you, and you the audacity to refer him to me, This comes of your flirting at tennis 


parties and dances. Why don’t you take pattern by your mother?” 


Beatrice—“ Just what I’ve done, dad, in giving my heart to the handsomest, 
bravest, dearest boy who ever asked for it—as she did when she accepted you!” 
[The Commodore subsides, 









was proud to say his opinion concerning everything 
jor ae to Scotland—haggis included—was tho 

Johnsonian, (Yells.) As for skittles, whether ancient 
or modern, thank heaven! such pot house studies had 
never formed part of his education. (“ Hear, hear,”) 
Ought women to talk, indeed? Why, he was prepared 
to stake his reputation, oceanic and continental, that 
the civilized world would rise as one man and thunder 
forth the superfluous “No!” (Great excitement.) 
Casting, however, such paltry personalities aside, the 
question was this, Were the public, without whose 
patronage no journal could exist, to be defrauded of 
their just and strictly legal rights? (Terrific cheering.) 
Why, at that very moment, there were thousands upon 
| thousands of perfectly moral, well educated and highly 
respectable people, anxiously on the look out for him, 
| (Sobs.) Were these people to be deprived of their 
| absolute birthright? (““No! no!”) Though not wishing 
| to pose as an alarmist, he could not conceal from himeelf, 
| that, in the present strained condition of society, his 
non-appearance might lead to the most disastrous re- 
sults; and the same might be said with regard to his 
hon. friends the Gooseberry and Mushroom, (Great sen- 
sation.) Looked at from a standpoint of common de- 
cency, was such outrageous boycotting worthy the 
best traditions of the English Press? (“‘No! no!” and 
yells.) Had faith, veneration and gratitude ceased to 
exist? (Shrieks and cat calls.) In conclusion, he wished 
to know whether Mr. Gladstone couldn’t do anything 
for them? A short Bill, ran through a specially con- 
vened Autumn Session, would, he thought, meet the 
requirements of himself and friends; and, indeed, 
unless this were done —though far from wishing 
it to be regarded in the light of a threat—he should 
feel it his duty to transfer his allegiance to Lord 
Salisbury at the next general election. (Loud and 





4, * prolonged cheering, during which a “chestnut” at- 


tempted to force an entrance, but was promptly torn 


TT _ limb from limb by the justly incensed crowd.) 


The Gigantic Gooseberry, who received a tremendous 
ovation, was understood to observe that, after the ex- 
ceedingly able, not to say eloquent statement of their 
wrongs by his right hon. friend the floating member for 
Wonderland (cheers and cries of “ good old Serpent !”), 

| further remarks on his part would be utterly superfluous. 
Nevertheless, he would venture to impress upon them the 
fact that the question at issue was not a mere national 
| one. It was, humanly speaking, a matter which 





To the Queen of the Thames, 


FIERE’s a health to Annie Luker, one of England's bravest daughters, 

Who for five long hours battled with old Father Thames’ waters : 

Swam a7 where fair Kew sheds o'er them sylvan shadows dark and 
coo 

Down to where the big ships anchor in the wide and turgid pool. 

aa: river nymph you plunged in with your snappy swimming 

ress on, 

Bent on teaching English men and women one grand object lesson. 

Never maid more modest, never man more destitute of fear ; 

From the banks and bridges men and women hailed you with a cheer. 

When you passed the frowning ramparts of the grey historic Tower, 

Could the shades of its old heroes, men of courage and of power, 

But have then beheld you battling with leonine strength of will, 


They _ have confessed there flourish hearts of oak in England 
still, 








Scotch Husbands; 
OvuGHT WOMEN TO TALK? ANCIENT SKITTLES, ETC,, ETC, 


On Monday last, a deputation of Silly Season Monstrosities, headed 
by those old and well tried public servants, the Sea Serpent, the 
Gigantic Gooseberry and the Mushroom-measuring-seventy-two. inches- 
round-the-chest, waited upon Mrz. FUN at 153 Fleet Street, to protest 
against the contumely now annually heaped upon their heads by the 
proprietors and editors of several well known “ dailies.” 
© proceedings, though of a strictly informal character, produced 
# most painful impression upon all beholders, 

The Serpent, who was attired in deep mourning and laboured 
under intense emotion, having introduced the remaining members of 
the deputation, proceeded to inveigh in the bitterest terms against the 
d ly spirit at present pervading the columns of the daily press. 
Were, he asked, old, and he would venture to assert, staunch, faithful 
and highly respected public characters, after long years of arduous 
service, to be relega to obscurity without even the solatium of a 
retiring pension? (Cheers.) What—and his tail writhed with con- 
tempt—what were Scotch Husbands? (Groans.) For his part, he 








affected the whole civilized world, and it behoved 
every individual monstrosity to cast aside personal jealousy, and 
make common cause in resenting the indignities offered to their race. 
(Cheers and uproar.) 

The Mushroom, who carried a tape measure with which he con- 
stantly besought Mr. Fun’s myrmidons to satisfy themselves regarding 
his chest measurement, was about to continue the protest, when a 
report spread that the D, 7. had actually started another fresh subject 
for discussion, With wild and revengeful cries the deputation dis- 












































Zo se : > Ly P 
s ? “—_ o 4 on 
CO / LZ ¥ 

"WES A ha 

5 =e SS 

FELT % —- 

. Ye Pe, ve mn 
as 

—_ t 

er 
ih 
i} i, 

y y Thi 
‘ + 
Ay \' + 
A 
- 
~ itt 
=n aun 
. - 
- , Wy rs feos, a) | 




















| 


ast mii 
‘ yf 
ein || 


spaseres Ludyate Hillwards, and as Mr, FUN went to press the ruddy 
gleams from numerous Fleet Street watch fires appeared to imply the 
calling out and presence of the military, 























WHEN a man is made ill through drinking a glass of beer which & 
friend has stood for him, should he complain of being maltreated ? 
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SELF-CONSCIOUS. 
“You know the old saying, ‘ Brevity is the soul of wit’?” 
“Yes; but I assure you there is very little fun in being short.” 








AUTUMN. 


THERE'S a lot of talk going on about the charms of autumn, I 
don’t know that I particularly care more about autumn than any 
other time of the year. There may be Po of apples and plums 
and pears, and all the rest of it, But I don’t, asa mere matter of 
detail, happen to be in the fruit line, so it don’t interest me in the 
least. that I know is that the fruit brings the wasps, and the 
wasps buzz about my bald head. I don’t see any particular advantage 
about autumn, if that’s all that it brings, 

Then, again, how about the seaside? Well, how about the seaside ? 
All the advantage of it now is that every house is impregnated with 
the scent of mutton fat and coarse greens, That's the good of the 
autumn at the end of the seaside season. 

The autumn, indeed! J don’t trouble about it in the least, It 
only means to me that the fruit in the fruiterers’ shops looks stale 
and crinkly ; that in the squares the shrubs are all covered with dust ; 
that outside the squares the organ grinders look more faded and 
wretched than usual, What do I care about the autumn ? 

In the autumn, again, how miserable all the gardens look, The 
only things left blooming are the cats and the nasturtiums, And 
who cares about them, I should like to know? I'm positively certain 
that I don’t, for one, to begin with. We live in a very pleasant 
world indeed! Don’t we? 

Autumn! There's only one attraction about it, and that is that it’s 
the Long Vacation. We don't see creatures in wigs meandering about 
the Strand and Fleet Street, and the Temple and Chancery Lane, 
Law dozes in the autumn, What a good thing it would be, wouldn’t 
it, if it were to sleep altogether, and never woke up at all? 

Autumn! People talk about seasons as if they were a particular, 
especial benefit, As a matter of fact, I don’t think so, for one, 
Autumn! I’m sick of hearing about it. DIOGENES TUBBS. 


| — 


“ O1’vE been waitin’,” exclaimed Pat O’Hooligan O'Doherty, “ till 
iverybody but the right person claimed the cilibrated song mentioned 
in italics as bein’ his own individual work, and, begorra! they've done 
it! But pwhat about our own native counthry of Ould Oireland? 
Sure, isn’t it as plain as half a dozen counterfeits that it’s an Oirish 
chune? As ould as the hills! Zara-ra-Boom-de-ay! Great Marble 
Halls! Where's Tara’s: harp on which it was first played? Alas! no 
Moore. Another injustice to Oireland. Give us two of Scotch!” 














Current Carols; 
Or, Ditties in Doselets up to Date. 
[So many “swell” folk continue to “ go on” 
the stage that it is feared still more real 
earnest players will have to “ go off.’’] 
WE society strollers 
Are Care’s best consolers, 
For we’re the controllers 
Of Art histrionical. 
To us old Macready 
Would be but a seedy 
Professional needy 
“ Abstract and brief chronicle.” 


Refrain.—We back we can show 
Each regular pro. 
How they can all become stayers, 
All training we scorn, 
Acting im us is born, 





SOME POINTS OF INTEREST ON THE ENGLISH CHANNEL. 





For we are society players. 

Ya-as, don’cherknow, 

Quite comme il faut, 
Swagger society players ! 


The hardest of pieces, 

From Shakespeare's to Reece’s | 

We choose, which increases 
Respect for each masterpiece ! 

But, sad to tell—ah ! 

Each “common sense” fellah, 

Says each pro. so swell—ah ! 
Acts just like a plaster-piece ! 

Refrain—That Mr. H. Irving 
Is doubtless deserving, 
_ And Tree, too (ne’er swerving 

From work), isn’t small, of course. | 

And Miss Ellen Terry | 

Is clever—yea, very ! 

And Hare, too, is merry— 
But WE beat them all, of course! | 

( Refrain.) 


Exeunt to order larger-sized hats. 





(pier) of Hastings. 


BZ” To CORRESPONDEN’ The Editor does not bind himself t 


GLCOTR PG ea OF a Hamp 





(1) The Buoy at the Nore (boy at the gnaw). 
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(3) The “ Peer” 


(2) The Nore (gnaw) Lights. _ J 
(4) Margate “Jetty.” (5) “ Portland Bill,” (6) “Gros-Nez Point,” Jersey 
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LATTER-DAY FABLES—WITH MATTER-OF-FACT MORALS. 
THE VIRTUOUS FINANCIER AND THE YOUTHFUL GAMESTER, 
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A virtuous financier, whose sole Was deeply shocked, while taking a short cut And, seizing the nearest object of inouevite 
object in life appeared to be an through the purlieus of Drury Lane, to observe some _ by the ear, he, in the consolidated interests of 
earnest desire to increase the income youthful gamblers playing at ‘‘ banker” for brass law, civilization and morality, handed him over 
of his fellow man, buttons on an adjacent doorstep. “Is this a chris- to the police, 

tian country?” he ejaculated, filled with a righteous 
wrath, “And is this degrading pastime to shame the light of day without a protest from one, who, 
however unworthy, has handed round the collection plates within a sacred edifice? Never!” 
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A fortnight later, having unsuccessfully And by the time the youthful game- The virtuous financier was receiving a coat 
“‘bulled” “ Patagonian A.s"’ till the cows came _ ster had mastered the science of oakum of whitewash from the hands of the Official 
home, he—still in the consolidated interests of law, _ picking, Receiver, 
civilization and morality—found it convenient to 
put up his shutters ; (| MORAL.—So far as the law is concerned, the “ gnat and camel” business still goes on in the same old sweet way. 

JUST OUT. PRICE ONE SHILLING. Heard at the Oval, August 2nd, 1892. NOW READY. PRICE SIXPENCE. 

45 5 “"ARRY, ‘oose that cove?” « Oh, ‘e's Daft !” 
THAT MAN CHEEDLEPUMP,” — «teter' 'No'bioomin’ fear—it 'e was dates © UN'S FUNNY SCRAPS 
3 7 wouldn't field like that!” 64 Pages of Literary and Artistic Matter, Beautifully 

By H. 7. yy geal of . _ of Hearts, ; TT EA Printed on Fine Paper in Coloured Wrapper. 
d y Fraud,” etc., ete, 

WHEN do trains remind you of old Tories? A capital si ‘ "Referee 
“Fun” Office, 153 Fleet St., London, B.C. y ind ti OT eee 
When they are behind time, “Fun” Office, 158 Fleet St., London, E.C. 
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/n the hop-YXrelds 
sort of 





Farringdon Ifoad Coslers 
air Meir grievances. 


(1) To stroll mid the hops is bi(ne) no means unpleasant, 
This comes hopping,” though, certain rough hoppers aren’t present, 


(2) Let these hobbledehoys troubling strollers so thickly 
Be hobbledehoyst on their own petard quickly. 


(3) When Brock the Fire-Workman bis benefit taketh, 
A real Brock-en revel at Sydenham he maketh, 


” Sweet September — 
: Very romantic and pretty, and all (hal 
ing —— but the pickers are no 
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wing counterfeit corn. 







a) 


-  & +3" li  _— 2) 
4.2 C~< Buying > 4 
a ring Worlh 6s bd. for 2F5, 


(4) This counterfeit coiner, on finding Fate hollow, 
His bad coi(g)n of vantage proceeded to swallow, 


(5) The costers whose barrows so badly were treated, 
All thought in a truck-ulent way they'd been cheated. 


(6) If a man’s bound to eat his wife's cooking, you see, then 
A bright bill of fare-yland home ought to be, then, 





(7) In selling ‘snide’ rings unto many a servant 
This thievish “ ring”-leader wae foolishly fervent, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

DRA MA- 
TIC Critics 
are having 
such a nice 

_—, little holi- 

day! What 

is more, the 
weather of 
our native 
land __— this 
summer, in 

' spite of an 

occasional 

fo" earthquake 

and an inciden- 
tal waterspout 
or two, has 
rea)ly been un- 
usually fine, so 
that the afore- 
said D, C. is 
able to make 
the most of it. It will beall over 
presently, but he means to be 
happy while he may, and when he 
hears the managers and actors 
grumbling about bad _ business 
and awful losees he hasn’t patience 
with them, What does it matter 
if we are—I mean, they are— 
several thousands on the wrong 
side? What are several thou- 
sands? A mere flea bite—especi- 
ally when you haven’t got them. 

Compare them with the bounding 

First Eminent Dramatic Critic.—* Well, sea, and the burning, blazing sun, 

we are having * ome Sue! hot ge and the blue sky, and the purple 
elae ry critic when there's heather, and the green grass, and 
nothing to criticise?” the brown shoes and the striped 

Second E, D. C.—“ Ah, you're onecf those blazers, and then where are they ? 

chaps who never meke the most of Nowhere! You admit it? Very 

LT aeeae tes yout read up the well, then, 

subject—get to know something about 

it, you know.” THERE is another advantage to 
the dramatic critic in this lull, 

He has time to read up the subject of the drama and really get to 

know something about it. I don’t say which of the dramatic critic3 

I’m alluding to—I won't mention names—not I—but Ae knows, and, 

if he takes my tip in good part, you'll soon see some wonderfully 

erudite notices blossoming forth 






































































) —just about pantomime time, 
you know, 
; 
¢ MEANTIME, I hear of an 
2 organised gang of housebreakers, 
.-- which are prowling about the 


provinces, The organiser of the 
gang is one Walter de Frece, I believe,a 
person “ well known,” and the chief and 
most active criminal appears, in the des- 
criptions issued, under the name of Car- 
tuuche, though, I believe, that is only one 
of many aliases, The gang left town 
with a quantity of “ good goods,” which 
had been carefully put together by Mr. 
H. C, Newton (a moiety—say, one half 
—of the firm trading under the name of 
Richard-Henry) in their possession, and 
have since broken into several houses in 
the country. The Theatre Royal, at 
Birmingham, was the object of their first 
attack, and it is understood that they 
carried off a considerable amount of 
“swag” therefrom. They performed a 
similar operation at Bolton, and seem to 
Hene We Ane—purrine a be pursuing an audacious and systematic 
NEW CIGARETTE. plan of attack. The authorities show no 
disposition to interfere, although I under- 
stand that the gentleman who has supplied the organisation with 
some very curious disguises consulted the authorities (probably from 
prudential motives) at the outset. 





But, as I said, this holiday business will be all over presently, and 





even as you read they are all in the 
fever of an impending “ first night” 
at the Lyric. For this very night 
(of Wednesday, the 7th inst., to be 
exact) Cigarette, a new “romantic 
opera,” which, I observe, is generally 
described as Mr. Haydn Parry’s— 
seemingly because he has composed 
the music—though Mr. Warham St. 
Leger and Mr. Barry Montour appear 
to have had something to do with it, 
too—wrote the libretto, I’m told. By- 
the-way, Mr. Parry's progenitors 
christened him so that he couldn't 
be anything but a musician, didn’t 
they? Of course, you will under- 
stand, by-the-way again, that this 
piece will only stay at the Lyric until 
the new adaptation (which, I see, is 
generally described ss Mr. Burnand’s 
—perhaps because he has done the 
libretto) is due. Mr. W. H. Griffiths, 
who has the care taking of Cigarette, 
is even now on the look out for 
another holder for it. Well, let us 
hope that this cigarette will draw 
without paper, and find plenty of the 
public tobaccer up. 










“A RAIN EFFECT” 
-—-THE SORT OF 
THING THEY PRO- 
MISE US IN THE 
NEW ALHAMBRA 
BALLET. 


later in the month, 


Hope Temple. 
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A THEATRICAL CARTOUCHE—THE 
ONLY “BIT O° PAPER” IN TBE 
HOUSE, WE BELIEVE, HOWEVER 


On Saturday comes the open- 
ing of the Trafalgar Square 
theatre in St, Martin’s Lane. 
Lhe Wedding Eve is what they 
have to offer us—Mr. William 
Yardley has “taken it from 
the French”—if my recollec- 
tion serves me right, a similar 


occurrence 


happened once 


hefore in connection with a 


Trafalgar. 


Mr. Levenston, 


who (as far as I can make out) 
is the lessee, is not Levenston 
unturned to enlist success (and, 
of course, if you enlist success, 
you command it), and Mr, 


Sedger is 
said to be 
Sedger- 
lously as- 


sisting him. Mr. Joseph Tap- 
ley, Miss Decima Moore, and 
Messrs, Geo. Barrett, A, Wilkinson, 
and W. Elton: and Misses Chard 
and Mabel Love, are the ladies and 
gentlemen with whom it rests to 
make us happy with The Wedding 
Live, The Wooden Spoon comes 
This is an 
operetta by Mr, Burgess and Miss 


Li THIS production is only l'avant 


courrier of many more, however. 

« Taoough—except that Mrs, Langtry 

opens the Haymarket on the 20th : 

that Cinderellen Up Too Late returns to the 
sorrowing Gaiety on the Ist of October (with 
Miss Maggie Duggan, by-the-way, as the cinne- 
rous one): and that Mr. George Alexander puts 
up Lady Windermere’s Fan again at the St. 
James's on the 3lst of that month—the dates are 
vague, There is talk, nevertheless, of Zhe Cap- 
tain, who shall be otherwise known as Mister 
Arthur Roberts, at the Prince of Wales’s; of Miss 
Estelle Burney, at the Garrick, with a play of 
her own; of Zhe Marquis, a play by Messrs. 
F, C, Phillips and C, Brookfield, which is to be 
played by an American company: of Zhe Baro- 
ness at the Royalty ; of Zhe Scapegoat (bless us! 
what alot of aristocratic titles we are going in 
for!) by Mr. Wilton Jones, at the St, James’; 
of David, by Mr. Louis N. Parker, I don’t exactly 


know where ; of The Prodigal Daughter, or some- 


thing, at Drury Lane and other things, 
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THEY HAVE A B&EF- 
EalKR AT TBE ST. 
JAMES'S. War 
NOT A “ GUARDS- 
MaN” aT THB 
COURT ? 
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FUN. - 





FUN-DE-SIBCLE FAROBS. 


WALL-WARNINGS ; 
Or, A CoMING TERROR TO EVIL-(AND GoopD)DoERs ! 
In Several “ Scenes,” 


SCENE I.—A Servant's Hall in Belfair, W. Domestics discovered. 
SARARANN (upper housemaid) reading aloud from a certain 
fashionable journal, MARIJANE (cook), ANNATILDA (nuree- 
maid), KARRVES (footman), ETC., listening, 


SARARANN. Oh, I say! just listen to this from the Lydy’s 
Picturial of Missis’! ’Ere’s a chance ! 

FELLOW-SERVANTS (eagerly). Achanceowot? Wotisit, Sararann ? 
Proceed, we charge ye! 

KARBRVES. We-har-hall-hattention ! 

ANNATILDA. Mindyerraitches, Mr. Karrves ! 

THE BUTLER. Year, year! Wotsthergame, Sarrer ? 

SARARANN, Jest ‘ark to this! (Reads) “In China it appears to be 
a habit of departing servants to inscribe in remote places (on furniture 
and backs of pictures) some very uncomplimentary descriptions of the 
master and mistress of the house as a warning to new-comers, We 
have not got to that yet, but who knows how soon we may?” Mark 
that! “ Who knows how soon?” (Chord from the fire-irons.) 

OMNES (when recovered). Owsoon? Whysoon? 

SARARANN. Why this? Didn’t we all ’old a demongstration, that 
we would give these hupstarts hupstairs notice that we would quit? 

KARRVES, Ker-wit! O'coursewedid, the Parvnoos! 

BUTLER (gravely). Ah, yuss! reg’lar Parve-nuisance I call em! 

OMNES (when again recovered). Teroo! Quite teroo! 

SARARANN. Then what J say is this: Namely, that there's a 
chance to let ’em know what we think of ’em! Let us at once forth- 
with, immediately, without delay, prepare certing writin’s to paste on 
to the pictures, the half-bric-a-brac and eetterer by to-morrow 
mornin’ | 

OMNES (masculine), We swear ! 

OMNES (feminine—shrieking). O,’orrer! 0, ’orrer! 

OMNES (male). We mean we will! Hink ho, without there! Also 
nibs! Hisnibs! The guvnaw's nibs! (Left in the anguish of com- 
position as Scene closes.) 


SCENE II.—Above Stairs. Time the next morning. The EARL and 
COUNTESS and Co, discovered. They set awhile and eat in 
solemn silence, when suddenly they gaze in blank astonishment at 
the walls, pictures, etc, 


THE EARL. By St. Jingo! Countess mine! Whatever is all this 
hideous writing on the pictures and things? By St, Plantagenet 
(rising and looking mere closely), meseems it is some abuse! (Jteads.) 


“ Our dotty old Earl, 
He married a girl—— !” 
COUNTESS (rising). Then 'tis about ME, I trow! (Reads.) 
‘(He married a girl 
What used for to dance in the Bally!" 
(Totters.) My smelling bottle, ho! without there! 
EARL. Bear up, sweet Countess! (Reads.) 
“to dance in the Bally! 
She used for to prance 
In the Serpingtine dance, 
And with mashes was doosidly ‘ pal’-y.” 


COUNTESS (tottering towards another part of the room). And see, 
under my portrait by Milleighton are some verses! (eads.) “ A song 
to singho, to the toon of the piece which was played at the Saveloy 
Theatre,” 


“Ho! Iam the Corrister, giggling and gay, 
What used for to wobble in many a play, 
And this is my Clarksonny's golding hair, 
With which all the Johnnies I used to ensnare ! 
And these 'ere are the eyes with which I'd mash 
(When well made up) all swells, who'd cash ! 
And these are the lips with which I'd grin 
When I played a Page with a dimpled chin! 
And this is the wink and the artful twirl 
With which I copped the present Hurl, 
And kidded him for to name the day— 
And to St. George’s we drove away. 
And now, you see, 
I’m of high degree, 
As the Countess of Puttnipygg!” 
[COUNTESS swoons, EARL rushes tothe reacue, Rings bell, 
Enter a small PAGE Boy. 


Where are the confounded servants? I'll sift all this matter out! 
PAGE Boy. Please, hurl, all the suvvants has bunked—— 

EARL, Bunked? beardless boy! What meanest thou? 

PaGE Boy, Why, having give previous notice, they——- Ah! I see 








— 


‘em ; there they go round the corner laughing like fifty! (Coun 

screams, EARL makes a dash, followed by PAGE Boy, tiblen) 

SCENE IIl.—Fun Ofice. THE WHOLE STRENGTH OF THE STAFF 
discovered, happy and ga y. 

THE W. 8.8. Well, we don't care! This new wall-satire, now 
coming into vogue among dependents, means nothing to ue/ We 
don't want it, we're going to do without it! we have an EMPLOYER, 
who—— But where are our pens? (Bus.) Here goes to write under 
all the guvnor's busts, portraits, diamond-inlaid walls, etc , etc, 

(They write and sing as they write as follows.) 
‘Good old FUN is a boss Al, 
a the _ sweeter than a bun, 

s y as a Gatling gun, soothing as a Sally Lunn— 
Good old good-hearted and tour’ Fon!” 
([ Rollicking Revelry, Refreshment ana 
RIDEAU, 

“Trifles Light As Air.” 

Mrs. Faschynplait (off to the seaside).— The moment my bathing 
dress comes home from the dressmaker's, Mary, you will be sure to 
forward it to me at Jellyfish-on-Sea, will you not?” 

Mary.—‘ Yes, mim, Pack it up and send it off by the railway, I 
suppose, mim?” 

_ Mrs, Faschynplait—* No, you stupid girl, certainly not, Inclose 
it in an envelope; a penny stamp will cover the postage of it!” 


— _-— 
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“ Jump up behind, Bill, it’s too ‘ot for ter walk." 
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He jumped up behind | 
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The Alien Pauper 
Question. 


(Sze CARTOON.) : 
SINCE there now appears to ae 
be an epidemic ot 2 ® 
As — as > tated 
oved by Wemmick, 

And, since many a jour- 
nal’s fain 

To work the scare for gain, 

Tis time for Bull to utter 
a polemic, 

And to take the wretchedest, 

dirtiest, seething 
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CAT AND DOG 
LIFE. 








aliens— 

Poor, miserable, disease 
soaked tatterdema- 
lions— 

Not to take them as of 
yore, [our shore, 


But to keep them from 
Where they come in floods 





igs ager a toad wane nigh equal to Deuca- 
lion’s, 
Ta tt eo Twas time,O Bull, you found 
an & prompt occasion \a porrs 
ly check this dread disease \\] tel 
NUESTRO and dirt invasion ; at ~ 
.-§ Fall often were you 
nudged budged. 
ay . 2 = gel a To bestir; but you ne'er 
" - way) c ; No; rather have you mocked 
en ae at a]l persuasion. 
: oD Why harbour these poor 
, ‘ devils from a distance, 
The dog objects, When thousands of our own 


poor need assistance ? 
And now the Cholera 
scare 
Is booming every where— 
Tis time you on this point 
showed some insistence ' 


Many a friend (besides the 
Newest Knight, Sir 
Maple, 

Who again implores as hard 
as he is aple— 

As a German chap might 
say) [day 
Has warned you day by 

[That you needed care— 


intoeespascsmese 
| 3 
= though Freedom's 





England’s Staple. 
And now your on this Sani- 
awe  adhrlhoran: tary Notion, 


"~—~eo~n 


2 NSE es 





’T were well, perhaps, to drop 
into the ocean 

All those writers who con- 

Pull Baker. trive [ alive, 

To keep the Cholera scare 

And, for greed of gain, cause tecoverier, 

panic and commotion | 











“Giving” in Marriage. 
Fortune Hunter.—* Per- HH) 

mit me, sir, to acquaint you | \ 

with the fact that [ have for 


a long time loved your = 
daughter Alicia to distrac- Lin 
tion, yet loved her in secret, , ie, 
Before declaring my pas. / } \ 
sion to her, I wish to ask if f f 

you will give her in mar. 
riage—— ?” 

Father of Ten (joyously 
interrupting ).— With plea- 
sure, my dear fellow, with 
pleasure,” : ; , 

Fortune Hunter.— Tor" Huns — oe irs 
; “Thanks awfully, How | : 

ull dog, MucH ? Good evening, 
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THE ALIEN PAUPER QUESTION. 


FOREIGN PRODUCE—‘MADE IN GERMANY.” 
[See Cartoon Verses oppostte. 
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WHAT A SURPRISE. 


. 4 y~ 





He did, but hia horee had a scatter-brained notion of ita own rather 
too surprising for him. 





THE GIRLS’ HOLIDAY. 


| SUPPOSE you sometimes suffer from a severe attack of echoolgir) ? 
I know this very wel|—as well as anybody, to my hanged misery 
sometimes. I've got High Schoo! nieces, and have been down at the 
seaside with them, Either they or the bad cooking have made me 
bad enough, 1 can tell you. The usual fat shoulder of mutton and 
stringy beans, jooking as if they were made out of old fishermen’s 
nets; and the milk that’s greyish straw colour; and the claret that 
comes in from the local Bon Marché true Amsterdam make, But 
the girle did it, sweet creatures! 
Uncle, dear, come out for a walk with us. We're going to do 
some sketching by the Martello Tower,” 
Then they go up to dress and powder their noses and bairpin them- 
eelves and I go into another room, and I happen to overhear them 



























saying— 
“Let's go through the Arcade. Perhaps the mean creature wil! 
imy asa pair of gloves or so, We must not expect more than two 
buttons, at two and ninepence.” 

Not as much as a penny Swiss wooden cow wil] they get out of me, 
th-ugh | am quite ready to part at any time, Well—or I mean bad— 
we get up by the Martello Tower, the girls sniffing with disyust al! 
the time, because I've not been fool enough to buy them anything. 
Then one of them «sits down, and they talk about Shelley they've 
learnt and their conversation class, 

You send your daughters to High Schools to go in for conversation 
and discussion classes, as if they couldn't already drive you to 
Hanwel!l with their everlasting cackle about what they don't in the 
least understand. That'sa lively advantage in High Schooling, then ! 
Then one of the sweet creatures, of the “ missey” age, took up her 
sketch book. She sketched the next Martello Tower. The result 
was particularly lively. It looked something between an inverted 
gallipot and a cabinet pudding. 

“IT think I have got my lights in very nicely. 
Wel), the background of hille might very well have been taken for 











what they give the cats in “economical families.” Then, when the 
moonlight is on the sea, I suppose I’m to be charmed because they 


play Chopin to me—all out of tune, 


“Oh, uncle,” they say, “what a pity it is that you were never 


married,” 


Well, at anyrate, there's something in that I haven't got to reproach 


myself for. Bah! 


DIOGENES TUBBS, 








Current Carols; 
Or, Ditties in Doselets up to Date. 
THE NEW BOOM (“DE-AY” AND OTHERWISE). 


A CHANGE has lately come across 
Thalia and Melopomene, 
A change regarded as a loss 
By many a drama-dominie ; 
For the “ profession,” great and 
small 
(Those new pets of Society's), 
Do now invade the music hall 
Or “theatre of varieties”! 


Though the “professionals” of 


jore 
Pooh-poobed mere musichallish- 
ness ; more— 


They, now some theatres draw no 
All swallow its appallishness. 
Bad biz in “number ones” and 

“ smalls,” 
(Where “ off’ dramatic diet is) 


And day by day the newest craze 
Its craziness now indicates, 
And its vitality displays 
In very numerous “ syndi- 
cates”’; 
But like to many a fad that falls 
(Because of mad satiety), 
Of course, they'll orerdo these 
“halls” 

Or “ theatres of variety.” 
P.S.—The moral of Fun’s rhyme 
Fits theatre lessees and such ; 
It says, “Wake up and be in 

time, 
Heed less your fads and fees 
and such. 
‘Tis your supineness now that 
galls, 


Your fault all this disquiet is ; 
Be lively—like the music halls— 
Or theatres of varieties!” 


| , | . . . 
Has sent them sketching in the 
halls 
Or “theatres of varieties,” 


William Philosophises. 


WILLIAM likes to make remarks on public events. Sometimes he 
knows that Bismarck’s still alive, and doesn’t live exactly at the same 
time as Queen Elizabeth. Not always, though, for he has a way of 
yetting mixed, 

‘It’s a good thing the Liberals have got in,” William says, “ because 
then we sha’n’t go to war with Russia; and business will be better in 
New Zealand now the Tories are all going away to the seaside. Ah! 
times were different years ago. I heard my father once say that he 
had seen a man hanged for sheep stealing, and there was no gas then 
to apeak of.” Then Mra, William, when she has to listen to all this, 
feels obliged to go out in the back area and sit and groan among the 
clothes pegs, murmuring, too— 

“Why was I married to a man like this? You no more know what 
he’s going to say next than you know what’s coming out when you go 
in for a Penny Dip.” 





Not Cowed by the Cow-let! 
OR, DID YOU HEIFER ? 

AS Mr. G., our Grand Old Man, 

At Hawarden pondered many a plan— 

Intended for the good of man— 

A headstrong heifer at him ran! 





When that fierce animal propelled 

Our William of the Noble Eld— 

That Octo—what’s isname, he felled ! 
Sut still, that statesman wasn’t quelled ! 


Though trampled on, please understan 1 
That Ancient Parliamentary Hand 
Arose, and ‘mid his collars, scanned 
The brute who this attack had plarnel! 


And when he’d scanned that bovine brut 2 
(Whom afterwards they had to shoot) 
Our Eighty-Three- Year-Old so cute 

Then fearlessly went on to “ scoot,” 


MoRAL, 
So as when Tory Bullocks try 
To toss the G.O.M. on high, 
He foils their trickery by-and-by, 
And shrewdly winks The Other Eye! 
Young Spooner (who thinks of popping the question to Maud Mash- 
emall),—* Don't you think Miss Mashemall is a most engaging vir)?” 
His Candid Friend.—‘ Certainly, She waa engaged to me once, 
but she’s been engaged to a heap of fellows since then.” 
[And now Spooner is “ off” tt. 
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HAPPINESS 

. SCENE—Margate Parade. 
Arry Cadboy.— WELL, MIss GRACEY, WE SEEM TO BE ATTRACTING A LOT OF ATTENTION TO-DAY. I[ ACTUALLY HEARD 80MEONE 
EXCLAIM, ‘OH, HOW NICE!’ Now, I’M NoT A CONCEITED CHAP, AS YOU KNOW, BUT I WONDER WHETHER THBY MEANT YOU OR Me?”’ 


IN 





IGNORANCE. 








TURF CUTTINGS. 


TO THE EDITOR OF “FuN,” 
THE ST. LEGER, 
Craig Shaws (last week). 
S1R,—Now that we come face to face with this important Autumn 
race (it may be here remarked by some that Autumn hasn't really 
come, They'd like to argue, p’r’aps. J won't. J call it Autumn, if 
they don’t), I say, when face to face we get with this event and start 
to bet, it fills our hearts with joy to see that it is almost sure tc be (a 
thing that’s something of “a find’) a struggle of the closest kind. 
The horses entered for the tracks are mostly recognized as cracks. 
With most of these in splendid form, and tantalizing doubts of Orme, 
and weather promises Al, there’s ev'ry prospect of good fun. The 
party here has thinned a bit, and soon the lot of them will “ git "— 
enthusiastic shooters they, who take my horse upon the way to 
other felds and pastures new, where partridges appear to view, and off 
to which they make a burst to open fire upon; the First.” To tell the 
truth it is this kind I always like to bear in mind when, at each 
Beason, I'm about to send my invitations out, not that my love for 
them’s so strong, but that they never stay too long. 
“ When they hare gone you may be sure I'll make for Doncaster Town 
Moor, And take my share in all the fun of “ seeing the St. Leger run.” 
But ere that happy time arrives the Bard, to pleasure you, contrivea 
with this preliminary sip :— 
My Doncaster St. LEGER TIP, 
Make all your horses and asses and bronchos stir, 
Tickle ‘em up with the whip ; 
All cn the road to the racecourse at Doncho-stir 
(Previous taking my tip), 
There you may find Bonavista a favourite 
(Capital animal too), 


Orme with a chance (and a doubt just to flavour it), 
Watercress (ha!) and the Smew ; 

Then there's La Fléche, an undauntable battler, 
Llanthony rapid and sure, 

Also May Dake (and you'll find him a rattler), 
Doubtful, but artfal, Dunure, 


Which, of this lot, has our fancy a leaning to? 
(Meaning, “ which takes the cake ?’’) 
Which of 'em’s able to win and a-meaning to, 
Proper and no mistake ? 

Will ary one? Or will Watercress gobble ‘um? 
(Rather reversing the rule)— 

Calmly Trophonius faces the probble-um 
(Genius always i cool). 

()rme is the fellow who ought to be sure of it, 
Failing him, you will tind 

La Fléche or Sir Hugo is pretty secure of it, 
T'other one’s close behind ! 


I've served you there as good a dish as you can reasonably wish, andl 
no more time or space I'll waste in hoping that it’s to your taste, but 
say farewell to you, old chap, until the Lincoln Handicap pats in its 
claim to notice free, and then, expect to hear from me. But, bless 
your heart! you needn’t fear that I shall stay much longer here; I 
care not much for fields and clowns, but seek the larger joys of towns, 
and if for longer you should miss me from the great metropolis, I 
shall be revelling in bands and piers and nigger men and sands, and 
all the festive joys you trace at any modern seaside place. So here's 
for that delightful Jtus in urde, Yours, TaROPHON?UA, 





————— — : LS ST 


WuarT to do if the Orangemen “ rise"’: Send for the Peelers, 
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TWO SHORT. 
(iertrude.—* It ie difficult to dress well when you are short of stature, like I am!” 
Cle entina.—" Or short of cash, like ] am hg 


May (?%) and December. 
(After a brief epell of married life, J b Claus, aged #2, of Detroit, Michigan, has 
ben div: reed from his wife, who is 76 yeare old.— Newspaper.) 
WHENE’'ER to a female whose life’s in its prime 
(Be that female or widow or spinster) 
A yallant young beau has made love-vows sublime, 
And of death!cas affection convinced her, 
It's hard for the girl if the reprobate gay, 
Having wed her, of wedlock grows weary, 
And shortly proceeds, in a scandalous way, 
To obtain a divorce from his dearie! 
Of all the fair females whose life’s in its prime 
We have always esteemed it the duty 
To cet themselves husbands, ere comes the dread time 
When decayed is their spouse-winning beauty, 
Put if, baply, by husbands as young as themselves 
They're divorced, for their fate we be sad, O! 
Since why should poor ladies be shelved upon shelves 
for a cause which they cannot foreshadow ? 
Yet, whene’er a young female whose life’s in its prime 
lo the imbecile love-making listens 
Of one whose bent frame has been carried by Time 
To four score and more years of existence, 
What else—oh! what else—can that fair one expect 
Save that, when they get wedded, his courses 
Will smack of ill-usage, and scorn, and neglect, 
Till their marriage annulled by divorce is? 
So this Michigan lady whose life’s in ite prime 
Ifas been served for her foolishness rightly ; 
And to girls of Aer age we (in reason and rhyme) 
l'rom her fate point a moral politely. 
No charming young fair in her seventy-oddth year 
(In whose eyes the first love-glamour glistens) 
Should waste her bright youth on a daft cavalier 
In his eighty-oddth year of existence! 


——- —— ey 
—_— —— ees 


Superfiuous. 

Mr. Hotch —*“ I suppose you will be going away to the seaside or 
into the country before long for a few weeks’ fresh air?" 

Mr. Fotch.—* No, never do. My wife's got such a knack of giving 
me ‘fresh airs’ every day all the year round that there's really no 
necessity for such a thing!” 


STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 

IN future, Mr, Cyril Flower will be known as Battersea Peer, 

. . 7 © ” 7 

Mr. Arnold Morley has declined to reinstate the dismissed letter 
sorters, whose offence was endeavouring to get M.P.s to ask for an 
inquiry into their grievances, That is hardly the sorter thing they 
ex pected, . . . * . 

Tle presence of the Home Secretary at the seene of the terrible 
colliery disaeter, while it could not repair the disaster, was, at al! 


events, a token to the bereaved that the Queen and the 
nation were in close sympathy with them in their great 
sorrow. And there was a practical advantage in the 
visit also. The Home Secretary must have seen with 
his own eyes and heard with his own ears, much that 
should have a bearing upon future legislation in re- 
lation to the conditions under which our miners work, 
so far as such conditions can be affected or ameliorated 
by human laws, + + > 

The Lord Mayor invites subscriptions for the relief cf 
those bereaved by the above disaster. Here is a chance 
for practical philanthropy, beginning close at home, and 
in a cause as appealing as can well be imagined, 

* * * ae oa 
Think of the morn when the men went down— 
Down the deep shaft for their daily bread ; 

Down to the drifts, where the workings frown, 

Down where no gleam of the daylight’s shed, 


Think of the widows that morning wives, 
Orphans dad kissed, ‘twas scarce an hour ; 

Think of the gloom o’er the humble lives— 
The men cut off in their pride and flower, 


Think of the mothers who raid “ good-bye!” 
Think of the wives for the last time kissed, 

Think of the child dad held shoulder high, 
Ere he went out in the morning mist ! 


Think of them all when the dread sound came— 
Those who turned pale at its terrible roar, 
Those who recoiled at the belching flame, 
And those gone down to return no more, 


Think of the heroes, the unknown brave, 
Roused from their rest by the hasty call 
For volanteers, to go down to save, 
Who answered, “ Ready!” (God bless them !)—al/ / 
. * o = ” * 

Mr. Labouchere, with characteristic smartness, is making more out 
Of his exclusion from the Cabinet than he could have possibly gained 
by inclusion. How does he know that, despite Mr. Gladstone’s pro- 
testations to the contrary, Her Majesty did personally veto his 


a _ 
Dae ee 








_ eee 












STRANGE JenT 
A \wsTKe 
* 





Busy ATTHE LOCAL 


Fitoa TaE SORTERS Pomror ¥ Gov? BoARDB Owing To 





appointment? How does he know that the Queen wrote to Lord 
Rosebery, urging his acceptance of the office of Foreign Secretary? 
Truth, like murder, will out; but it sets one wondering how the 
Member for Northampton pulls the wires, and who are on the other 
ends of them, « . . * 
In badgering the Grand Old Man, 
The Tories nothing do by halus; 
The angry cow who at him ran 
But imitated Tory calves. 
THE MAN IN THE CLOCK 10WéR 


By 
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MORE MISSION WORK. 
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There was once a good girl 
who had great aspirations, 
and who saved up all her 
pocket money, with a view to 
gratify her ambition, 


Nay, ‘0 zealous was this good 
girl in the pursuit of her object, 
that she did even invent of her 
own genius the sympathetic in- 
scription, which was duly affixed 
to her money box, and placed in 








Furthermore, she was \ob- 
served occasionally to shake the 
said money box, as with a view 
to ascertaining the state of its 
interior, 


And as time went on she was also 
observed to study the beauties of her 
appearance by the aid‘of a mirror. 


a conspicuous place, with a view to drawirg little sixpences from visitors 








And friends and relations of that 
good girl said, “Oh, ain't she wonder- day 


ful!” 





And it came to pass 
one day, when the box 
was full, that the good 
girl arose and emptied 
it, and attiring herself 
in her choicest Sabbath- 
raiment, 
mysteriously forth. 





And behold! the photo- 
grapher was a master of his 
art, and took that good girl's likeneas so extremely like unto her, that the 
fund for the Poor Poles hag been diverted to another source ever since, 


To gratify her ambition, and Be Took! 


sallied 








_—_--— oo, —_— 





The Philosopher's Anemograph, 


NAY, do not sink beneath the shock, 
Because you've failed in trade, man; 

By him who bought your “ bankrupt stock” 
Think, think what cash is made, man, 

Let joy for his good fortune vast 
Dispel your selfish woe, man ; 

It’s an evil wind—a bitter blast— 
That bloweth good to no man! 


Nay, do not curse your foolish ways, 
Because your love of drink, man, 
Has made you spend your latter days 
Within a workhouse. Think, man, 

What various joys to you the ale 
And whisky vendors owe, man; 
It 8 an evil wind—a grievous gale— 
That bloweth good to no man | 


Nay, do not wear that troubled brow 
yr eonuse you've lost your health, man ; 
cre all men always healthy, how 
. Would doctors win their wealth, man ? 
‘xcept for ills like yours, they'd soon 
Jo Stonybroke Street go, man ; 
‘Ban evil wind—a tough typhoon— 
That bloweth good to no man ! 


GP To CorRnEsPONDENTS.— The Edit 





Nay, sufferer, take it not amiss 
That Death will reach you soon, man ; 
Forbode the undertaker’s bliss, 
The wreath-retailer’s boon, man. 
The sculptor, too, who decks your tomb, 
Will thanks on you bestow, man ; 
It's an evil wind—a sad simoom— 
That bloweth good to no man! 


Nay, do not, though in blankets swathed, 
Give way to furious ire, man, 
Because some scoundrel, while you bathed, 
Purloined your rich attire, man. 
Reflect with what enjoyment soon 
Your tailor’s cheeks will glow, man ; 
It’s an evil wind—a mad monsoon— 
That bloweth good to no man! 








Nay, do not weep because non est 
Your cherished black-and-tan, man ; 
Consider how supremely blest 
Will be some sausage man, man. 
Think how, pro tem., untodiled-for 
“dust” 
Into his tills will flow, man ; 
It’s an evil wind—a gruesome gust— 
That bloweth good to no man! 


Nay, wholesale murderer, look not glum 
Because they’ve captured you, man ; | 
Conceive what biz., for weeks to come, 
The paper-boys will do, man. 
Nor can the hangman of this isle 
His livelihood forego, man ; 
It’s an evil wind—tornado vile— 
That bloweth good to no man! 


Too Literally Obeyed. 


TIME—3.30 A.M. 


Mr. Phuddle (on being lifted out of cab),— 

‘“Theresh yo’ fare, cabbysh. And, oh, I shay, 

| cabbysh, you might o—_ front doorsh 
 fomme.” (So said, so done.) 

Mr. Phuddle —“ And, oh, I shay, cabbysh, 

betweener shelves, if ma mishish wakesh up 
wish hearin’ ma bootsh, she'll shlaughter me, 
But ma booteh ish badsh to get off, cabbysh. 
and, I shay, cabbysh, I wish yoush take em 
| off fomme,”’ 
Cabman.—' Mach obliged to you, I’m sure, 
sir. I kin see they're just my size to a T 
I'll] TAKE 'EM OF¥ with pleasure, sir!" (So 
said, so done.) 
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LATTER-DAY FABLES—WITH MATTER-OF-FACT MORALS. 
THE STIPEXDIARY MAGISTRATE AND THE WIFE-BEATER, 
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A stipendiary magistrate, who for years had writhed beneath 
the lash of domestic tyranny, and who never returned to the 
connubial nest without fear and trembling and many inward 
misgivings regarding the sort of reception his better half might accord him, 
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Though devoutly withing he possessed a 
tithe of the prisoner's complaint, and hardly 
able to resist the desire to Lestow some slight 
gratuity upon him from out of the poor box, 
yet vevertheless, after admonishing bim in were displayed. 
the severest terme, he sentenced him to the 
longest period of imprisonment the law permitted ; 








And that evening, on his homeward 
return, paused for a moment tothought- consciously observed, aloud, “I wonder what would 
fully gaze into a shop window where a_i be the result if I ventured to introduce corpcrs! 
choice and varied assortment of whips punishment into this household?” ‘The, result,’ 











Was one day, by the irony of fate and in his official capacity compelled to tr) 


a hulking ruffian upon a serious charge of wife-beating. 








As he was preparing to retire for the night, he un- 


replied his wife, calmly, overhearing the -remark, 


“would be twofold! There wouldibe a vacancy upon the magiateri*! 


bench, and I should be wearing the latest thing in widow’s weeds ! ' 


MoraLt— No! “ English Wives” and henpecked husbands may deduce their own moral. 














JUST OUT. PRICE ONE SHILLING. 


By H. T. Johnson, « “ Jack of Hearts,” 
“A Ghastiy Fraud,” etc., etc. 


“Fun” Office, 153 Fleet St., London, E.C. 


THE business of the gentlemen who sell 
the blocks of stone and 
ships in position on the sea is like a hand rail, 


. 7 HAT MAN CHEEDLEPUMP,” inasmuch as it is a ballast trade, 





A HOUSE is not odious when it is comm-odious, 
A song is not odious when it is mel-odious, 


NOW READY. PRICE SIXPENCE. 


rel ser FUN’S FUNNY SCRAPS 


64 Pages of Literary and Artistic Matter, Beautifully 
Printed on Fine Paper in Coloured Wray jer. 





“Fun” Office, 153 Fleet St., Lordon, E.C. 
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‘The Typical Cocoa of 
English Manufacture, “a 
R Absolutely Pure.” toad WARNING, 
= | —The Analyst. ° "Ceca: *” [IAAI ed | OO ab ath 
Louder : Piinted by DALSINL BROTHERS, at their Camden Prem. High Street, N.W. and Publsbed (for the Proprietors) by W. lay, at 163 Fleet Sureet, AC. ~~” 


Wednesday, Sept< 


mber 7, 1893 


“A capital sixpennyworth for holiday fulk.”— Referee. 
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‘FUN’S” TIP-TOP CAL TOUCHES. 
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Wer -boxes. A spirif-ed case in 


(1) Football for girls! Each charmer would a mug be, 


Whileck apel. 


| (4) Old Barnet Fair again was in full revel, 


lo risk hard knocks—especially with “ Rugby.” But not on a Barnet Fairy-land-like level, 
(-) An over public-ked private (Scottish Rifles) (5) Young budding thieves do now good gains secure, 
l\anked firing loaded pistols ’mong mere trifles ! By attention unto stolen letter-ature ! 
(8) A crippled burglar extra caution needeth, (6) This unlicensed “ Spirit ’-ualist’s excuse for sneaking, 
or on his track one easily proceedeth. Was but “ Un-' Custom ’-ed as I am to public speaking _—-— 


(7 Although this aéronaut soon failed through dizziness, 


Some thieves “ ballooned ”’ the mob, and did good bizzi-neas, 
VOL, LVI, NO, 1427, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


J DID I tell you? Here 
YY 7 a we are again—right in 







the thick of it! The 
summer is over and 
gone, and the voice of 
the mummer is begin- 
ning once more to be heard in 
the land—it is a weak voice 
yet, and has something of a 
provincial twang in it, but we 
rhall be all right — I 
have no doubt, and quite our- 
selves again. So down we 
take the swallow-tail from its 
summer nail, shake out the 
moths and on we go again. 









THE Royauty.—At the 
first blush (not mine—I haven’t come to 
that yet) it would seem, from Mr. Geo. 
I{enderson’s announcements, that the sum- 
mer is not yet over—seeing that he uses, as 
a heading to them all, “Mr, Geo. Hender- 
son’s Summer Season.” It may be, how- 
ever, that it was summer when he drew up 
the “copy” for the printers, and that the 
proverbially short duration of that season 
with us prevented hia getting the docu- 
ments out in time—or (again), the posses- 
sive case sugzeste that Mr. Henderson may have a private summer of 
his ewn, which is quite different in character 
and period from that to which the general 
publie is accustomed, 





Trek LeTURN OF THE 
SWALLOW (TAIL). 





THE poor old Royalty seems to have 
fallen on evil days! One after another 
things come and go—or, rather, don't “go,” 
and deeper and more depressing grows the \“s 
@oud that envelopes the erstwhile happy @ 
little house wherein many of the merriest ' 
moments of our youth were passed, Surely 
this hybrid show of drama, and — 
what is called “ Variety” (probably / .<, 
because it was, is, and always will ( ‘+: { 
be the same) under special disad- l=, 
vantages is the climax; after which  —~)"L. 
the fortunes of the house must rise ie ¥ 
or sink for ever. There is one thing (9% hy 
which most certainly will tend to ‘f-S\-f 
the latter disaster, The audi- “(fh 
torium would be none the ma 
worse fora little freshening y/ 
up, perhaps, but the exten- 
sive “ rae indulged / Nas] / 
in can have nothing butan ‘ “AS 
ill effect, An impassable ' ¥ 
crowd round the box office, 
“vetting num bers”"— 
there’s no disguising a LEIA © 
“paper” crowd—has two 
effects upon the individual 
who has come prepared with 
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THR ROYALTY.—Miade of l’retty Seeusan: “Og, 
OarTAIN! TOE POOR OLD ROYALTY!” 


coin of the realm; the delay irritates 
him, and the circumstances reveal to 
him that the performances are some- 
thing of a failure, each of which con- 
siderations damps his ardour, and, 
more than probably, sends him some- 
where else, 


To begin with, how are we to take 
this style of performance? Is it dra- 
matic or is it “variety”? I quite 

‘) sympathised with both ladies in a little 
« , unpleasantness about a bonnet going 
into the stalls, If it is a variety show, 

"p ¢¢ the lady had the right of prehistoric 
44 and unbroken custom for retaining 
ae that article. If it is a theatrical per- 
Tas DOTALeL, = WADE - THE eeenn, the tone of sorrowfully in- 
Amc >, fF FouND dignant remonstrance on the part of 
ALTOORTEER WANTING. the attendant was justified of yt 
Perhaps a e mpromise might be effected. How would it be 





cedenta. 





if the lady were directed to remove her bonnet, but allowed to retain 
it instead of being compelled to temporarily part with it—and pay a 
fee for the privilege of deprivation? I suppose this would be some- 
what out of the “order” of things— 
ah! that“order”! It partakes largely 
of the character of the spider's invita- 
tion to the fly, methinks, 















IF one had any doubts about the 
original authorship of the dialogue on 
the stage, a very few minutes’ experi- 
ence of that in front of the house re- 
vealed clearly that Mr. Ansty must 
have done it; and I fully expect to see 
recorded in the pages 
of a popular “ comic” | 
the boisterous wel- 
come accorded to some 












ae YG 
of the fe- 
male _per- 
formers by 
( susceptible 
; males, who 
( expressed 
their life- 
long devotion 
with prolonged 
“o-0-ohs!” and 
shrill amatory whis- 
tles, also their re- 
THE ROYAUTY.—LINKED SWEETNESS LONG Drawn 4Uests to a gentle- 
OUT.—THEY ALL D-HEWETT. man to “ Git his ’air 

cut!” and the plea- 

sant chat of young ladies round about, revealing to the company 
generally that so-and-so was “ quite plain off the stage, and dark, you 
know” 





—‘She sang at the Crystal Palace on Tuesday,” “No, she 
didn’t, my dear; her turn came on too late” “I hope she won't be 
cross; I haven’t used the other seat she sent me.” ne 
“There, I do like that step—when I was in the Z 
Laliety four that high kick always went down” 
—and 80 on, 


eee 


PERHAPS I’m a long time’ coming to the pro- 
gramme, Well, to tell you the truth, I rather shirk 
it. It is so easy to be “funny” about perform- 
ances of this calibre, that one is apt, unconsciously, 
to be a trifle cruel—though, of course, those who 
invite criticism by public appearance must be pre- 
pared to face it, and, todo them justice, they mostly 
are provided with a fine armour of complacent self 
approval, Anyway, the programme was a rather 
confusing affair in itself, The varieties (which, 
perhaps, might have been expected to vary a little) Tue Royauty. — 
appeared in regular order, as per invoice, all right, © TH& CONFUSION 
but the dramatic portion was bewildering ; when I fe «“ Watt 

ought to have been, and thought I pair.” 

was witnessing Madge, I suddenly 
awoke to the fact that it was Marriage Bells ; when 
[ ought to have been enjoying Mr, Frank Lindo’s in- 
imitable imitation of Mr. Tree in The Bab Ballad 
Monger, bothered if I wasn’t being reduced to the 
verge of lunacy by Madge ; and when Madge should 
have been preparing those I left behind me for bed— 
no doubt it was The Bab Ballad Monger which was 
waking them all up—for I regret to say that I ran away 
before the latter piece, which I had come specially to 
see, came on, I should like to have stayed, because I 

believe it is a good thing, and I know Mr, Lindo’s 
ge really marvellous power of imitation; but I have 4 
WHO won. Wife and family wholly dependent upon me, and dared 


DERED wWaEN Tun no further risks,» 
THE WAITER 
WOULD BB “IN 
THE ROOM.” 








THE ROYALTY. 


_ Cigarette, exceptionally strong in its music and good 
in its lyrics, was produced with uproarious applause 
at the Lyric, Too late for detailed treatment this week, NESTOR. 
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WHO KNOWS? 
Irate Partner.— Oh, George! you’ve been drinking again, Don’t 
deny it!—My nose never deceives me!” 
Dreadful Spectacle.—“ M-my nose nev’ d'ceives you, y’mean, m’dear.” 








FUN-DE-SIBCLE FAROBS. 


THE LATEST DEVELOPMENT. 
(Which may be expected at any moment—if not earlier.) 


SCENE.—Any music hall stage. During a momentary lull the 
boards are suddenly displayed from the wings, announcing 
“ Extra turn.’ Music — Serioso-comicoso, Then enter to a 
chord, MELPOMENE (the Goddess of Tragedy) and THALIA (the 
ditto of Comedy), disguised as “ The Sisters Blister, duettists, 
dancers and variety sketch artistes,” 


MEL, AND THAL, (singing). 
Thalia and Melpomene our names were, 
In days we both worked the reg'lar stage, 
But recently quite altered all our aims were 
In accordance with this new variety age. 
Meu. J was wont to score with Buskin and Cothurnus. 
THAL. And you bet that I did ditto with the Sock ! 
MEL. But now the great B.P. appears to spurn us—— 
THAL. In fact, we’ve in the Drama ta’en the knock! Ta-ra-ra! 


Chorus. And so, you see, poor Melly and Thal-iar— 
Now the drama for their services ne'er calls— 
Are now duettist sisters, 
Twirlers, twisters, 
Reg’lar Blisters ! 
A-working of the 'Appy, ’Appy ’Alls! 
(Dance ad lib., after which, change of air as follows.) 


MEL, /J-am-not-so-friv’lous as my witty mate, 
I once stalked through pieces called le-git-i-mate ! 
With a sound and fury quite magnilequent, 
And-a-ten-den-cy to be soliloquent ! ( Weeps.) 
THAL. (coming to the rescue). 
But now they never heed her “ sweeping pall,” 
For the dagger and her bow] they never call, 
Still, too long the grave old Juggins 
Kept her moanin’s and her muggin’s, 
But now I’ve introduced her to a “ hall,” pom-pom ! 
MEL. Hist! Theatre of Varieties sounds less small ! 
THAL, (to fresh air). 
Yes, dear, Melly has seen better d'ys, 
Though now from her heights she is hurled. 
MEL, (weeping). Yes, al-tho-ough I look shydy, 
I’ve been a grand lydy, 
Though now of the Music Hall World ! 





(Droops.) 
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THAL, (aside to her). Here, wake tp! No wonder they wouldn't 
stand you on the boards, You're a bit too giddy, yow are! 

MEL. (loftily). Gidd-ay! for-r-r-sooth | 

THAL. Here, chuck it! We shall never be in tinie for the 9.19 
turn at the Pavoli. (Zo the audience.) Ladies and gentlemen: We 
will, with your kind attention, proceed to give you an imitation of 
two penn'orth of cold gin ! 

MEL. (sternly). Tha-li-ar! How dar-r-r-e you! 

THAL. Here, shut it! Keep your snaky tresses on, Melly-—, and 
hurry up! we must live! 

MEL. But may business has generally been to die ! 

THAL. Well, what about that ncw sketch, “Titus Andronicus in 
Ten Minutes; or, The Merry English Wives of Windsor” ? 

THAL, Alass! Sir Arthur, who is now doing so well on the halls, has 
been so busy with Ellen Terry's new Serpentine Dance for the 
Trocadero, that he has not had taime to finish our five poor band parts | 

_THAL. Well, that's cool; I quite thought he would have been at 
liberty after he fixed up those three new songs for Irving to open with 
at Canning Town Cornucopia of Comicality on Monday, 

MEL. What is to be done then, Sister maine ? 

THA. J dunno. Pinero never finished that sketch of “The 
Profligate” he promised. And Jones says he is having great difticult y 
in cutting “ Judah” down to fifteen minutes—if we insist on droppiny 
in that Fasting Girl's Skirt Dance. Well, the only thing we oan do ix 
to get that little Shakesheridan sketch forward. Are you ready, Mel.? 

MEL, Iyam |! 

THE SKETCH, 


A MIDSUMMER NIGHT'S SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL; 


Or, the Merchant of Venice in London, 
[ Enter LADY PoRTIA TEAZLE (Thalia), 
L. P. T. (singing), Then you wink the other eye—— Ah, me! I 
wonder where Sir Peter is! No matter! The gentle Sir Caliban 
Surface is coming in to lunch. So, until he comes—just now will be 
the chance to introduce my little song-and-dance (sings)— 


“ As artful as a weazel 
Is real little Lady Teazle, 
As lively as Lord Dan Leno; 
I think Mr. Surface sweeter 
Than my stupid old Sir Peter, 
Who this afternoon will take me to a Beano.” 


[Barn Dance ad lib, Enter MELPOMENE as J, BASSANIO 
SuRFACE (Principal Boy). 


J.B. 8. Ah, Lady T.—Lady T., I kiss your hands; be mine! You 
cannot conceive how a little y fs pas would increase your confidence, 

LApy T. Indeed, not me! Noteven a faue pas de quatre. And 
me, an English wife! Not much. 

M. J. B. 8, Ah; believe me, Lady T, The man who—but someone 
comes, Hide behind thatscreen. (vit to change.) 

Lapy T. (concealing herself sadly). How oft the sight of screens to 
do ill deeds makes ill deeds done. 


[ Re-Enter MELPOMENE as SIR OLIVER SHYLOCK, 
Ha! ha! 1 am der frendt in der City, An unconscionable dog. 
And for this Charles Surfish spat upon my Jewish Gaberdiaoe, But 
he wouldn't sell my picture. He called me dog, and brought down 
the rate of usance here in Venice in London. But he wouldn't sell 
my picture. Ha! ha! Now to get my pound of fleshings, se ash to 
appear at the Covent Garden Fancy Ball. (/ vit to change.) 
Avy T. (peeping out). He is gone. And so I am to pretend to be 
a real little French milliner, Well, I (while my partner is changing) — 
I may as well try over the song [| have to sing in that character. 
( Sings.) “Than this leetle French milliner 
No van is villin’er— 
Villin’er for a mash——’ 
But ah! see. Some one cometh—I must diasemble, Ah! here isa 
screen suitable for that purpose. (L/issembles behind screen.) 
[ Music, Re-enter MELPOMENE as SIR PETER TEAZLE, 
Siz P. (singing). “I say, waiter, waiter, waiter!” (Speaks.) Yes, 
I am a waiter, a waiter for her. Ah! she’s here, I'm sure of it, Ob, 
jealousy, thou Green Isle monster. How have I frighted thee! 
When an old man marries a young wife his relief must be to loathe 
her! Ah, see yon screen wobbles. ‘Tis from conscience that makes 
cowards of us all. Ingratitude, thou marble hearted sereen! Down— 
down! and say I sent thee thither (pulls down sercen), Lady T. by 
all that’s d—— Enter Puck. 
Puck. Hist ; no swearing aloud aba{t the Council ! 
“I’ve put a girdle around about your sketch 
In forty minutes—who plays more's a wretch— 
Whom ‘twere base flattery to call a jay. 
Omnes, Then give us your applause, kind friends, we pray.” 


[ Bravos, Band, Bouquets (from FUN on the Mash), chorussing 
and CURTAIN, 
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FOR THE WILD WESTMINSTER SHOW, 


THE GRAND OLD COWBOY. 


THIS IS NOT THE COW WITH THE CRUMPLED HORN, WHO CHEVVIED THE PREMIER ALL FORLORN. 
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IT IS THE GREAT HEREDITARY HEIFER AND OUR OWN BUFFALO BILL PRACTISING 
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IMPROVING THE OCCASION (A FACT). 


(Reggie has hired a boat and man and taken the girls for along row on the water.) 


Talkative Boatman.—* Yessir, it’s marvellous how good folks are as come on the 
water with me, sir—just as you an’ the leddies might be now,sir. They pays me 
double what I asks ‘em, and sends such fine ‘ampers at Christmas. But I says I 
deserves all I gets, being a ‘ Salvationer.’ And it happens to be my birthday to-day, 


sir, and the missus’ too,” 


[ And so on, until Reggie and the girls think half an hour in that boat sufficient. 


ote FES Fo 





a= A New “Home” Industry. 


SINCE our Sovereign Lady, a week or two back, 
Sent a favourite dog as a gift to a bride, 
We've so followed our mode-leader's lead that, alack ! 
There be wedding-gift dogs on each hand and each side. 
And it’s fair to suppose, if we rashly go on 
; Imitating the Royal example, as now, 
<4 That a fortune immense will be hoarded anon 
. By the Battersea Home of the Homeless Bow-wow 


For, ere Agnes or Alice or Amy the ring 
Of allegiance assumeth, each several friend, 
With a laudable yearning to “do the right thing,” 
Will a four-footed gift to the damosel send. 
And, as dog-stores may;vainly in Bond Street be sought. 
How on earth will those presents be gotten? Oh! how? 
For a fabulous price they will mostly be bought 
From the Battersea Home of the Homeless Bow-wow ! 


But, when Agnes or Alice or' Amy the ring 
Of allegiance has worn for a se’nnight or so, 
Mr. Habby, no doubt, to each four-footed thing 
A deep-rooted aversion will shabbily show. 
And, when thoroughly sick of their presence he gets 
He'll a fabulous sum, in his fury, allow 
(To insure the removal of all his wife’s pets) 
To the Battersea Home of the Homeless Bow-wow |! 








Tell Us The Time, 


THAT novelty in Time-Tables, “The Topical Tra- 
veller and Illustrated 2d. Alpha-Beti-Cal Time Tables 
for Great Britain and Ireland: also London and the 
environs,” is rapidly gaining ground in public favour. 
As it is a combination of Magazine and Time-book, and 
contains short stories, sketches in prose and verse, 
dramatic and sporting, ladies’ compartment and smoking 
carriage articles, many of them well and amusingly 
illustrated, it may well become a favourite with railway 
travellers, Who would go without one? Be in time. 











New Leaves. 


THE head and front of Zhe Hnglish Illustrated are those of 
Mr, Gladstone, The fine pet is accompanied by an appreciative 
article by Mr. Henry W. Lucy, than whom perhaps no one is better 
able to estimate and set forth the majestic proportions of the G.O.M., 
both as a statesman and an orator. There are other interesting 
articles, for instance, “ Doncaster and the St. Leger,” “ The Parisian 
Police,” “The Times,” and such like.—The opening paper in St. 
Nicholas is about “A King without a Tbrone.” It is followed by 
many others equally pleasing and attractive, “Strange Corners of 
Our Country,” “A Curious Community,” and “The Keys to a 
Student's Success,” are amongst them.—There is a fine frontispiece in 
Lhe Leiswre Hour, and much that is both entertaining and instruct- 
ive in its which only the diligent reader will find out. The 
article on “ Electioneering in former times,” with its quaint old illus- 
trations, is remarkably interesting.—‘“The Street of Tombs at 
Pompeii” is the frontispiece to Zhe Sunday at Home, There is also 
an illustrated article on “ Pompeii as you see it to-day.”—There is an 
otherwise good frontispiece in Zhe Girl's Owm Paper, where the 
setting sun is untrue to nature.—TZhe Boy's Own Paper is full of 
good, wild, exciting stories of adventure ; and Friendly Greetings bas 
its specially appropriate features.—Several things in 7he Jdler will 
be found particularly good. In “The Idlers’ Club,” varied opinions 
sre expressed upon the merits of various places as holiday resorts.— 
Every reader enjoys the serial stories in Longman’s; many take an 
almost equal interest in such articles as “A Famous Family.”—Mr. 
Montagu Williams’ famous papers,“ Round London,” in J/owseho:d 
Words, have arrived at No, 16.—" The New Postmaster’s Chance” is the 
chief subject enlarged upon in Bric-a-Brae, \t isachance of making 
a“ ge Pate " of the traders in forged stamps, and the forgere, 
which o r. J. W. Palmer has fought so hard and to long to 
accom « Perseverance does it. 

“Mr. Horatio Mandeville’s Experiences,” by Constance McEwen 
(Eden Remington & Co.). This interesting story is written with 
much freshness and cleverness. The main incident, however, 
of the bachelor being kidnapped into the madhonse bas rather 
an ancient and fish-like flavour, ‘a kind of not of the newest.”— 
“ The Cruise of the Tomahawk,” by Mr. R. 8, De Courcy Laffan (same 

ublishers), This is a chatty of a summer holiday on the river 
es, when two or three are gathered and pleasure is sufficiently 
plentiful to provide a rare good time. 
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“THE FLOWING TIDE.” 


He of the wndress.— Where are yer goin’, old son, in them there 
holiday duds—on 'Ampstead ‘Kath fm 
He of the full dress—“ Not me! Look at cheer, matey, I’m goin’ 
to ‘Igh Park and show myself among the nobs, an’ p'r'aps giv’ ’em 4 
bit o' my mind about One bloke One vote, Eight hours a day—'an if 
wants 'Ome Rule, let ’em come down our court Sa’day night an’ 
ask my old gal ‘ow she likes it,” 
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The Bxtraordinary Career of Hodden and Dodden, 
An Extract from Unnatural History, 
Sete HODDEN and Dodden 
are two little men, 

They are more! 

Twins | 

And are, and always 
have been very much 
attached to one another, 
Like this— 

It is on record that 
the Family Doctor, find- 
} ing them weakly when 
first arm-in-arm they 
made their bow to the 
world, looked up a nice, 
big-stoppered bottle, and 
ordered in a gallon and a 
half of proof spirit, and 
made up his mind as to 
the especial shelf in the surgery where the aforesaid big bottle was to 


stand, with ‘little Hodden and a 
Dodden inside it, eas 

But they did not die, or this 
wonderful Record would never : 
have been written, illustrated 
and printed. They lived, and 
the nurse turned over some- 
thing handsome by exhibitirg 
them to people who bile 
paid for a peep at "em cae 
as they squirmed in 
their double - sized 
cradle, 

It seems strange 
that such near rela- 
tions could not agree, 
Hodden and Dodden 
never can have been 


said to pull together. 
They teethed crossways. When one got the thrush the other took 
- the measles. They 
Wy Uf swopped complaints 
“/j, and then began the 
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Wy, yg whole thing over 
again. Hodden 


~ learned to talk first 
and to walk after- 










<<, wards; Dodden 
cz, stepped out like a 
“4 Life Guardsman be- 
~ fore he could say 
r- “Tal” This led to 
Z complications, 
LZ Their dispositions 
(c<- came near being 
co, permanently soured 
~~ about this time, for 
ue they never could 
~~} Vass learn to be bad, or 
. to be good at the 
same instant, and when the one who had done something bad was 
smacked and stood up in 
the corner, the other who 
had done nothing that 
was not good had to go 
too,and viceversi. Every - 
human nature has its 
lower side, Hodden and  - 
Dodden found out that ~ 
this was so before they 
had lived very long. > 
By-and-by they went 
to School. When one was 
at the bottom of the class 
the other was invariably 
at the top. This caused 
confusion, The boys used ——~- : 
to do sums on the black ~~ 33gemeees 
board, Like this— = 
_ “Tark Ho 
DEN FROM DoDEN 
AND 
DopEN From HODEN, WoT REMANSE?” 7? ? ? ? 7? 

















Later on, when Dodden was publicly presented by the chief master 
with a medal for , 

exemplary conduct 
and installed as 
Head Boy with 
musical honours— 
upon the same day 
which saw Hodden - 
expelled in disgrace 
for a flagrant breach 
of the rules, the 
tangle became inde- 
scribable, 

They are now 
grown up. One is 
an ardent unbe- 
liever, the other 
eminently religious, 
One is a happy hus- ‘ 
band, the other 
a confirmed bache- 


lor; one is a mem- 

ber of the Blue Ribbon Army, the other president of a weekly Free 

and Easy, a jedge 
w 



















fed of Scotch isky 

OLD | [| and a patron of 
Tom! i> old rum, [It is 
ey __' feared they have 


——— -—— 


threatened more 
than once of late 
to sever the con- 
nection, for things 
can't possibly go 
on in such a way. 
~- Their wives are 
not. the best of 


Yi 

U/ Uy | friends, either. 

if Wf . Mutual jealousy is 

WHY) 

We YE : ~.. said to be a fruit- 
bbs | =} a \= . ful cause of recri- 
4 tay Ie, YAY : mination, It could 


hardly be helped, 
but it was impru- 
dent, to say the 
least of it, of Mrs, Dodden to have accompanied Hodden to a Music 


Hall, While the 
story goes that Mrs. 
Hodden was once 
discovered _ sitting 
on Dodden's knee. 
‘e But the doctor 
says in the case of 
such very near rela- 
tions, both Hodden 
and Dodden, when 
they had _ cooled 
down a little, would 
be sure to regret 
it. 
After all, there is 

a mutual tie be- <= 
tween them which 4% 
it is difficult to over- ‘ 
look. They have 
always stuck to- - 
gether, in spite of a: 


the illnatured things 
people have said, {t would upset Dodden very much if H»iden were 


to tumble down and break anything, While I firmly believe that 
if Dodden was to pay the universal debt of nature, nothing would 
deter his brother from being buried in the same grave, Nothing like 


a family attachment, after all. 
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An Hlegant Extract, 
“WHAT makes me so strong? You may well ask that, It’s air, 


exercise and nourishment. Bat what would be the good of my hang 
the mountain tops to breathe the bracing breezes, what good o 

my swinging the weighty dumb-bells or cleaving the air with my 
awishing clubs, of my walking or my running if I did not strengthen 
my system with good nourishing soups and appetizing sauces, such as 
I get at friends’ houses, and so constantly have at home, made with 
the Liebig Company's Extract of Beef! That's what makes me so 


strong! ” 
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ISOLATION. 

Affable Old Gentleman —“An! MY LITTLE FEeLLow, I 8EB You'vE Got A NICE COMPANION NOW IN THAT LITTLE GIRL!” 
Johnnie (aged 5),—“ Yes, MUST HAVE SOCIETY, YOU KNOW; AND THE DRAWBACK OF THIS PLACE IS, THERE ARE NO MEN DOWN 
HERE OF MY OWN AGE,” 








STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 

A Fox, who, having made a decent Pile out of a Truth store, was 
inclined to let Well alone, and try how better would pan out, hired 
himeelf one fine morning as understudy to a Grand Old Gardener, and 
held his Ladder. The Boss, after cutting enough grapes to slake his 
thirst, laid the elevator straight without offering his col-Labbyrator so 
much asa Black Hambro, “Tartaric acid couldn't live with that fruit 
over a mile track,” said the 7ruth merchant; “ but next time you are 
up a ladder that I’m holding, you'd better have a larachute handy.” 

Moral,—Any body can sniff at fruit during a cholera scare. 


* * * +. * ” 

The Duke of Rutland thinks the House of Lords capable of sur- 
viving several more centuries, which doesn't seem to imply much faith 
in the common sense of posterity. If his Grace's peers were all of his 
pattern, there might be hope for them ; but on a good many of them 
his example of perfect Manners has been thrown away, 

” * . . * o 

Sir Charles Dilke has «xpreased himself as approving the policy 
suggested by Mr, Labouchere with regard to Egypt. He is of opinion 
that we ought to get out, Is 
there going to be a Liberal 
cabal among those outside x 
the Cabinet, to hamper Mr, a) 
Gladstone and Lord Rose- fi 
re But then we have / ’ 
the “disappointeds” with us oR 
al ways. a . * hy Kas a/) 

Thelate Member for South /@/ Yet Po 
eds having been made a (4]/*4"™ 
peer (this is the season for 
removing Flowers from 
Beds), the constituency is ae } 
being wooed by a Duke. 
Probably in Beds Col. Dake's 

hopes will be smothered in > h 
a wet blanket, 


4 . 
as se > be 





« . * 
Labour {1 in Congress at 
Glasgow, and ite delibera- 
tions are fraught with grave 
importance to the whole 













THe TRADES UNION “GOop OLD ANNUAL.” 


community. John Wilson, M.P., spoke very wise words: “We want 
young blood and keen enthusiasm ; but don’t let us come to Congress 
full of egotism and dogmatism. Don’t let us be thoroughly imbued 
with the idea that we are right, and everybody else wrong.” 
+ . 2 * « 
Labour in these days is ‘strong enough to be judicious, discreet, and 
patient, Patient, not to suffer wrong, but without injury to itself or 
to the community to set wrong right. If the Labour war against 
Capital were fought out on the lines advocated by some delegates, 
the result would be the driving out of trade and capital from the 
country, These are leaving it rapidly enough as it is, in all eon- 
science, What is desirable is to check the exodus, 


* os * * aa * 

A dead set has been made against Mr, Fenwick, the Labour Mem- 
ber for Durham. Should this prevail the Council will lose a useful, 
moderate, and honest man, « . - . 

The Orientalists are in Congress, too, shame to say. Our friend 
‘Arry has not been called in to represent the East, In truth, he 
cannot nowadays be said to be representative of that point of the 
com pass, 


* 7. ® * 
Truly Mr, Gladstone pos- 
seases a polygon intellect. 
This is the secret of his 
unique popularity. Those 
who differ with him on 
Home Rule agree with him 
in his devotion to Homer. 
His paper on “ArchaicGreece 
and the East,” read before 
the Oriental Congress, by 
Professor Max Muller, last 
week, took the savants by 
storm. Mr. Gladstone has 
,told us what the Anax An- 
Zdron was, He has likewise 

y - shown us what the Anax An- 
dron is, The English equiva- 
lent is—A Grand Old Man. 


THE MAN 
IN THE CLOCK TOWER 
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“{ think it’s a-goin’ to blow pooty ‘ard, Mister. P’r'aps you ‘ad 
better slip into that there float.” 





“Ere, ’urry hup! This ‘ere sea is getting too much for the boat, 
and I don’t want no crowners a-settin’ on me,” 
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“Wot! can't get it over yer shoulders, eh? Try puttin’ yer fut 


through fust! 1!” 


‘ 
we ° 
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pets D 


“Well, that’s wot I call a stoopid thing to do. ’E might just as 
well ’ave given ‘is 'ead a charnce!” 








Mrs. Martyr to Mr, Mars. 


(“There seem to be two large areas near the equator 
of Mars which are of a permanent blue colour,.”— 
PROPESSOR PICKERING.) 

I DESIRE to assure you, O Mars! 
_ That my heart for you sorely is bleeding, 
Since about you these terrible pars 

In the papers of late I’ve been reading. 
Oh, with sorrow and gloom and dismay 

Must your spirit be atrabilarious, 

If you're cursed, as astronomers Fay, 

With a couple of blue-coloured areas | 


I myself am a dame who have had 

Quite a number of “slaveys” for ages ; 
And my soul has been constantly sad 

As I’ve learnt that, though getting good 


wages, 
They still to my house would bring round 
Certain blue-coloured “ peelers” nefarious, 
Tul my areas ever I’ve found 
To be horridly blue-coloured areas ! 
Wretched Mars, you must certainly pause 
And reflect, and do what I beseech you, 
Or the baleful bad Bankruptcy Laws 
With their jaws and their claws will soon 
reach you. 
For I know, to my sorrow sincere, 
What a host of rich eatables various 


| 
| 


Down the necks of the blues disappear 
When the blues get the run of one’s 
areas | 


To your maidens, O Mars! with black looks, 

A month’s warning at once you must 
tender, 

And your housekeepers, generals and cooks 
Must be henceforth of masculine gender | 

For each maidservant’s warmest desire 
Is to make many “ bobbies ” hilarious, 

So, while maidservants fondly you hire, 
You'll be pestered with blue-coloured areas ! 


(ee 


The Grand Old Cowboy. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


To face now a bold, bucking heifer 
(A heifer whose blundering air’s 

Like a hurricane more than a zephyr), 
Our Grandest Old Ser prepares. 

This is not like the Haw wild moo cow, 
Who tried our bold William to chew, 

But a lofty, high toned “lord knows who” 








cow 
Whose blood is the bluest of blue, 

It roars and it rears 

And it pricks up its ears, 


} 


j 


j 
i 





But the People it fears ; 
And when Grand Old Will nears 
It quivers and quails 
And it wallows and wails ; 
But this naught avails, 
For it knows he ne’er fails, 
But defeat e’er awards 
To this wild bovine blunderer, branded as 
“ Lords,” 


On ita pedigree fondly presuming, 
This heifer has shown it intends 
(By the way its moroseness keeps looming) 
To foil our Old Cowboy's chief ends |! 
The People "twould fain try to browbeat ; 
But our own Grand Old Buffalo Bill, 
Has wagered that he will that Cow beat— 
Reducing its fary to nil! 
With ite sulk and its roar, 
And its b that bore, 
It will fail as 
In the battle to score. 
That “Lords” cow we know 
Is Reform’s ancient foe— 
Bat William’s stern “ Woa!” 
Will make it lie low— 
So Gladstone & Co, 
Will score in the coming Wild West( minster) 
Show ! 








G2” To CoRRESPONDENTS.— The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions, 


accompanted by a stamped and directed envelope, 


In no case will they be returned unless 
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LATTER-DAY FABLES—WITH MATTER-OF-FACT MORALS. 
THE DIsciPpLe oy Momus AND THE New HoMover. 
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) BAMIIN OUR MIDST !NE 
fA) MILLIONS 
&, PB LYAlor DEATHS. 
/ / Y MOMENTAR LY i 
(2) h4,—F — 
|= oe, 
S27 
A disciple of Momus, having, to the intense grief and consternation And leading him forth they proceeded to draw his attention to the 
of his friends, developed an abnormal grin, which, seemingly nothing saddest and most painful sights the resources of civilization could 
— , a . * . . 7 , . , 
on earth had power to allay, was at length, after much discussion, farnish—funerals, vivisection-chambers, executions, sweaters’ dens, 
taken seriously in hand by certain of his relatives, “ We will exter- sensational scare-mongering placards, and various other horrors. But 
minate this grin,” they said one to another, “or perish in the attempt!” the grin never turned a hair, 





’ 


Then they took him to aldermanic dinners and “drawing rooms’ Finally, in sheer despair, and having abandoned all hope, they 
held in frosty May, and Christy Minstrel performances ; and showed shoved into his hand a volume of the “ New Humour.” The effect 
him casual wards, and music halls, and the Griffin, and permitted him was instantaneous! His jaw dropped, the grin fled as if by magic; 
to Lehold screaming burlesques and matinées, and the landing of pauper and from that moment, like the unhappy monarch who in bygone 
immigrants, And still the grin retained its native forty-horse power. ages ruled this blissful realm, he “ never smiled again.” 


MonaL—ZJt is wisely ordained by nature that nothing, however lowly, should exist without its use, Messrs, Lang and Co, please note ! 
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Gy The National LSS 
iS Ewstéddfod, 
(4) Our blackberry friend would far rather be full 

Of the horns of dilemmas than those of the bul), 


(5) In the run on the Birkbeck (a rush now all gone) 
Many panic struck folk kept Birk-beck-oning on, 


(6) A watch and a cross by this dodger were grabbed, 


A- Run on , Bank — y 
Fick pockels pusy. 


(1) When mere rhubarb wine thus makes one have his fling, 
Tis apt to make one rue-barbed conscience’s sting. 


(2) A shark in the Medway swam many a mile, 
But soon wished he had been less shark-astic in style, 
(3) Having brandied himself from a choleraic dread, 
As choleric soon he was branded instead. , 
(7) The Eesteddfod (we think ‘tis pronounced in that way) 
Has made gallant wee Welshfolk quite whales on the “ lay. 


A serVant oulwils an imposlor. 





sut the girl watched and crossed him, and soon he was nabbcd. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


Y®, .—] SAID last week that Cigarette 
¢ re was produced here with up- 
5° y roarious applause, the a 
v 4 - . : . t . 
ej . 9 night. I told the truth, (It is 
Ad. { i ; 
rast, 4 . ; 


a thing I do habitually, so there 
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UNHAPPY PEASANTS. 


is no effort about it, and it is nothing 
to boast about.) The applause was 
uproarious, In fact, I think the per- 
formers “in front” played their parts 

: a good deal better—if thoroughness 
Tue LYRIC.—A RATHER MILD May be taken as asynonym of efficiency 
CIGARETTE. —than the majority of those on the 

stage. However, that is nothing to do 
with me, I never let the demeanour of an audience influence my 
opinion of a play one little bit—I can’t think of ade meanour thing 
if you ask me—#o what follows is my own aggressive—I 
mean humble —opinion, entirely unassisted by venal 
boot-heels or hireling umbrella ferules, 





Cigarette, then, from a dramatic point of view, is as 
reasonably wearisome as can be expected, when we 
have grown somewhat acclimatised to weariness in this 
branch of the drama, The young couple who, with the 
usual youthful disrespect for ancient institutions, desire 
to put an end to a fine old family quarrel, which has 
lasted for centuries, by the paltry expedient of marry- 
ing each other, are old friends, But even old friends 
can wear out our patience by constantly forcing their 
company upon us. So, in spite of their borrowing the 
sprightly vivandiére, Cigarette, bodily from Ouida's 
Under Two Flags, we cannot say that we are much in- THE LyRic.— 
terested in their fate—bieas em! It is not often that ram YOUNG 





” 2 MAN WiTH 
the “stern parent” is so well acted, by-the-way,ashe wn Ear. 
is by Mr, Oswald Yorke on this occasion, 
THE libretto, then—except in ite lyrics, which are unusually happy 


—is deplorably weak. With the music, however, 
it is quite another story. Anyone with an ear 
may thoroughly enjoy himself. As well as some 
good, useful tunefulness, it has many touches of 
delicacy and exhilarating grace. It has strength, 
too, quite above what we are now accustomed to 
in opera comique; and the splendidly handled 
finale to the second act awoke in one (I was the 
one) @ feeling of enthusiastic delight, in spite of 
the depressing influence of a poor libretto, on the 
whole indifferently acted, and the irritation of a 
too obtrusively friendly audience. Mr. Haydn 
Parry is a young man who may look forward to a 
very brilliant career—let us hope that he will see 
that he gets it. 








BEYOND the bit of good acting I have already 
alluded to, there is very little deserving the name 
= ee connected with the piece. Mr, Collette can act to 
TURED Hero. a a certain extent, when he likes, but on the present 

oceasion he appears content to favour us, by way 
of jocularit'es, with copious extracts from the time-worn lore of negro 





minstrelsy. Heand his companion in gloom may be excused, perhaps, 
on the ground of the difficulties of the situation; it is hard to be 
comic without materials. Mr. Joseph O’Mara is a 
more than pleasing tenor, but he can scarcely be said 
to shine as an actor. The hero in his hands presents 
the curious spectacle of a being with a double nature, 
when the sings, he is a man of various deep and 
easily raised emotions—when he speaks, he is a crea- 
ture impervious to any emotions, and stolidly indif- 
ferent to all things. Madame Albu sings pleasantly 
enough, too—perhaps hardly so well as she used to, 
bat “ what’s the odds, as long as we’re happy?” Her 
acting has not that deep intensity, perhaps, which we 
look for in a Juliet, or a Desdemona, or a Mrs, Haller 
—but, then, who said it had? 





Miss BANKHARDT has all the slimness necessary 
for a lady’s cigarette, and looks well in the pretty 
costume attached to the part. She shows some Se 
ability and training as a singer, too, but Nature has 
denied her the physique for making the most of her 
industry. Miss Marion Erle shows all the advan- 
tages of experience in the small part of Mother Lou- 
Lou, and Miss “ Hannah Jones” sings in very good 
style as the Comtesse de Montrouget. Miss May Lawrie’s perform- 
ance, while otherwise inoffensive, calls for warning against the habit 
of playing too much to the audience. Fhe dresses are suitable, and 





THE LYRIC.— 
THE May 
WHO MUSTN'T 





THE LYRIC.—* WHEN THE LIGHTS ARE LOW.” 


the scenery is very good indeed. Messrs, Harrison (Ltd.) are respon- 
sible for the former, and Mr, W. T. Hemsley for the latter, 





Nops AND WINK8.— The Wedding Eve appears to have passed 
off fairly well at the Trafalgar. Mr. and Mrs. Wyatt and Mr. Leven- 
ston were good enough to invite me toa private view of this hand- 


some and 
well ar- 
ranged 


/ new-comer, 
but nobody 
invited me 
to The 
Wedding. 
Con se- 
quently I 
4 am unable 
| to tell you 
‘\ anything 
ahout it— 
what the 
brides- 
maid 
wore, what 
the cake 
was like 
(or even 
who he 
was), or 
anything. 
I don’t 
propose to 
act the 
spiteful 
fairy and 
put the 
heroine to 
sieep for a hundred years (she might 
be beforehand with me!), nor even 
to help other comic operas to “ put 
her to bed”; but I’m very much 
hart, all the same—I had such a nice 
wedding present ready, too: half a 
brick, beautifully mounted and all 
ready for a wedding heave !—The latest arrival at the Empire is one 
Joseph Darby, who hag “the jumps” more than anybody else in the 
world NESTOB. 





THE LYRIC.—Ma-LNG 
HER BLISS, 
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First Fisherman.—* ANY SPORT, SIR?” 
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Second Fisherman.—" 1 SHOULD THINK 80! SEE THIS CHAP? JUST COLLARED HIM! BEEN AFTER HIM FOR A WEEK AN’ MORE!!"” 








I am Here! 


AT last! The Drama of the Future has become the Drama of the 
Present. It is with us! No longer the shadow of a visionary dream, 
it has burst upon us—not, as might have been reasonably expected, a 
babe in swaddling clothes—but full grown, fully matured, and appa- 
rently wearing full sized whiskers. Get thee behind me, Shakespeare! 
Shade of Sheridan, avaunt! Stand back, wraiths of Jerrold, Knowles, 
Robertson and Lytton! Hats off, Pinero, Jones and Grundy! Behold 
the modesty with which it announces itself !—— 


THE PENITENT PRIG AT RURY LANE, 





To the Great Enlightened Public. 





The forthcoming drama at Rury Lane, compiled with a view to 
solace, comfort, amuse and “ make yer flesh creep,” is constructed and 
carpentered upon those good old dramatic lines, probably already 
ancient at the period of the Deluge. Predestined as it is to satisfy 
the universal appetite, it is likewise capable of appeasing the intel- 
lectual hunger of either Belgravia or Leather Lane, and may be 
confidently partaken of without fear of ulterior consequences. The 
language employed will consist entirely'of the figurative colloquis!- 
isms of the present day, and instead of those long-winded and irre- 
levant speeches which frequently occur in such dreary productions as 
Hamlet, Othello and Sweeney Todd, the dialogue will be found to be 
crisp, terse, epigrammatic, and positively bristling with the chippiest 
of chippy slang phrases. No attempt will be made to expound or 
solve those problems which have puzzled and interested humanity 
since the Creation (the authors are “ not taking any-”), the drama being 
strictly adapted to suit the lowest intellectual level ; and the authors 
hope to prove that a mixture of Ibsen and watercress, flavoured with 
a choice blending of Zola and shrimps, will be found equally capable 
of knocking ’em in the Old Kent Road, or staggering ’em at the 
universities, 

The company will be so numerous as to greatly tax the resources of 
the multiplication table, and will include legions of those already 
stamped with the hall-mark of popular approval, 





The spectacular effects are of such an astonishing and adjective- 
exhausting nature, that individual members of the audience who may 
be suffering from asthma or shortness of breath, are earnestly adjured 
to on no account neglect to bring their respirators with them. No 
less an effort will be made than to realize Petticoat Lane on a Sunday 
morning!!! Its shops, stalls, cellars, and unsavoury crowds will be 
shown, together with no less than fifteen professional pickpockets 
(specially engaged), each with a genuine police record that the late 
Charles Peace himself might have envied; while an eminent burglar, 
who has, through personal intercession of the manager with the Home 
Secretary, been granted a ticket-of-leave, will fully illustrate the 
mysteries of his fascinating trade. 

The production itself, as a whole, will simply baffle description. 
Time, money, and talent have been scattered broadcast, in order to 
worthily inaugurate the advent of this, the New Drama, 

CRUMMLES REDIVIVUS, 


———— 


We Trow, Sirs! 


THE Duke of York's tr**s*rs are making a fuss 
Concerning them many a person grows talk-ward ; 
Still, if they were made 
By the vile sweating trade, 
It might have turned out for the Duke very (Y)ork-ward. 
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William and His Fish, 


WILLIAM does a little marketing sometimes, Sometimes Mrs, 
William would do a little less, When William buys a lot of mixed 
dried fish and carries it home in a bag it’s rather strange. First of al! 
all the cats come dashing up the area to smell at that Then all 
the people cross to the other side of the way, and the Sanitary 
Inspector, who lives in the row, comes out of his house and looks 
about him as if there were a special job coming on. And all the 
neighbours shut their windows, “I’ve brought you home a trifle of 
fish, my love,” says William. “I knew that,” answers Mrs, William, 
“ag soon as you turned round the oorner of the street,” 
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IN PURSUIT OF SCIENCE, 
(1) Professor Crankly.—* Yea, I'm on it! Why should Garner } their own; but that’s a tale, you know.” (4) “ Well, he’s a find, 
have it all his own way with the study of the ‘Simian’ tongue? I anyhow. There’s money in this boy, you may take your davy. 
fancy I'ma bit ahead of him this journey.” (2) “Great Scott! Livin’ skeletons and double headed nightingales ain't in it with this 


Here they come! and those wretched black fellows have bolted with joker! lMring him along, sharp!” (5) And there was “ money in 
all the scientific plant! I'm going indoors!" Jacko (in Simian),— it,’ too, Professor Crankly is still studying the Simian tongue, 
“Cheer, Pongo! Whatcher call this? Hurry up!” (3) Pengo.— and apparently finds it so fascinating that his return to his native 


Rum ‘un, ain't he? One of these here African explorers, you may land is indefinitely postponed. 
depend on it. They do say as these here animals has a language of 
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THE SILLY SEASON. 


JOHN BULL’S NIGHTMARE. SPECTRES BY THE WAY. 
[See Cartoon Verses, p, 125 
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Current Carols; 
Or, Ditties in Doselets up to Date. 


[Mr. Augustin Daly, on being asked by a Mornin 
Interviewer his opinion of Lord Tennyson as a poer, 
answered : “Tennyson keeps the finest brandy I have 
ever drunk!”] 

Ho! ye New Critics, who profess to seek 
From month to month, and eke fron w: ek to 
week, 

For all the new thoughts that were «ver 

thunk— 
Here is a notion novel and unique ; 
Daly on Tennyson uttered this critique: 
“ He has the finest brandy I e’er crunk!" 


’Tis usual, in regarding Alfred’s muse 
(The Austin-Alfred counts not in these views), 
To give some praise or blame, and not to 
funk 

A poet’s points tis fitting to rehearse, 
But Daly says, when asked re Lord T.’s verre, 
“ He keeps the finest brandy I have drunk!’ 





This opens up a splendid chance, methinks, 
To judge our bards according to their drinks, 
(Of “slating” *twould oft save a cheerless 
chunk.) 
When asked, we'll say re Morris (Will or 
Lew), 
You'll answer thusly: “Ah! they have 
(those two) 
The best rum, gin and Scotch, man ever 
drunk!” 


$9 


As to a bard Blue-Ribbonite or “ broke, 
Who has no tipple for reviewer-folk, 





of sé Le “awful, i You'll picture him as dull as some old 
eo ye ~ thoce are lhe same ¢ ré« Who went fearlessly a5 Eve a h/ania ; monk, : 
*} : “Poet! Absurd! What poesy cin be 


a J ‘7 / : ol > - : ey / r 
di ine fof ihe or lanc§ Lapaar last winter, 7. 


Lurking in such a drinkless dolt as he! 
With Aim no ‘toddy’ have we ever drunk!” 








STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


THE Chief Registrar of Friendly Societies in his latest report has 
expressed himeeif rather unfavourably with respect to old age pen- 
sions. He thinks there is no other way of providing for old age than 
by thrift, self denial and forethought in youth, 

- * * 7. * os 

tut what strikes the Man in the Clock Tower is that while the 
echemes for enabling hard working British men and women to end 
theirdays unharatsed by the cares of poverty bristle with difficulties, 
our legislators find so little difficulty in providing pensions, not mere'y 
for old age, but al] life pensions for the crowd of alien paupers whvo 
live in our reyal palaces upon the fat of the land. 


Suppose the pensions paid to the German band that claims kinship, 
more or Jess distant, to our own royal family were discontinued, a)-o 
the perpetual pensions dealt with by Mr, Bradlaugh in his lifetime, 
those to the descendants of generals who won battles for other gene- 
rations—at least, who had the credit and the reward of victories won 
for them by the men behind them—then, again, those bestowed 
threugh royal favour in consideration more of the virtues of ances- 
treeses than ancestors—if those were diverted to the interest of tle 
nation—— 

A drop in the ocean? Oh, yes, my Tory friend; but then, after all, 
the ocean is made up of drops. A paltry two or three millions per 
annum, merely encugh to endow every Board School in the country 
with one or more University scholarships, or to keep some hundreds 
of aged tax and ratepayers out of the workhouse and lighten the bur- 
then of the rest! What a mockery the whole thing is! 

. . * 7. . o 


Sir Edward Clarke at Mount Edgcumbe enlarged upon the ccn- 
troversy between Mr. Gladstone and Mr. Labouchere as to the latter's 
exclusion from the Cabinet, and said “ He did not know which was the 
meaner, Mr, Gladstone's action or that of Mr. Labouchere.” Anyway, 
Mr. Labouchere has not written strong letters to the papers of bis 
party complaining of his own services being overlooked. What 
complaint he has made has been upon public not personal grounds, 
but Sir Edward Clarke's violent outburst of rage and disappointment, 
when he was some years back Jeft out in the distribution of the loaves 
and fishes, is not likely to be soon forgotten, 

. . a . ” o 
The Grand Old Man has eought the Grand Old Mountain, We read 


in Macaulay's ‘ Legend of Horatius” that even the Greeks could rcarce 
forbear to cheer the Roman hero. S%o it was at Carnarvon, where the 
venerable Statesman halted en route for Snowdon. The town was 
decorated, and the Conservative clubs even more gaily than the 
Liberal, This was very nice—it was a mark of that respect and 
admiration which the great Statesman, the great scholar, the great 
man, extorts from even those oppcsed to him. 
7. * * * * 


Erin and Cambria are both in love with the Anax Andron up to 
date—so much so, that he now sings— 
How happy could I be with either, 
Were t’other dear charmer less contiguous ; 
But while they both press me together, 
I must be a little ambiguous. 





NOT 80 MUCH ENGAGED THAT HE CANNOT SPARE A THOUGHT FOR T'OTHER 
DEAR CBARMER, 


THE MAN IN THE CLOOK TOWER. 
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The kil Tempered May : 


The Ill Tempered Man is not usually a lover of things domestic, 
and especially his soul delighteth not in cats, At “ Livers Times,” 
and on late mornings, pussy usually has rather a busy time of it. The 
Ill Tempered Man is somewhat of a taciturn nature and speaketh not 
muchly, but on ’Change he occasionally cometh up like a slang 
dictionary gone dotty. If defeated unto this end domestic bliss is a 
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thing rarely to be inquired after the same evening. Finally, if 
thwarted or contradicted away from home, the Ill Tempered Man is 
— to return to his own dwelling, and tear or rend his own 

slongings; but with all this his is a sweet guileless nature after 
dinner, which is the time he chooseth to add his own to the list of 
family portraits, being when his countenance is at its loveliest, 








TURF CUTTINGS. 


TO THE EDITOR oF “FuN.” 
YARMOUTH, last Tuesday. 


51R,—As I told you “ fair and free,” I’ve gone and done it, as you 
see; l’ve left auld Scotland’s burns and hills, its mutchkins, gills, and 
whisky stills, and come to make a little stay by Yarmouth’s interest- 
ing bay. (I will not absolutely swear it is a proper bay ; but, there— 
to work it out I haven’t time, and bay exactly suits my rhyme—it’s 
“bay” I want, and “ bay” I’ve writ—so you must make the best of 
it.) I may remark that I have not been very long upon the spot 
(not more than half a dozen days), so don’t know much of Yarmouth’s 
Phase (except that, from my bill, it’s clear that bloaters are extremely 
cear!); but, later on, some future day, if fortune favours you, I may 
{80 many joys the future brings) oblige you with my views of things. 
Meantime, it is my sterner fate a winner to prognosticate—and, by- 
the-way, sir, in my last, at which you doubtless were aghast, and all 
the world began to quake—lI fell into a small mistake. No doubt the 
readers, sir, of FUN, aware that I have never done a thing like that in 
all my days, were cataleptic with amaze, ‘“ Theseare the early signs,” 
‘aid they, “of intellect that’s giving way. They can proceed from 
nothing less than imbecile forgetfulness. A useless thing to him who 
‘Ips into the future, giving tips; or worse than useless, for, indeed, 
1" 8 calculated to mislead, and we, accustomed to success uninterrupted 
—hothing less—must only look to struggle through, or even lose a 
time or two,” ) 

Let's hope, though, things are not so black, I hardly think I've lost 
my knack—in that same letter, you will see, I gave the Leger one, 
‘wo, three—because, by what was clearly quite an incidental over- 
“ight, I said when next I wrote, old chap, I'd treat of Lincoln's 
“*a0dicap, wheg al] the time, as would transpire, of course I meant 


THE LEICESTERSHIRE, 
I’m a friend to Buccaneer, but I very greatly fear 
That my gentleman is somewhat overweighted, 
You should follow him with care, he’s a flyer, you're aware, 
And you mustn't let his chance be underrated, 
Then there's Clarence, one may say, in a hesitating way, 
He is not a chap a liberty to take with ; 
But, whatever Acrobat be eventually at, 
He is not, just now, a horse to take the cake with, 
Then a wordlet one might say in respect to Flyaway, 
Which has scarcely yet done everything it ought to; 
While Suspender, who's a swell (and [ like him very well), 
Can't be said to have a chance, although he’s thought to, 
But, while clearly pointing out that there always is a doubt 
(And a conscientious tipster’s always sure to), 
With decision (more or less) my advice is Watercress, 
And be careful, chummies, where you put Dunure to, 


That, sir, may serve you for awhile (and, in result, should make you 
smile), so off I go to have arun beside the sea, and in the sun lay 
down and bask upon the sand and listen to a German band, And, if 
{ should return alive—i.ec. if “ niggers’’ I survive, or cockney gentle- 
men from town on shambling nags don't run me down—I will next 
week the world enrich with hints on the Cesarewitch, Oh, by-the- 
way, [ may explain, I shall run up to Drury Lane one night this 
week—lI'm bound to see the début of “ Volupshurry "'—his first appear- 
ance on the stage. If you'll oblige me and engage a box for some 
convenient night, we will together view the sight, and see him wina 
stake or cup, with Leonard Boyne (the actor) up. The play is all 
about, old pal, a daughter who's a prodi-gal (whence—logic’s ruling 
to employ—a son should bea prodi-boy !), and should deligat us both, 


old cuse, Yours, cheerfully, TROPHONIOS, 
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“LONG WHIST.” 
She—" We want one to make up a party at whist, Will you bemy 


partoer?” 
He (with empressement)—' Only too delighted, Miss Fairweather, 
and if it’s long whist, the longer the better!” 


FPUN-DEB-SIBCLB FAROBS. 


OPPRESSION! 
(A Playlet of the Unprotected, Founded on Facts—More’s the Pity.) 


SCENE 1.—The exterior of a Casual Ward in the Great Metropolis 
(N.B.—WNot the play, but the village of that name.) Time— 
Evening. Professional Tramps and other able-bodied loafers 
discovered waiting. Door is suddenly thrown open, and a H1iGH 
AND MIGHTY OFFICIAL presents himself thereat, 


H. M. O. Tickets, please! (Bus.) Thanks. ~ = in. (The 
Professional Dossers file in obsequiously. The H, M. O. is about to 
close door when a HALF STARVED WAYFARER totters up.) 

Tue H, 8. W. For Heaven's sake give me a night’s shelter and a 
crust of bread; I have walked—nay, craw y, many weary 
miles to-day, and haven't tasted food the whole time. (Seeing that 
the H, M. O. is about to close door, as he struggles with purple rage.) 
No, no! do not shut me out! Mercy! Mercy! 

H, M. O. (fuming). What! I—— Well . of all the con- 
founded——— But he’s swooned. H’m! Perhaps he docs want a 
night's shelter, then. Here, wake up! (Shakes WAYFARER.) Here! 
bere’s a Casual Ward ticket. As you're under sixty you must take it 
over to Chiswick—it’s only seven miles, 

THe H. 8. W. Seven miles? I cannot! I cannot! Can you not 
see that lam sinking to the earth with want and weariness? (No 
answer, Then losing control.) Fiend! Fiend! Ha, ha, ha! (About 
to faint, but is caught by PoLiceMAN, whom the H. M, O. has 
bechoned.) 

Le Nada gas No, you enol — come om us. This good 
gen given you in or uttering blasphemy. (7hey 
carry him off to the local lock-up.) eS 


SCENE I1.—The front of a cell in a Metropolitan Gaol, N. Deruty- 
Sv Bb-UNDER-CHAPLAIN (peering through bars). 


THe D.-8.-U,-C, Ha, ha! Groan on. Groan, thou vile soul, Nay, 
Lost One. Lost, for thou art a Creature of the stage. And so thou 
must try to commit suicide, forsooth? And all because a rich gentle- 
man betrayed thee and then Jeft thee friendless in thy shame, while 
he went off and took to (Heaven be praised !) to Holy Wedlock. And 
thou must whine and moan, Oh! wretched, wretched sinner, I—— 

[| Enter St. KiTT1z CaRson, 

St. K. C, I have called, sir, to visit a girl who has suffered 

t sorrow. You know the poor child f mane. She was betrayed, 
eserted, and it drove her to distraction, and she—— 














Madam, no one can visit the Wretched Wanton who is behind these 
bars: I have issued a post-card to that effect. As you, too, are of the 
Stage—yea, not unconnected, I have reason to fear, with a Satanic 
Theatrical —I must insist upon your instant withdrawal from 
these precincts, 

Sr. K.C. But, sir, will you not minister to the poor child’s spiritual 
needs? Surely you,a preacher of the Gospel, will tell her of Hope 
and Pardon, and——? 

THE D.-S.-U.-C. (suffocating with holy wrath). Woman ! forbear |! 
How DARE you speak of Hope and Pardon for such as she—a vile 
stage player! Go! 

THE Rev. Mr. Fus (entering). Back, sir! J will escort this kindly 
lady from your presence. Blessed is it indeed for our pure religion 
that such mean, wretched bigots as you—mere remnants of a dark 
and barbarous age—are nowadays few and far between. 

[ Exit with Sr. KiTTix, as the D.-S.-U.-C, gnashes 
his teeth in pious fury. 


SCENE IV.—The Pioneer Club (for Ladies only) during a General 
Meeting of the Superior Sez. 

LADY Pyg-JARMER (in the Chair). And so, deara, 1 propose the 
following by-law: “Children, servants and gentlemen can only be 
admitted to the waiting room, and can on no account be admitted to 
the club rooms.” 

OmyeEs. Hear, hear! 

Mas, BLewsox. I bez to propose an amendment to the effect that 
the word “Gentlemen” be struck out and the words “mere men” 
su betitated. 

OmaseEs. Yes, yes! 


[The by-law is then passed as amended, Presently several 
men enter and accidentally stroll from the waiting room 
to the Sacred Room, 


Mew, Please, we've called to speak to our wives a moment, 

THE DgaR CREATURES (unanimously). What! HERE! Seize 
them. (They are scized.) Away with them to the dungeon 
beneath the club moat! (They are awayed with and dungeoned, 
until the hangman comes back from his holidays. 

Tableau of Triwmph and Terror. 











FICTION UP TO DATE. 
Lord London Journal,—*“ Scorned !—and by the wife of my dearest 


friend! Scott, madam! have I, then, pursued you through a hundred 
and fifty chapters in vain?” 


Lady Family Herald —“ You have, sir. The divorce is out of 


fashion, and once again the English wife sweeps the cobwebs from the 
moral atmosphere of her boudoir.” 
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-The Silly Season. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 
« Dreams, idle dreams!” Of man 
sorts and sizes, . 
They rise to kindle gladness or 
Some welcome as agreeable surprises, 
Others ill- omen'd, prophes) ing 
ise and low, one knows not 
ee eee a 


And then die. 


John Bull himself from time to time 


sees Visions, 
Which to no narrow limits are con- 


fined, Laat 
And, as it were, by fanciful incisions 
Somehow imoculate his waking 
mind ; 
Thus, at the present juncture, a night- 
mare 
Gives him a scare, 


Spectres abound, grotesque or else 
Satanic : 
The frenzied folly of the Birkbeck 
Bank, 
Imported Cholera that reeks of panic, 
With journalistic “ English Wives” 
in rank, 
Tne Dake of York’s unmentionables,— 


ob, 
What harbingers of woe! 


Bat let him ponder, ‘tis the Silly 
Season 
When worn-out babblers snatch at 
something new, 
Perchance these bogeys fright him 
without reason, 
Perchance the strange forebodings 
are untrue ; 
So may he come to hold such haunting 
themes 
Dreams, idle dreams, 





wns — 


Odds and Ends. 

“ Do you think it’s possible to signal 
to Mars?” the Learned Young Lady 
asked old Mr. Fogie, and he replied— 

“Certainly. Seen the dear crea- 
tures do it. When girl comes out of 
conservatory on the arm of the fellow 
she’s captured, and, catching her 
mother’s eye, flutters her fan like a 
soldier his signal flag, or when she’s 
got a partner who can’t dance or who 
tires her. Signalling to ma’s com- 
mest occurrence in the world, my 
dear giri,” 





Re the edible chestnut, nut noticers pen 
Some tips which we can’t now well 
follow : 
Still, they don’t mean old wheezes, 
though, just now and then, 


Some “ chestnuts” are real hard to 
swallow. 





Me. Dz RuTzeEN, the Westminster 
trate, was consulted by a woman 

€ other day, as to the advisability of 
exhibiting a couple of twins joined 
together, Siamese fashion, in a bottle 
of preserved spirits. No wonder his 
i abip exclaimed, “Oh, Gemini!” 
f this sort of thing goes on, the 
a or garden magistrate will 
ave a8 Many queer queries addressed 


to him ag the edi 
colame. tor of a correspondence 


THE FIRST WHIFF. 











—— 


NN AN ALN 





AN 
Srey) 
YIN Re 


\}) 
Na 
‘ PANN . 
Ae . 


_ he 


‘ WA \ \ 


celle Be 


. 
a” * 


~ ener 


Ww 


ASS 
Ns 


A \ 
MY \\ 


. RY 


\\ 
. 


“ Oho, Sefi xr Garcia, permit me to taste that which has so great 


a charm for thee.” “That will I, father,” 











“ The foul fiend! take it—it likes me not,” 








For his station in 





A Pro.’s Complaint in Rhyme, 


summer, 


When theatres close their doors throughout 
You'll discover, though you hover like a partridge or a 


plover, 


tion— 


No one glummer than a mummer in the middle of the 


the land, 


Round the restaurants and cafés of the Strand. 
creation, makes him leng for approba- 


And he sometimes finds it—difficult to find— 
For a frolic melancholic, he requires alcoholic 

Stimulation or he wanders in his mind. 
An absconder, if you ponder 


, has but little room to wander, 
If he’s not allowed to go beyond his mind. 





WHAT WE MAY EXxPsEcr. 
Scens.—A Police Court. Time.— 
"His Worship rs What I do . 
can 
you, ma'am 

An Applicant.—“I want to know 
why young men don't marry!” 

. W—*Oh, you'd better ask the 
Editor of the News.” (Exit to 
ask the Py of News.) 

Another Applicant.—" Lf you please, 
your worship, husband wants to 
call our little bo and 
I'm partial to ‘Arry. Now | should 
like your ‘ 

HH. W. ( @ coin).—*“ Heads it's 
’"Arry; tails, Neb. Neb’s got it.” 
(Exit Applicant, disconsolately.) 

Yet Another Applicant.— If you 
please, your worship, why does a 
miller wear——?” 

H. W.—*“ Oh, cheese it! I can't 
stand riddles.” (Exit to cheese it, fol- 
lowed by Magistrate to tender resig- 
nation.) 


INTENT to bring a partridge down, 
Brown swift rammed in a cartridge ; 

His gun went off, alas! poor Brown ! 
So also did the partridge, 





Try, Try Again! 


{A few grains of advice from a monitor 
whose ideas have got a bit topsyturvyed.) 
BURGLAR, well your blood may boil, 
Since, despite your arduous toil, 

Not a farthing’sworth of spoil 

On your rounds you've ta’en. 
Someone's wealth to slily steal, 
Someone's swag to safe conceal 
In your bag, with tireless zeal 

You have striven—in vain ! 
Now, at morn, you homeward creep, 
Now in dire despair you weep, 
Yet those tears of anguish deep 

You had best restrain ; 
For your grief there's little need, 
Here's a maxim you should heed,— 
“Tf at one don't succeed, 

, try again!” 

Drunken brute, with vicious aim 
Hard you tried to give your dame 
Two nigrescent eyes, and maim 

Your young children twain, 
Hard yor tried, but, lo! a hale 
Fishwife forced your scheme to fail ; 
Now you'll in a cosy gaol 

Half a year remain, 
Nathless, be not hope resigned ; 
While you at your labours grind, 
Vengeful plota may in your mind 

By the score be lain. 
Then, when you're from durance freed, 
Act on this advice with speed, 
“ When at first you don’t succeed, 

Try, try again!” 

Wanderer, weary of your life, 
Once, to quit terrestrial strife, 
You with trenchant carving knife 


deign. 
peng ~ so hergrenery 
Hope there This maxim heed, 
“Tf at thrice you don't succeed, 
Try, try again!” 
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LATTER-DAY FABLES—WITH MATTER-OF-FACT MORALS. 
Tar FOTENTIST AND THE TRACT DISTRIBUTOR, 
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(To the great relief of the sun, mcon and stars, 
and various other matter organic and inorganic) 


AN eminent scientist, having 


Decided to take a week’s relaxation at the seaside, 
was seeking for a cheap bedroom along the parade 
at Slushton-Super- Mare, when a red-nosed enthusiast 
of bilious aspect thrust a tract beneath bis nose, at the same time affab'y hazarding an inquiry as to the state of his liver. 
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“May I ask,sir,” said the scientist, with 
ominous politeness, “if you are touting for 
or in any way connected with the medical 

rofession?” “Certainly not!” replied the 
eaflet scatterer, cage “My inquiry is 
prompted by simple curiosity and goodness 
of heart alone!" 


“ Then, sir,” thundered the indignant germ 
cultivator, “ while we to satisfy that 


curiosity, I can yet, nevertheless, assure you 
that my right leg has never felt more vigor- 
ous and muscular than at the present 
moment!"—and suiting the action to the 
word, he so considerably disturbed the equa- 


The scientist, after a spirited discussion 
with the lodging-house keeper over sixpenc 
extra for boot-cleaning, had engaged a back 
bedroom at No. 63, and was preparing t 
actively add to what knowledge of insect lore 


he already possessed, 





nimity of the text-disseminator, that long before that gentleman had thoroughly over- 
hauled his injuries, 
MoraL—ZIt is always risky to ask a well dressed Englishman if his wife still takes in washing—especially if you have net been formally introduced, 
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Tupperian Philosophy..: 
Sin CHARLES TUPPER would like just a 
tariff or two 
On matters of food (kind “ Protectionist ” 
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for London. 
(1) Now Michaelmas geese are fattened, by decree, sir ao a Umbrella-pilferers, while out a-ram 
To gladden many a gourmandizing geese-er. : Collided with the Force, and tried p-ing ! 
(2) Ta-ra-ra Lottie’s concertina-skirting (5) They say the fiery and untamed Mosquito 
Is spoiled by stringent quarantiny squirting ! Hath recently arrived to haunt Fleet Street O! 
§ (3) Lo, Thames’ waters are just now so shallow— (6) A muddled man (of course described as “ actor ”’) 
That sundry urchins in its bed now wa-llow | Is through potations proved a malefactor, 
(7) The “ Council's” plan for peel-and- boxes— 
rm Unless more stringent, will attract but “ mockses,” 
VOL, LVI, WO. 1429, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


, 7 ALTHOUGH 

Q J y E the new 

Z ME | Pettitt and 
os \ A 


re Bs Harris rac- 
LL ing drama 
will no 

doubt en- 

courage the committal of 
many technical jockey- 
larities, it is not my in- 
} \,2>‘\. tention to sink myself to 
P1147 4). °< the level of such triviali- 
, BLS ties, Approaching the 
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DRURY LANE —“I! know it'* wrong 
the good girl,“ but I will do it.” 


drama which these gentlemen have 
got into training for us, and brought 
out for a run under the title of The 
Prodigal Daughter, in the calm spirit 
of true criticism—I may observe that, 
although many people may object to 
the author's horse play, the majority 
of the contem-platers, even among the 
welter-do classes, will regard it—especially in the horsey scenes, which 
are mo-stabley conceived and carried out—with approval, and back 
it with their money. To bring off the event must have very consider- 
ably taxed the racehorses of what will now be very generally known 
as the Grand National Theatre, but the issue has been nothing short 
of triumphant, and no objections lodged. The time was bad, though 
—four hours to run the couree planned out is making things a bit too 
slow; but, on the whole, the piece was produced under very favour- 
able horsepices, 








A curi Schemes for 


person. 
another fellow to run away with 
the girl he wants. 


THE story begins with a hunt Lreakfast—there are covert allusions 
to a meet, and gentlemen wearing “the pink” are in reddyness, 
though they delay very considerably in making a start. However, I 
don't intend giving an exhorsetive résumé of the plot—suffice it to say 
that in the firet act the prodigal daughter is got at and becomes a 
bolter, that an innocent young horseyfer is suspected, and that the 
outraged father becomes a roarer. The second act takes place in 
Varis—the most noticeable incident being an attempt to destroy a 
portion of the “Grand Hotel” on the part of a 
cab horse. Here the nice young man, who has 
run away with the prodigal daughter and 
entered her for the matrimonial stakes (worked 
upon by the villain of the piece), informs her 
tbat he has scratched her for thatevent ; where- 
upon they shout at each other until they are 
horse—he rushes away and she falls exhorseted 
to the ground, 


sUT the third act is what we were all anxious 
to get at. And after we've taken a run down 
to the training stables, and scen the horses come 
in from exercise, and Tom Blinker, tempted to 
nobble the favourite (a right good bit of sound 
acting, Mr. Arthur Williams, sir), and the other 
fellows try to do it, and fail miserably and dis- 
astrously, we weigh out for steeplechase on 
Aintree’s famous course (specially manufactured 
by Messrs. Treloar). Here we have a splendid 
opportunity of mixing with our bettors. How 
the police clear the course, how the racers and 
riders (in wel] known colours) take their preliminary canter, how we 
have one of those animated racecourse rows known as turf-fights, and 
a welsher is ducked, and how Mr. Leonard Boyne, as Nat Gosling, 





DAURY LANE THE 
VICTIM oF CIRCUM 
STANCES. 


Qe 





rides “ Flying Scud” —I beg your pardon, I’m sure !—I mean as Cap. 
tain Vernon, pioneers “The Duke” to victory, and how the last act 

carries us (and carries us well—weight for age) up 
to the stroke of twelve ; does not everybody know al] 
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DRURY LANE.—“ Jove! it’s quite like 


the real thing! 
bit on.” 


‘\_ about it by this time ? 
ar td 


WELL, nobody who reads these articles carefully— 


in these mattera. 


I feel like having a 


or even carelessly—will accuse me of over enthusiasm 


There is so much “ballooning” in 
the theatrical firmament, that no- 
thing delights me more than to stick 
little pins in them, and let out some 
of the gas. But I cheerfully admit 


that there never 
was a more close 
imitation of a 
race on the stage 
—the illusion is 


well nigh perfect, and the excitement one get3 


into! 


It was as much as I could do to prevent 


myself jumping on my seat, and shouting offers to 
back the Duke against the field; I really believe 
it was only the conviction that there would be “no 


takers”’ which 


prevented the exhibition. 


They 


used to do this kind of thing first rately at the 


Standard. 


Indeed, I remember a steeplechase 


which was a long way ahead of anything ever done 
in that way, and remained so up to this latest 
triumph of Old Drury, which certainly cuts the 


record, 


THE story of the play is, of course, quite a minor 


consideration, otherwise it is pretty bad. 


It is 


sadly wanting in plausibility, and, in some respects, 
is particularly unpleasant, not to say repulsive, 


The company is very strong indeed. 


A glance at 


the cast will reveal to the theatregoer all that I 
could tell him of individual excellence, so that 
there is no need for me to enter into details, except 
that Mr. Julius Knight, as—as far as I know—a new comer, deserves 
to have it recorded that he made a marked impression, playing with 
excellent force and discretion, Thescenery is, of course, very elaborate, 


Nops AND WINK3.—The Moore 
and Burgess Minstrels celebrated the 
commencement of their twenty-eighth 
year at St. James’s Hall, last week, \ 
with the usual burst of novelties and 4 

These were as successful 
as usual, and delighted the audience. 
Mr. Moore made a speech and the 
people made a row about it (vigorously 


old friends, 
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UCH AN INNOCENT! 











Og, MY! 


DRURY 
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LANE.— 


Such a nice girl! 
Believes the very 
worst of her young 


est provocation. 











DRURY LANF.— 
ODDS ON THB 
GREY MARE— 
FOR BETTOR OB 
WORSE. 








applauding), and all went merry as a marriage bell, so on we go for 
another year of it. Hooray!—The Alhambra has undergone some 
alterations and improvements, which have been carried out without 
closing the house for a single evening. NESTOB, 
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FUN’S FASHION PLATE FOR OCTOBER. 
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KING BOOZER’S WINES. 
By HIDER RAGGED, 


‘Twas a dank and yawning cavern, Steps were built down as far 
as the daylight could illumine them, and after that darkness, black, 
inky darkness ! ; 

Two begrimed and oily men put flickering lamps into our hands, 
and with a lingering look at the glorious sunlight we cautiously pro- 
ceeded downwards and into the murky gloom of the cavern. 

The gloom was intense, and the tiny lights which flickered fitfully 
at intervals amid the darkness for a time only made the prevailing 
blackness blacker. As our eyes became accustomed to the scene we 
saw that we were in a cavern of great extent, and from the point at 
which we stood radiated long avenues of arches. Our guide was 
evidently familiar with the place. He waved his torch aloft, and 
with shrinking horror we saw great masses of cobweb spun by gigantic 
spiders which might wait in vain for the giddy fly that would never 
penctente such murky gloom. From point to point these cobwebs 

ung in festoons, and slowly waved with funeral pace in the current 
of air which flowed from the entrance. ‘ 

Barrels in hundreds, in thousands, in millions, were arrayed in long 
never ending rows, but the guide marched on with indifference as if 
in contempt of the treasures they contained. 

“Try that,” he said, abruptly, as he filled a glass at a stream drawn 
from one of the barrels, 

It was nectar. It was divine. 

; And this,” 

t was like paradise, 

‘* Another.” 

We felt heroic, the courage of dead warriors animated our souls. 
_ There were others, and others, and still others, and each seemed 
ner than its predecessor. 

We walked what appeared to be miles and miles through these 

arrels of treasure, The thought of the wealth around us made us 
giddy, and our legs were unsteady by reason of our emotion. 








“How much more of this cavern is there?” I asked, in a strangely 
thick voice. 

“ There is about forty miles of it,” said our guide, as he handed us 
each another glass. 

“Enough,” I cried, “enough. Let us out to the every day world— 
let us be content with the daylight in future rather than be dazzled by 
the brilliance of wealth.” 

Slowly we ascended the steps which led from the cavern. As we 
got to the top a strange yellow fog appeared to have obscured the 
atmosphere, A lamp-post, which was evidently intended to stand in 
one place and light the scene at night, was wildly gyrating round the 
courtyard, Presently it became two lamp-posts, then a number of 
empty barrels and a wheelbarrow and several other things began a 
quadrille, It was bewildering. I looked round at my companion for 
an explanation of the remarkable phenomenon. He was sitting or 
the pavement with the grin of helpless idiocy on his face. 

“All right, Quatermainsh, ole fellish—neversh wash s'appy in my 
lifesh |” said he, 

“Sir Henry Curtish,” said I, sternly, “itsh shtrikesh me chu's 
drunk,” 

“ Better take a cab, sir!” said Policeman Z169, “ gents is often took 
that way after a visit to the Docks with a tasting order.” 








Ask Me no More; 
Or, THE GOURMAND’S LAMENT. 
(With profound apologies to the Laureate.) 
ASK me no more, I beg and pray, 
Why I'm no longer blithe and gay. 
Why I, with unavailing tears, 
Mourn through the long and dreary years. 
No sorrow mine of yesterday | 
The dim horizon’s cold and gray, 
And hopeless is my rugged way. 
You've asked me, why, with foolish leers, 
Ask me no more? 
If you insist, I1’m bound to say 
That I no longer visits pay 
To merchant princes or to peers. 
I knifed my peas, and dared their jeers ; 
And doubtless that’s the reason they 
Ask me no more. 








“ ‘ee 7 ' “ag ‘ 2) 
POOR CHAP! 


‘ttle Spindleshanks.—“ Equality of the sexes! Bosh! The thing's 
stinas olan’ ! Why, look here—how are they ever going to get over 


the difference in physique?” 
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AN UNEXPECTED RESULT. 


































TREASURE TROVE, 


I HAVE been reading about the finding of cups and saucers, 
gold or silver, or what you like. They say there's any amount 
of buried stuff about—I can't say that I believe much init. I never 

bs found anything worth finding yet. However, I'm not such a lunatic 
as some folks, I never found a wife for myeelf—there’s some comfort 
in that, anyhow. 













’ My landlady has been digging up the beds in the back garden with 
a a fire shovel on the offchance of a find. As yet she’s only got an 
iF Australian meat tin and the heel of a boot. She believes, though, 
‘ey that she's going to get something yet, al] the same, Perhaps she’l! get 
iti rheumatism, stooping over the damp clay. 


There's been a find, too, in the City again. Well, I suppose an old 





; flower pot goes a good way for a Roman urn. Jones says, ‘The 
; | Romans leave their mark everywhere.” I wish they had left a few 
if : marks on him with a stick. He's always full of his chuckle headed 
tf nonsense. Well, I suppose a good many things are found in the 
it Thames besides dogs and bottle envelopes. By the Tower they have 


found a lot of the stone balls that the Britons used to use to sink 
their nets with. I daresay that Jones would like to make out that 
they were signs from a pawnbroker’s shop in the time when Ostorius 
Scapula crossed the river. Some people are always on the find. I'm not. 
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I remember when they were doing the tunnels of the Metropolitan 
Railway, all sorts of things turned up. Jonathan Wild’s jack boots, 
Jack Sheppard's walking stick, and Julius Cvesar’s razor strop, per- 
haps—anything to make a few paragraphs in the papers to vary the 
big goose berry and sea serpent. As to the sea serpent and gooseberry, 
I think they're about found out this time. We like epidemics better, 
or else we “ find out” that the Russians are bent on getting half of 
Afghanistan. 

Yes; the treasure trove business has made quite a little talk. I 
fancy my landlady imagines that everyone who finds half a nickel 
spoon ought to send it straight on to the Queen at Windsor. A parcel 
of nonsense ! DIOGENES TUBBS. 








“ TRAVELLERS’ TALES” (well edited by humorist E. A. Morton) 

Is full of bits by noted wits—and, therefore, it has cort-on ; 

For Besant and Scott, and a numerous lot, contribute lively sketches, 

And, says Arrowsmith, of Bristol, “’tis a shillingsworth that 
‘fetches’! ” 





THE Marquis of Bute has given £500 to the fand for the relief of 
the families of the men who lost their lives in the late colliery disaster 
° ns - ~ » ‘ . Lal 
in Wales. As Keats says, ‘The Marquis of Bute, he is a joy for ever. 
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Current Carols ; 
Or, Ditties in Doselets up to Date, 
[Certain trout-fishers have computed that in 
the season just ended, each fish they caught did 
not cost more than two guineas an ounce.] 
Now the gay trouting season is ended, 
Let’s calmly put by 
The rod and the fly— 
Ah! the season has really been splen- 
did. 
For thus do all trouters pronounce. 
We have haunted the river and stream- | 
let, 
In search of the trout 
(Who oft came not out), 
And this is the joy of our themelet : | 
That what trout we brought 
To the shore—fairly caught— 
Has cost but two guineas an ounce! 


CHORUS, 
Then gaily let’s shout 
“ Hurrah fcr the trout!” 
For when on our hooks he consented to 
bounce, 
Each pink-spotted fish 
That lay on our dish 
Has been fairly cheap — but two 
guineas per ounce | 


Ah! ‘tis really a grand recreation 
To fly-fish or spin 
On the chance of a win, 
While the fiy’s or the minnow’s 
gyration 
Doth his readiness gaily announce! 
What delight, in Waltonian fashion, 
To stroll by the stream 
In a kind of a dream, 
And to find when a trout takes com- 


passion, 
And swallows your bait 
In a satisfied state, [ounce | 
That he costs but two guineas per 
CHORUS. 


Then, gaily let’s hum 
Till next April doth come: 
“Hurrah for the trout!” so devoid of 
all bounce, 
Not much money we lost, 
For each trout we caught, cost 
But the moderate price of two guineas 
per ounce ! 


—————__ 





TURF CUTTINGS. | 
TO THE EDITOR oF “FuN,” 


YARMOUTH, last Tuesday. 
S1R,—Ic was thoughtful on your part 








SIGNS OF THE TIMES. 


(and not without a certain art) when (1) When you return from the City and find the furniture is having a thorough renovation, you 
I, last week, observed I might possibly know it’s time to rush to the seaside. (2) And find your wife physicking the children, as they “ look eo 
be induced to write a short description | poorly,” you know—nothing but the sea air will set them up again. (3) While poor little Tremele, 


of this place. I say, it was a striking from pecuniary reasons, is compelled to spend his holiday at home, is reminded of its being Leap Year 


case of your sagacity,a smart proceed- | by a proposal from his landlady. 


(4) And business is so bad in the City, that the flower girls have 


—_ (very) on your part (which all nothing to do but to quarrel among themselves, (5) Then, on returning from your seaside outing, 
about I mean to quote) to send me, | to find the pleasing little surprises that have been accumulating during your absence, makes a man of 


there and then, a note (addressed to you once again. 
me at my hotel), informing me you 
know it well (although you're wrong, 
upon my soul, in calling it a “cockney hole”), and telling me, for 
goodness sake, to spare myself and not to take the trouble to describe 
the place and fill unnecessary space. Well, sir, as is, of course, your 
due, I cheerfully submit to you—especially as I am quite convinced 
~ oo I write upon the subject (or about) will be immediately 
out, 
So (not to rush on useless cares) attending to my own affairs, upon 
a race I now will burst that’s ran at the Newmarket First, and give a 
tip—I will, sir, slap—on 
THuE GREAT EASTERN HANDICAP, 
Have you any indication, 
By the means of divination 
(Or by other such contrivance) of the winner, if you please? 
That's the question I am fly to 
7 And immejetly reply to 
With the following suggestions—so their meaning you must seize. 


Taking Lady Primrose—merely 
’Cause I love the primrose dearly— 
Who, with Acrobat and Windgall, and—say Marvel—bears the brunt, 
Why, there isn’t room for doubting, 
All is over, bar the shouting, 
And it’s Acrobat or Windgall will be travelling in front, 


Last week I said—it’s there in print—that I could give, perhaps, a 
hint about which horse on which to pitch to carry off the Cesarewitch. 
Well, though a tip you will not get for, at the least, a fortnight yet, on 
record here it may be placed, that Brandy's rather to my taste; at 
which remark you needn't grin, although I do not care a pin. The 


joke is stale—ridiculous, There, there! I'm yours, 
TROPHOSIUS, 


Madge.—“ What a beautiful tenor voice Captain Reeves has.” , 
Jack.—* So he ought to have, You know, he is used to the high Cs. 
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There was or a2miid young ciergyman Who Was This, of course, leads to antiqueophobia. And for months afterwards that mis- 
by the 1 oak mania. guided young man went wandering 


about searching vainly for his ideal, 






















































Returni ng home at night to dream of the New Well, one day, when he was quite un 1eXp vectedly not thinking at all nohow in anywise abut 
(raze, the subject, he ran across his ideal at a shop in an out of the way Cathedral Town. 











Wearied at length, he maketh explorations in the The sight shook our friend up so much 
lirectior i the back workshops, and here comes upon that the old oak mania was rather at a dls- 
ac 4n al ent retainer carvi! a fe 4 leal with ta C int f r some time to come, What a 
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THE QUEEN AND HER DOLLS. 
TO 




















- 


ell 


MRS GN i PRN RIE ON ay ten a Ageia merece om 
~ ares “ 


om comms, ae 


i 
















Da 
~Se 


a Bl ie ee 


coe ae 








pri 3 
- - 
€ 


Seay hr. oars 
































Se Ce ea igen nba 








FUN. 


SEPTEMBER 28, 1892. 








One good turn 


Mr. FUN’S PROVERBS.—No. 6. 





Dererves another ! 








‘‘Commend me to the Star Man!” 


(The Star man is always on the spot. — Opinion of 
the Multitude} 


POLICEMAN X , if you would show 
A ecutcheon free from stain, man, 
Your nightly bliss you'd best forego, 
And never more obtain, man, 
From Bung at closing time the sly 
Half-quartern and cigar, man ; 
Since, laid in ambush somewhere nigh, 
There's sure to be a Star man ! 





I)l-fated Merchant, grieving sore 
O’er your insolvent plight, man, 
Don't set on fire your luckless store 
All in the death-dark night, man, 
You'll no insurance rhino catch, 
Your project you'll but mar, man ; 
For near you, when you light your match, 
There's sure to be a Star man ! 


Sir William Sikes, you well of yore 
Could roughshod slops evade, man, 

Itut burgle never a burgling more, 
Or you'll in gaol be laid, man, 

You'll meet, as ransacked crib you quit, 
A “copper” cleverer far, man ; 

When down the waterspout you flit 
You'll stumble on a Star man |! 


Vile Shootomaniac, stop your tricks ; 
You may not now rely, man, 

On 'scaping scat heless if a six- 
Pence-ha'penny gun you buy, man, 

And do your level best to “ pot” 
Prince, Premier, Pope or Czar, man ; 

By some strange chance, upon the spot 
There's sure to be a Star man! 


Inhuman Sweater, of your games 
We've all had quite enough, man, 
And fruitless now will be your aims 
The Factory Act to bluff, man. 
What time you sweat your maidsand men 
Your door you bolt and bar, man, 
But through the keyhole of your den 
There's sure to stare a Star man! 


Young Fleet Street screedist, visit not 
The “ Welsh” or “ Ben” by night, man, 
Unless, in very truth, you've got 
Some screed ere morn to write, man. 
If only on slakewallowing bent 
You haunt nocturnal! bar, man, 
You'll find your low-souled, base intent 
There thwarted by a Star man! 


Good Herachel-up-to-date, I dare 
Not, up to date, foretell, man, 
If e’er you'll reach the planet where 
The Martial people dwell, man. 
But if in skyward Pullman cars 
You e’er migrate so far, man, 
Then in the astral body, Mars, 
I guess you'll find a Star man!! 








“THINGS have gone very much against me 
lately,” as the man said, after being run into 
by three perambulators in succession. 








HE NEEDN'T HAVE LAID SUCH A 
STRESS UPON THE TIME. 


Swigaby (who has given away, and is new 
proposing the health of the bride).—* The 
light of her home and the joy of her aged 
mother’s declining years, our young friend 
Spoonbill has at length snatched this trea- 
sure from the domestic hearth which for well 
nigh forty years has witnessed the daily ripen- 
ing of her girlish smiles!" 





Ballad of Vine Leaves, 
‘“ He has Vine Leaves in his hair.” 
—HEDDA GABLER, 


[In these days a man who has imbibed too freely is 
said to have vine leaves in his hair.) 
In olden times—the age of gold, 

Of golden thoughts and golden ways, 
When youthful hearts had not grown cold, 

And Love was not an empty phrase— 

The Vine was worshipped with the bays, 
And Bacchus, god of all things fair, 

What time he raised his voice in praise 
Was crowned with “ Vine Leaves in his hair.” 


In other times, as tales have told, 
The Vine inspired our brightest lays, 
And songs of sweetness manifold ; 

And eke our books, and eke our plays, 
That filled mankind with rapt amaze. 
And then how proud the Fame we'd share 

With him who, all his soul ablaze, 
Was crowned with “ Vine Leaves in his hair! ” 


But nowadays the world’s grown old, 
Iconoclastic and a-craze, 

And thoughts spring from a diff'rent mold, 
For Truth shines with uncertain rays, 
And noblest things some fad decays. 

The grapes no longer honours bear, 

For he, they say, of drunken gaze, 
Was crowned with “ Vine Leaves in his hair!’ 


L’ENVOI, 
Moderns! Why thus fond fancies raze? 
And all traditions blindly scare ? 
We mourn that loving paraphrase, 
‘‘Was crowned with Vine Leaves in his 
hair!” 








Odds and Ends. 


Mrs. PuTTeR FUTINIT was asked if she 
believed in gas for cooking. “Oh, yes!” sbe 
replied, “ we 'eat heverything we heat by gas, 
it’s the proper fuel for gastronomy !” 


Another Solution.—“ Why don’t young 
men marry, dear boy? I'll tell you: 
‘Cause the best girls pair off with the old 
men who’ve made money!” 


“Don'T you think the doctors would do 
well if they reverted to bleeding?” 

“ My dear fellow, that operation is mono- 
polised nowadays by the money lenders.” 
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HE HARDLY WOULD. 
Changson,—“ Hallo, Nainby,old chap! I'm hearing great things of 
you—that you've come into heaps of money.” 
Nainby (who stands four feet eleven in his boots).— Yes, but, 
y know, it won't make any difference in me—I shall never look down 
on any of my old pals.” 











FUN-DE-SIECLE FAROBS. 


THE SAME OLD GAME; 
On, MORE OPPRESSION TO ORDER. 
SCENE I.—Chelsea. Enter numerous LANDOWNERS and LEASE- 
HOLDERS, They survey their property with much complacency. 

LEASEHOLDERS, ETC. Well, we have done well out of these rows of 
tumble houses, The hard working scum who inhabit these dwellings 
have paid us a devil of a lot in rent. 

LORDLY LEASEHOLDER. Hist! friends and fellow leaseholders, list 
tome, your leader. Yon dwellings have but sixteen years torun ; what 
if we arrange to have a law passed condemning these houses under the 
Sanitation Act? By this means we shall make more out of them. We 
shall be recouped for the demolition, and also we can enact that by 
the Demolition Act all houses with less than twenty-one years to 
run shall be made a present to us, the ground landlords, 


OMNES, A grand idea, our noble lord. 
L. L. All that need be done is to evict the aforesaid hard working 


scum—’tis true they have kept themselves and their houses clean and 

decent, and that no case of fever has appeared in this neighbourhood 

for sixteen years. Stil], we can work the Sanitary Act to fit them, and 

then 
OMNES, Yes, yes! Out they go! 

L. L. Let us withdraw to frame this Act for the benefit of our noble 
selves and prepare to send along an army of evictors. [| They retire. 
Enter, presently, an ARMY OF EVICTORS, 

ARMY OF EvIcToRs (to tenants). Here, hard working scum! Come 


out of it! 
HARD WORKING Scum. But we have no shelter, Spare us—Oh! 


Spare us and our wives and our children! 
A. OF E. What rot! What ho, without there! Battering rams to 


the rescue! There must be some about! Mr. Balfour is not using 
his just now ! . 

[Eater Battering Rams. They break in the doors and drive 
out forty-seven large families into the street. Shrieks, 
screams and tears by the forty-seven large families. Winks, 
jinks and jeers by the Evictors and LoRDLY LEASE- 
HOLDEBS, 


SCENE II —The exterior of a house in any suburb, Enter a MERE 
HOUSEHOLDER with furniture van, 


Meee HovseHoLpeRr, This looks a nice house, I will take it. 
Here are my goods and chattels, I will move in. (He makes arrange- 








ments accordingly and is about to enter, when enter the DEMON RATE 
GATHERER.) 

DEMON RATE GATHERER. No, you don't! The last tenant of this 
house didn’t pay his last year's rates—you enter not until you have 
paid the same. 

M. H. But I paid my rates where I came from ! 

D. R. G. That is no palliation of your guilt, Until you pay, as I 
have said, no house for you! So weigh in! 

M. H. (perplexed). Well, look here, I have brought my furniture 
van a good way—I don’t mind paying half, although it's a swindle ! 

D. R. G. Swindle!!! This to me? I will arrest you! (Summons 
the Forcg.) 

M. H. Coward!!! 

THE Forcs. Consider yourself in cowardy-custody! (Makes it so.) 


SCENE Ill—A subterranean cell, As seene and door open the 
Mere Householder is thrown in, labelled “contempt of court.” 
Presently the GOVERNOR of the Gaol calls him forth and he is 
put on show with several others, 


GOVERNOR (to friend on a visit). Yes, we have here some very 
interesting specimens of Contempt-of-Courtiers! This ( pri | toe 
M. H.) degraded specimen, who has just arrived, actually re to 
pay somebody else's rates. (Visiter expresses horror.) This (indi- 
cating another), for a debt of £1 3s. 9d., was committed for 42 days. 
His excuse was that he had been out of work for 18 months through 
rheumatism, 

VistTor. What villainy ! 

GOVERNOR (pointing to another). To this one we only gave 40 
days for a debt of 17s. 9d, Excuse: been out of work for two years. 
You see he is a perfect cripple ! 

Visitor, Ah! See to what crime will bring a man |! 

GOVERNOR. This one owed £9, still we only gave him 40 days—for 
he was blind and was brought straight from the hospital to this cell. 

VIsIToR. What mercy ! 

GOVERNOR. This one, although he had earned 7s, during the year, 
absolutely refused to pay £2 4s.,80 we gave him 42 days—and this 
last emaciated but hardened ruffian, we captured from the work- 
house, in order that we might give him 21 days’ imprisonment for a 
debt of 7s. 9d. Our system, you will see, is one of justice tempered 
with mercy—and each one of these wretched and impenitent criminals 
only cost the public £2 a week each, 

VISITOR (throwing off disguise). And more fools the public to 
stand it. 'Tis time that the oppressed poor and suffering should find 
a champion—“a knockout.” Behold one in me!!! 

GovERNOR. Horror !—Then you are—— ? 

Visitor. Fun ! ! !—The friend of the down trodden and depressed 
—Une Penny Weekly, every Wednesday ! 

[ Music expressive of virtue about to be triumphant one of these days 

over villainous vestried interests, Cunsternation — calls for 
drinks, and CURTAIN, 
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“BOUND TO WIN.” 
She.—* Ain't I lucky, Mr. Whistler? I’ve made‘ Nap’ three times.” 
He.—* Oh, ¢2 va s1ans dire! Miss Playfair, you've such a winning 


way with you.” 
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NATURAL HISTORY—THE EDIBLE CRAB. 
He—* You mean eligible, you silly |!” 
One what you can eat!” 


She,—“ Charley, I believe he's an estimable crab!” 
She.—* Yes, that’s it! 





William on September. 


WILLIAM has had his say about 
September. “It is fruit time,” says 
W ; “and man should enjoy the 
fruits of the earth.” William went 
into the market and bought half a sack 
or so of plums. “ I got ’em dirt cheap,” 

_ hesaid to Mrs. William. ‘“ And they're 

| about as good as dirt,” said that good 
lady. The only person who made 
anything out of the plum business was 
the chemist at the corner, who sent in 
the medicine for the children. How- 
ever, William progressed in the fruit 
line, and bought a hundred tomatoes, 
They would have been very nice, if 
they hadn’t been bought from a 
coster’s stall, and got too highly 
flavoured with hot paraffin dropping 
on them—besides, they weren’t im- 
proved by the retriever dog falling 
asleep on them when he was locked 
up by accident in the pantry. “ Yes, 
now is the time to pluck fruit,” says 
William. We should like to pluck 
William, and export him to the Congo 
cannibals, 








“ Sin@ a Song of Sixpence,” 

A Novel, smart and spry 
(Penned by Henry Murray), 

Is a novel one should buy. 
When that book is opened, 

With pleasure soon you'll sing, 
“ Well, really ’tis a dainty dish 

That Chatto here doth bring!” 








STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


Poor Mr. Mahon had at Leeds a novel and unpleasant experience of 
strikers. Their arguments struck him as too forcible. For excite- 
ment the post office revolt wasn’t in it with the meeting of Leeds 
Labour against its would be leader. 


” ca * - a7 - 
“Bravo, Mr. Burt!" The Parliamentary Secretary to the Board of 
Trade said at Durham the other day that his ideal was that competition 
would be succeeded by co-operation, and that was what he looked to 
for the solution of the Labour problem—“Them's my sentiments,” 
o . . . * * 
Sunday, November 13th, is fixed for the Social Democratic 
Federation's demonstration in Trafalgar Square. What sort ofa sight 
shall we see on “ The finest site in Europe” ? 


* a ” . * * 

The Gladstone of Hungary, Kossuth, has seen 90 years, and may 
carry out his bat for his century; and Gladstone, the Kossuth of 
Britain, may do the same. So mote it be, . . 

Russia is establishing Consulates in Central Asia and China, 
“ Prancing pro Consul" ates? . ’ . 

The light upon my clock tower is to shed its rays South, East and 


OUT OF TOWN, 








At Barmouth the Grand Old Chappie 
Has been making himself happy. 


Hardworking, honest John 
Has to Dublin Oastle gone. 


North, as well as West. The members of the House have been for 
long busy turning on the gas in all points of the compass. 
7 - a ” * * 

The Daily News charges the wife of a South Beds Squire, who 
canvassed for Colonel Duke against Mr. Cyril Flower, with threatening 
to withdraw her Christmas gifts of blankets to the labourers’ families 
in consequence of the Gladstonian victory. Of course there is an 
affinity between Beds and Blankets, but I hope the story is not true. 

~ * - * * * 

So the rules as to the admission of strangers to the galleries of the 
House of Commons are to be relaxed, High time, too, Since 1884 it 
has been rather more difficult to get a seat in the galleries than in the 
House itself. Perhaps that accounts for the company being more 
select in the former than in the latter. « . . 

The Revising Barrister for Islington has refused to hold that a 
lodger who has acquired the franchise loses it when he becomes the 
occupier of the house in which he has lodged, and has remarked that 
in places where such claims are not allowed they are pre are | 
straitlaced. Laced? One would imagine they tied their shoes wit 
red tape, THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER. 
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Whilst in Bohemia, I ween, 
Mr. Bannerman may be seen. 
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Tumerous 


Martian Canals PW , 


matter, and as to the langua me | took her departure, and cut the J 
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The Queen and Her Dolls,—(S£e Cartoon.) 








You’vE already got an inkling— Now, our Queen no more is youthful 
Or may par it OS twiskitag ' (if one’s suffer'd to be truthfal 
By referring to the pages of a well known Magazire— About ages)—she has overpass’d her three score years and ten ; 
Of the fact that games with dollies Pe al svat ’ bope — 
Ranked among the harmless follies, EBCREETS, 
Or amusements, of the childhood of Victoria, our Queer, She keeps puppets bearing semblance to famed women and famed men, 
Having but grown-ups to stay witb, If she wp brs longer dress them, 
And no sisters, too, to play with, She can chide them or caress them, 
The young heiress to the kingdom loved a puppet for a pet ; She can treat them as dear creatures or as naughty, naughty things ; 
And she made them | ttle dresses, oe pe >t — a 
Which were often great successes eceiv 
View'd as copies of the costumes worn by people she had met, From her dolls, who are responsive when their mistress pulls the strings. 
Ga” TO CORRESPONDENTS.—The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Co nirthutions. In no case will they be returned unless 
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LATTER-DAY FABLES—WITH MATTER-OF-FACT MORALS. 
THe BALD HEADED SAMARITAN AND THE PROFESSIONAL CADGER, 
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A bald headed Samaritan, who Was one evening moved to tears by the piteous “ Dear, dear me!” he cried, leading the way toa 


apparently exhaled benevolence story of a wretchedly clad vagrant who earnestly neighbouring lamp-post, “a more painfulinarrative it 
from every pore, implored his charity, has never been my lot to hear! You say you area 
Good Friday hot-cross-bun maker by profession, and, 


owing to slackness of trade, find it impossible to obtain employment? Now, I would willingly give you sixpence, but unfortunately I have only 
a single sovereign in my possession, and there is no place handy where change could be obtained.” 








} 















DREN CH: 





“ Guv'nor,” interposed the cadger, affably, A few moments later the hot-cross-bun While the bald headed Samaritan, as, with 
“it’s easy to see you're a man o' the world. artist was wending his way Bow Street-wards, a chastened smile and still exhaling benevo- 
Bung us the quid, an’ I'll give yer nineteen on a charge of attempting to utter counterfeit lence, he toddled into a chemist’s shop and 


and a tanner change.” And, before the coin, purchased a chest protector for four-and-six, 
philanthropist could recover from his as- murmured, “Got rid of it after waiting two 
tonishment, he had thrust into his hand the nineteen and sixpence long, weary years! And in charity, too! The remaining fifteen 
change, grasped the sovereign, and was gone. shillings will come in handy for that water rate to-morrow !”’ 


Moskau (double barrelled).— Vaulting ambition doth o’erleap itself, and the man who has a future before him (or a bad 
half-crowa to get rid of) can wait, 











JUST OUT. PRICE ONE SHILLING. Robins n—" If we ever Open up communi- | Now Ready, Price 6d., the Autumn No. of 
as cation with Mars, it will be all over witt 
SmoAT MAN CHEEDLEPUMP,” | match trade.” Jonee-—"Why?” | FUN’S FUNNY SCRAPS. 
5 | Robinson.—“ Sarely you have heard of 64 Pages of Literary and Artistic Matter, Beautifully 


























By H. T. Johnson, Author of “ Jack of Hearts,” | match making Mars?” Printed on Fine Paper in Coloured Wrapper. 
A Ghastly Fraud,” etc., etc. | And once more there is a coldness 
“Fun” Office, 153 Fleet St., London, EC. | between friends, “Fun” Office, 153 Fleet St., London, E.C. 
66 2 
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The Typical Cocoa of NO 
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Write as smoothly as a lead pencil, neither scratch nor spurt, English Manufacture, USED 
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(1) When October appears Autumn’s mes she soon sobers— (3) The old shop blind nuisance here crushes a “ beaver.” ° 
But her ale makes amends for all jolly old “ Toders.” But, if hatiess, this man had been still more a griever, 


(2) “Why wear hats?” is a wise and a well felt suggestion— (4) The Treasure Trove case down in Hants is now over, 
Much “cap ”’-ital, though, doth a-“ tach” to the question. But the law didn’t 'And-over much to the trover ! 


(5) If, when you begin to make “ game ” of the pheasant, 
He should “ make game” of you, why, it isn't so pleasant ! 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


I HARDLY think I shall find myself in an “in- 
effective working minority” if I remark that 
Mr. Grundy’s oy of the new Savoy Opera, 
Haddon Hall, is a bit of a disappointment—I 
might even say a large slice of a disappoint- 
ment, The Dorothy Vernon incident is scarcely 
material enough for three acts even of the 
lightest opera, even when, by “ putting 
back the clock” we gain the doubtfal advan- 
tage of a re-introduction to our old friends the 
Cavaliers and Roundheads, In point of fact, 
I for one, expected something rather more 
dramatic from so experienced and usually suc- 
cesefal a pen, The prolonged satire on the 
County Council is tiresome, and some of the 
points in connection with the Puritans, in the 
matter of taste, sail very close to the wind, 











Tag SAVOY. — Mr 
Grundy “ te back the 
clock. ot the best 
means of making it go, 
one would think. 


HowevEnR, there is good stuff in the piece, 
too; the songs and choruses are written with 
uniform neatness, spirit and point, and most of 
the dialogue is quite up to Grundian form, 
though it strikes one as somewhat 
odd to have the hero and heroine 
“drop into poetry” (otherwise 
A, blank verse) with Wegg-like con- 
descension, The music, too, is in 
& Sir Arthur's happiest vein. 
r-/\. Whether it is an Old English 
Vipin ?7-Y), Madrigal, a melodious love song, 
lofi, » gloomy Puritan chorus, a charac- 
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THE SAVOY.—THE OoMIc BUSINESS. 


teristic Scotch ballad, a lilting chorus of 
lighteome maidens, or what not, there is 
some special cleverness in every one of 
them which delights and exhilarates. 
The storm music is especially happy. 
Mr. Grundy has here hit upon a first-class 
notion for utilizing the darkness which 
is, now-a-days, so often the accompani- 
ment of a change of scene; it is a good idea, 
and, what is more, it is made the most of, the 
change to the brilliant ball-room being a very 
effective bit of stage-craft. 








THe SERIOUS IN! EREST., 


The performance is mixed, though, on the 
whole, good. Mr. Barrington is drily, and, 
withal, discreetly funny, and his agility in the 
dance in comical contrast with the sobriety of 
his costume—albeit this is but a repetition of 
the position in the Vicar of Bray. . Denny 
is as good as possible in a character which is 
a bit of an excrescence, and Mr. Kenningham 
shines vocally as Oswald. Mr. Pounds sings 
with some sweetness, but one is tempted (prin- 
cipally because it seems epigrammatic, I think) 
to describe his singing as a wobble and his acting 
asasmile. That would be a little too severe, 
however, 8o I won't say it—though his acting 
and singing do partake of the faults indicated. 
His singing is sufficiently good to make it irrita- 
ting when he waves his voice about so. Miss Hill, too, might give us 
a more expressive Dorothy, but she gets through the acting without 





Tae SavoY—MAMMA. 





much offence, and the sweetness of her singing is a very ample 
compensation. 


MR. RICHARD GREEN 
fulfils his duties as bari- 
tone to satisfaction, a 
ballad of the laudator 
temporis acti pattern 
so generally popular, 
achieving a ready en- 
core; Miss Brandram, 
whose singing is always 
a special delight, has a 
melodious ballad in 
which she shows to 
advantage, and, with 
Mr. Green, scores 
heavily (perhaps I may 
be allowed the expres- 
sion in connection with 
music) in aduet of some 
tender beauty. Miss 
Dorothy Vane (who has 
no light task in taking 
wp ground so long in 
“== the possession of Miss 


THE SAVOY.—THE “PREMATURE WHITELEY” 
AND THE NICE LITTLE BIT OF GOODS. 
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renege 
Jessie Bond) proved particularly sprightly b, if 
and pleasing, and a pretty singer to boot. 
Miss Nita Cole contributes a portion of 
what, I believe, is called “the Heelan 
Fling” (one movement is heelan’ toe!) 
with all requisite neatness. The scenery 
in and out of Haddon Hall is all that 
could be expected and I don’t know that 
more need be asked for—and Mr. Ander- 
son’s desires are all that we could hope 
for from him (and I don’t know that ex- 
pectation could rise much higher.) 


THE SHAFTES- 
BURY. — Cigar- 
ette has crossed 
the road, and is 
now in quarters 
here, Miss 

. Ulmar has suc- 
¢ ceeded to the 
title réle, vice 
( Bankhardt, _re- 
© tired, and is 
{now “on the 
» strength” — and 
certainly has 
much to do with 





; - THE Sivoy.—Dorothy Vernon, 
| increasing that from the original picture in 


same. Madame the possession of Mr. FUN. 
Amadi, too, is an 
immense improvement in acting upon the ex- 


ponent of the Comtesse whom she succeeds, 
and even something of the same as a singer. 
There are no other changes of importance, save that 
Mdme. Albu is succeeded in the part of the heroine 
by a lady quite unfitted for such a prominent posi- 
tion, and that Mr. O'Mara has shaved off his mous- 
tache, The opera is said to be a success, I’m 
pleased to hear it ([ mean the news, not the opera 
—though I’m quite satisfied to hear that, too)—if 
it is so, it is not the fault of the libretto, and it is 
not the fault of Mr. Collette! It is not the fault 
of the dresses either—they are all right in design 
(if a trifle mixed), but—well, just take a quiet look 
at them some evening, Messrs. Harrison, Limited, 
and ask yourself if they are likely to cause a run of 
custom at your establishment |! 





THE SHAFTES- 
BURY.—JUST 
JOINED. 

“ Whereisthe old 
love? Why, where 
it always was, my 
dear madam, ever 
since the old Gaiety 
days—aye, and be- 
fore that, too! 





Cousin's Courtship, by-the-way, a dialogue by 
Miss Mary Collette, is a fairly bright little curtain 
raiser of a not unfamiliar pattern, rather well played 
by the authoress and Mr. Oswald Yorke. 


Nop AND WINK —Next week I shall have something nice to say 
(and do) about the new Empire ballet Round the Town, NESTOR, 
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Boatman,—“ Now, THAT’S CuR’ovs ! 
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Our Artist (affab.y).—“ YOU SEE, I CAME HERE TO PAINT. THERE DOES NOT SEEM TO ZF MUCH TO PAINT, THOUGH.” 





E,/ 











Up to the mirror the householder 
went, 
And he made a most careful 
“exam,” 
Of his: features, which caused him 
to grimly‘give vent 
To a word that rhymes richly 
with “ cram.” 
“Oh! my time of distress and pri- 
vation is nigh, 
I’m as poor asa church-haunting 
mouse ; 
I've a wife and three children with 
food to supply, 
And there isn't a cent in the 
house. 
I have studied my features again 
and again 
That I there some expression 
might see 
Which would get me provisions on 
tick; but in vain! 
How I wish I were General B,!” 


Up to the mirror the mountebank 


went, 
And his face he looked solemnly 
o’er, 
Then emitted a howl of acute dis- 
content, 
And the wool from his cranium 
tore. 
“T'll be bound or to go to the Casual 
Ward, 
Or men’s pockets ignobly to 
pick ; 


It is useless to dream that much 
wealth I can hoard 
By performing ‘the confidence 
trick,’ 


Coveting the Sheep’s Clothing. 


[This is General Booth’s eulogy of himself: ‘I have examined myself in the mirror again and again .... and I think my appearance and bearing are well caloulated to 


create confidlence.”— Zcho.] 
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Halfred—*'Ollo, ’Arriet! (Lady turns, indignant.) Lor! I beg 
pardon, Miss, I thought you was a friend o’ mine; you've got a 
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cloak on jest like 'ers 
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My reflection, confronting me here 
in the glass, 
Makes it all too apparent to me 
That I haven't a trustworthy 
phys'’og.—Alas | 
How I wish I were General B,! 


There's an agent retailing the “ Es- 
sence of Life” 
Who is able no ope to get ; 
There’s a clerk who all vainly avers 
to his wife, 
“Tl vy late at the office, my 
t ” 
There’s a man with three cards, on 
the “ course” equatting low, 
Who is left most severely alone ; 
There's a boomer who seeks to es- 
tablish a “ Co.,” 
Yet no shareholding victims can 
bone, 
There be scores of deceivers around 
us, who fail 
In their schemes; and all these, 
when they see 
How a good man is trusted, deject- 
edly wail 
That 7 _ they were Gene- 
ral B, 


New Leaves. 

“GoLF in the Year 2,000,” by 
J.A.C.K, (T. Fisher Unwin). Clev- 
erly conceived and intensely imagi- 
native as this book is, we confess 
to sharing the author's expressed 
wonder why it was written, What 
his little ee was may be clear to 
golfers, who can gather in the link 
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[See Cartoon Verses, p. 145. 
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A MENTAL RESERVATION. 


Leads 4 of F; male Deputation (to Mr. Boggle sy M.P.),—"“ We 
understand that you will do nothing towards making ladies eligible 
for Parliamentary honours?” 

Mr. Boggles, M.P.—* Quite right, madam, Iam strongly opposed 
to any such nonsense,” 

L. F, )—* Then, sir, you are a treacherous monster and an odious 
hypocrite. We all vot our husbands to vote for you because you said 
in your candidature that you were in favour of ladies sitting in the 
House of Commons.” 

Mr. Bogglea (coolly).—* H'm, yes! But I had my mind on the 
Ladies’ Galleries.” 


STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


THE sixth annual National Congress of the Labour Il’arty held at 
Marseilles, though not heralded with a flourish of trumpets, was 
fruitful in results, While the financiers and their military pup- 
pets on each side of the Rhine are still harping on the revanchr 
and the impending war cloud, the French and Ger- 
man Socialists read a good lesson to those who sneer at 
them, “Between you Frenchmen and us Germans there 
is a broad river of blood, but it forms no frontier of hatred 
between us Socialistsa—we are brethren,” said Herr Lib- 
necht, Whatever may be the failings of Socialism, while 
its creed embraces international peace its existence is justi- 
fied, and it will takeadeep root in the heart of cosmopolitan 
lemocracy, 


7 - . o * . 
James Rogan, an army pensioner, has been sentenced at 
Downpatrick by Captain L'Estrange to fourteen days’ 
bard labour for shouting for Home Rule. What a capital 
way to manufacture rebels | 
k’en those who disayree with Rogan, 
And cannot join bim in his slogan, 
Verforce admit—if rebels ranve 
Where L’Estrange rules ‘tis hardly strange. 
. . 7 . . . 
Strike of let Life Guards! What is the world coming to? 
Surely there is some sinister significance in the fact that 
it is in two regiments which may fairly claim to represent 
the flower of the service that the monster Mutiny has 
shown his cloven hoof. Time was when “ The Guards" were 
the élite of the British Army; if things go on like this, 
the Line regiments and the Marines will be looking down on 
them, and “thore cards in tl e yuarde”’ will be cut at the clubs, 


» ” * 7 . * 






——— 


Of old they used to say, “See Naples and die.” Mr. Gladstone's 
motto is, ‘See Naples and live to four—haply five score,” but he 
writes the Duke of Sandonato that he has not by any means for. 
gotten belle Napoli, Italy—or the Duke. 

* 


~ as * * * 

The Méline tariff is to France what the McKinley is to America, 
only not quite so much so, The Government proposes to reduce the 
tariffs in the case of Swiss imports; this is objected to by the Free 
Traders, so that it is very likely we shall hear much that may be in- 
structive to ourselves when the French Parliament assembles again 
on 19th October. 

» * * > * * 

The Count d’Haussonville has been expressing his belief in the 
future of the Monarchy in France. La france is generally repre- 
sented as of the feminine gender, and “ Souvent la femme variz;” but 
it requires a very powerful imagination to picture France putting 
back the clock at this late hour. 


7 o * * 7 * 

The birthday of the late Mr. Bradlaugh is to be celebrated. The 
best celebration of it, and one that would have found favour in his 
eyes, would be the establishment of a State Labour Bureau, 

* * * * * * 

The best tribute Mr. Labouchere has received from one of the other 
side is the commendation of Sir Forrest Fulton, the Common Serjeant 
(and an uncommon good one too), upon his action in exposing the 
Literary Societies Frauds, 

. * . * * * 

But, query whether one can speak of Sir Forrest as ‘on the 
other side,” for our Judges, when they ascend the bench, cease, or are 
supposed to cease to be partisans, 

* * ” * a * 

It is pitiable to think of a man bearing the name and title of Sir 
Gilbert Campbell, Baronet, a man who has won medal and clasp in 
battle, standing in the felons’ dock—what a sad fifth act, what a 
terrible curtain to a stirring life drama! 

* * * * * * 

After all, if every company director or promoter, equally guilty as 
the humbled baronet and the ’aughty though Common Councilman, 
which his name is Tomkins, were placed in the dock—well, that dock 
would have to be considerably enlarged. 

* 7 < a * * 

I endorse Sir Forrest’s remark, that it is perfectly shocking that a 
prisoner; who is untried, and therefore, in law, presumed not to be 
guilty, should be manacled as these poor devils were, There is call 
for fairer treatment here. The Clock Tower prisoners, I am happy 
to say, are treated much more mercifully, 

* * * * . . 

Mr. Morley is pursuing his new policy vigorously. The Commission 
of Inquiry into the Irish evictions, and condition of the evicted 
tenants, is a step in the right direction. 

+ * * * * * 

Lord Carrington, the new Lord Chamberlain, has expressed his 
intentiOM to personally attend at St. James’ Palace when the 
managers of the London theatres apply for the renewal of their 
licences, that he may make the acquaintance of those gentlemen. 


THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER. 
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A National Shame, 
(SEE CARTOON,)! 


GooDNESS gracious, Britannia, my 
dear ! 
What is this that I hear? 
In what a horrible, bibulous guise 
Are you held to mine eyes 
As a social distemper sore, 
Which a scandalised world must 
deplore ? 


{ had deem’d you a woman whose 
fate 
'Twere not sad to relate ; 
I had fancied you were, on the | 
whole, 
Quite a good, sober soul, 
And deserving at least of respect 
For your life which was fairly 
correct. 


‘Stir it hard, you blame 
nigger,” 


Yet they tell me—now, what do 
you think ? 
Why, they state that you drink 
To excess, that you tipple by day 
And by night in a way 
That not only is morally wrong, 
But must ruin your nature ere 
long. 


in that case, you are greatly to 
blame ; 
'Tisa National Shame 
Beyond-doubt, if it’s perfectly true, 
What they’re saying of you: 
Still I hope your bad symptoms 
may be 
Merely seen through another’s D. 7. 


“Golly, ain’t it good!” 


The Autumn Sea. 


I AM at the seaside. DoI enjoy 
it? No, I don’t !—nothing what- 
ever of the sort. As to bathing, I 
leave all that to the young beggars, 
who only do it to drive the fumes 
of brandy and soda out of their 
systems, I’m not such a heavy 
drinker myself that I can’t possibly 
do without ozone. Nonsense, I | 
say | | 

It's quite amusing now to see | 

how busy the local solicitors all are 
down here. They're all bent on | « Fit's gittin’ mighty low, but 
suing and selling up the lodging- dere’s a morsel at de bottom.” 
house keepers who haven’t quite suc- sass 
ceeded in making the twoends meet. 
Well, it serves ’em right. They're not so particularly honest that one 
need shed pints of tears of sympathy over them. Because they 
give you mutton with the fat always burnt, why should you be 80 
very particularly fond of them, I should like to know. Besides, they 
might just as well have cleaned off all the flies from the bedroom 
water-bottle, and they might now and again shake some of the sand 
out of the counterpanes. 

And the sitting room that you've watched the sca-sunsets from. 
The broken springs that drove into your leg didn’t make matters so 
very over comfortable, did they? I should think not. And then 
those beastly antimacassars that are only fit for nets for cockroaches— 
what's the use of them? And the wretched old engravings on the 
wall of the Queen and Prince Albert, or the “‘ Coming of Age.” There's 
— about the lodging-house room that J can’t swallow at any 

rice, 

Of course, I am much better, Well, I may be that. When I'm at 
the seaside, I don’t always look out for my ozone before a bar, nor get 
in a billiard room. I have the sense to keep away from fusel oil 
whisky, anyhow, That's a little more sense than some of you, my 
young friends, have, 

The sea’s all very fwell in its way, if you don’t always take it 
mixed with spirits and lump; also Hamburg cigars, that are sold for 
Morales, and that are so soft you might think you were chewing damp 


Washieather, I've had enough of the sea. Bah! 
DIOGENES TUBBS., 









‘‘ Never tasted nuftin haf so nice!” 





A CONNOISSEUR. 







‘“ And see that the stew doesn't 
burn, I'll be back soon.” 





‘“ Must hab dot little bit round 
the aidge.” 





- 


‘You won't have another chance 
to cook,” 


“Oh, Lordy! hit’s done gone 
bust!” 


A Mere Song. 


SHE was a simple little thing, and he loved her, 
sing some of the old songs, and he commenced the only one he ever 


She asked him to 


learnt— 
“OLD Dog Tray, Ever FAITHYODL.” 

“That's odd.” she remarked, when he stuck at the first 

“ What's odd, my memory?” 

“No, dearest ; | meant that ol dog Tray being faithful was some- 
what of a paradox, methinks,” she answered, 

“ How 80, beloved of the morn!” 

“Why,” and she timidly, sweetly, glanced in her simple, innocent 
way at the light of her soul, “ why, how could the dog be faithful and 
yet betray?” 

And he rose in his wrath and swore by all the living gods that 
nothing but two magnums could wipe away the stain; and now he 
walks out with the girl from the “ Datch Clock and Gridiron,” 


of 
iine, 


TT — AT} 


Civic Amenities. 
IT would appear that there exists in the Corporation of London a 
body of ultra-l’rotestants, who would like to prevent Mr, Alderman 


Knill from being elected as Lord Mayor for the ensuing year, because 


he isa Roman (Catholic, Lettbem cheer up and take for their motto 


“ Knill deanerandum, 
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ARTFUL. 
Wi althy lncle ( retire d from trade),—" Well, good night, my lad ! 
your fashion to spend « evenin’ with dull old folks like us!”’ 
" Impecunious Nephew.—* Ah! my dear uncle and aunt, if you only knew what a pleasure it has been 


to me for once to spend an evening in company both sociable and intellectual! And to have the | French Dictionary — that, these 


privilege of getting to bed in proper time! Would that such chances came in my way more frequently !”’ 
(“ Sensible, deservin’ young chap, that,” said uncle to aunt, as he bolted the hall door.) 





——-— ~ -_— > - 


Werry kind o’ a young chap o’ 





FUN-DE-SIBCLB FAROBS. 


HOW WE WRITE OUR PLAYS; 
Or, ’LAYWRIGHTEOUSNESS AND PALL-MALL-ISM, 


SCENE I1—The Den of the WiLD DRAMATIST. The furniture w 
of gold and precious stones. The walls are papered with 
priceless hank motes, L. wa jar, labells d ” Scotch. | (Hw) years 
old.” BR. is a case of Champagne, labelled “ Curée Reservée de 
Thotmes, A.M. 5)\." Lic, Seve ral Editions de Lure (studded with 
gema) of the Den-Owner'’s work, Private Turkish Baths of} 
RK. One of the new fashioned Scarborough-/lastings- Bourne- 
mouth-Cromer Automatic Fresh-Air Suppliers is in full blast off 
L. The DRA MATIST ts dia "vere d lounging on a gorge oua C1 uch, 
jeuvlled in sercral holes, and being fanned by four SLAVES. 
Pre af ntly the sound of klectric Be lls shakes the noble edifice to 
its fow ndations,and the D.’8 VALET-VIZIER enters, and, prostrat- 
ing himself on the inner Mat, announces MB, HINTER-VUER. 


THE DRAMATIST. Admit him, forsooth! (The V.-V. arises, and 
beckons in MR. H.-V.) 

Mr. H.-V. And have I at last the ineffable pleasure of gazing upon 
the great Mr. Thyngammiejygge Wathysnayme? 

THE D. You dare, So be seated. Well! 

Mr. H.-V, 1 am indebted for the honour of this call to the fact that 
] am a mere representative of a paper which has the distinguished honour 
of requesting your views on a subject of the Most Universal 
Importance—one before which all other questions, Social, Political, 
Commercial, Artistic, Theological, and even THEATRICAL matters 
shrink into the meanest and most undistinguishable insignificance. 
so— 

THE |). And that is 

H.-V, Ah! pray pardon me. I had forgotten; although, of course, 
you have, of course, received a letter from my chiefs, fully setting 
forth the object of my unworthy presence; and though that letter has 


given you certain leading questions, so that you could become fu 





prepared for my visit, yet, equally, 
of course, it is necessary that you 
should feign surprise at my ques- 
tions. Quite so—quite so; it was 
my fault. You must know, then, 
Sir, that our Journal, having ex- 





———= hausted even the Astounding 
Once-a-Week (that’s New Journal- 

“ey istic for Cheek) of the novelists, 

SD who posed so lightly in our late dis- 
BONN cussion on “Why I can’t write 


plays, and why I sneer at those 
who can/”—my chiefs, I say, 
oe have started a new idea, whereby 
the Dramatists should expound not 
only their views on this theme, but 
should explain (if they will be so 
) kind) “How they Write Their 
| ee Plays.” We did think of including 
“And Why?” with the How, 
but it was felt to be rather a large 

order, and so——., 
THE D. Well, when you have 
quite done jabbering, I'll give you 

a few Spontaneous Impromptus of 
—— my own, which I have carefully 
prepared. 

H.-V. Quite so. Pardon me a 
SN moment. “ The Gifted Dramatist’s 
BWA opening remarks on our New De- 
Pw parture and on the superciliousness 

. of these Fictioners were full of 
that Epigrammatic Power by which, 
etc. Thanks, now, my very dear 
= Sir, I am at your service. 
~— [ Listens with hushed rapture. 

~ = * 

= Mr. H. V. (dropping his pencil 
from sheer exhaustion as the 
Dramatist finishes his two hours’ 
Straight Talk). Dear ME! How 
MAR-vellous! Can such Things 
BE! Can it be that these Scissors 
—and this Gum, this Paste and that 








* 


old and effete stories of Thackeray, 
Dickens, and other mere tale- 
tellers and so-called Students of 
Character, and these Ancient Play- 
wrights—can it be, I say again, that from these mere adjuncts spring 
all the Marvellous Wit and Fancy, the Epigram, the Cynicism and 
Construction—the Lyrics, the Blank Verse and the Epic Luxuriance, 
the Homeric—nay, Calmouric Wisdom which so adorn our Stage! 
All this shall to My Chieftain’s Ears ! 
THE I). (waving him out), ’Tis meet it should ! 
[ Verbal Fireworks and Act Drop. 


SCENE Il.—The Neat, not Gaudy Farm of the Famous Fun, Sage, 
Jester, Poet, Prosewriter, Practical Playwright, Preacher and 
Best of All Good Company, As scene commences, the F. F, a 
discovered surveying the Beauties of Nature with an Observant 
Eye and a Grateful Heart, As the F, F. is thus engaged, enter 
to him Mr, HINTER-VUER. 


Mr. H. V. And do I at last behold the famous ? 

F, i, Enough, sir! ITamhe....(checking him). You desire to 
know for the Pall Mall how I write My FUN-DE-SIECLE FARCES? 
Well, sir, I can hardly tell you. I only know that I keep my 
Weather-Eye Open—that Sometimes I wink the Other One; that I 
love my fellow-creatures; that I sympathise with their sorrows, and 
revel when they revel; often, indeed, instigating them to harmless 
revel; that I keep for them My Own Royal Humane Society Mirth in 
Constant Readiness; that I am the Friend of the Oppressed; the 
Foe of the Oppressors; the Hater of Shams; the Slayer of Fraud 
and (in a human sense) the Universal Hope and Joy Provider. 
look around me; no topic of the day is hidden from my ken; I shoot 
Folly as it Flies; and Selfishness as it lies: and that adapting any 
or all of these attributes to the subject in hand, I boil ’em all up 10 
a bag for some hours and then serve up Avot, and that, sir, is 

How I write my Fun-de-Siecle Farces. 
Erit MR. HINTER-VUER dumb with admiration, Enter 
the BRITISH PoBLic, Jt grasps Fun’s hand amid 


, . , 
rieihle emotion 





FUN, FROLIC, AND FINALE, 
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(1) 





Hearing that the volunteer force is in want of 
recruits this season Bill Stinger offers himself as 
an eligible candidate. Here you see a comparative side elevation of him in mufti, and also 


uniform, showing section of padding. 











; His remarkable success in 
class firing, also his very cheer- 
ful expression upon receiving 
total of score, 








This necessitates molest 
quenchers, 








Front elevation of ditto, ditto, 


(6) 














| Current Carols; 
Or, Ditties in Doselets up to Date. 
A FLASHING FASHION, 
A DIAMOND-sTUDDED DENTALIS©M. 


lea ira ‘atest fashion adopted by certain feminine ring- 
ifaders SO-calla . : : : , : 
Te OF so-called Society is to have a diamond set in 


the centre of the teeth 1) 
OH! boys and girls, pray note the latest 
fashion— 
__A fashion of an acci-dental sort : 
Tis one which certain “ ladies” cut a dash on, 
Pore 18 quite a “ go,” according to report. 
was Started by a demoiselle who poses 
In the highest circles (she ne’er stoops 
beneath) ; 
And the fashion this “ society ” pet discloses 
Is—a diamond in the centre of her teeth ! 


> . 

Refrain (to bi sung reverentially). 
*h , . . ; 
The n sing a hymn of praise 
lo this flashingest of fays— 


her girls her « £0 ee tos ] 
r giris her“ form” are quite beneath 


For she, compared to them, 
Is a double sort of gem— ‘teeth | 
First herself. and then the diamond in her 
Poets prate of girls whose tootsipegs will 
glisten, 
But all that now seems metaphor alone, 
For if to this account you'll truly listen, 
You'll, of course, prefer dents « la precious 
stone. 
One saying, though, ‘tis only fair to mention, 
That's the “ taking of one’s teeth from out 
one's head” ; attention, 
Teeth, be-diamonded, will draw the thieves’ 
So ’twere well to “ paste” your tootsipegs 
instead, 
Refrain (to be sung repudiating!1/). 
Then sing a song of “ sniff,” 
To such pets of fashion, if sheath ; 
They for diamonds make their molars but a4 
“No girl deserveth praise 
Who displays the gleaming rays 
Of a diamond in the centre of her te 


\Aie 


+> 





Lively condition of full private William 
Stinger after his first brigade drill, 





, 


PRge 


Private William Stinger’s last shot 


After which, blind-staggerisms. at the ranve. Sergeant Snobbs sub- 


sequently complained that he was 


unable to sit down with comfort for some months 


My Moustache, 


I HAVE tried to live up to my moustache, 
Still it’s a little bit of a worry to me, When 
I go out to be shaved at the barbers, they 
always want to do something toit, It may 
look nice when a moustache is glossy. I dont 
care, though, for brilliantine on a soiled nail- 
brush being rubbed on my lips. Then— 
‘Have it curled, sir?" the man says. I! 
don’t like to say “No,” Then the twiddling 
irons, a8 you might call them, are made a 
great deal too hot. They almost raise a 
blister in the corner of my mouth, and s00n 
there is a kind of smell as if someone was 
trying to cook a hedgehog over a parafiin 
lamp. Then there are the creatures who will 
put Hongroise Pomade on it. They make the 
ends stiff and curly, and boys call out as I go 
by, “ What price lobsters? Nice feelers you've 
rot! si 

This ia why my moustache 80 worries 
me 


c 
be 


; 
| 
| 
| 
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LATTER-DAY FABLES—WITH MATTER-OF-FACT MORALS 
THE FRUSTRATED APOTHEOSIS. 
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A theatrical manager, having Armed himself with a juartern of the finest Old Tom And then, speeding to a popular dramatic 
determined to knock out what and astamped agreement form, and, hieing at early morn tinkerer’s workshop, ordered a five act melodrama 
little sawdust there waa remain- to the portals of Ho! OWay Castle, caught the renowned to be delivered the same evening at 7.30 sharp. 
ing in the reputation of the late Jane Cakebread as she was issuing therefrom after a “ The subject,” he said, * must be Jane Cakebread 
W. Shakespeare— thirst-prolonged retirement of some seven weary days. Simply write round her, and leave the rest to 

Handing her the seductive throat-tickler, he, on the me!” 
spot, engaged her for six months certain at a salary of three hundred pounds a week— 


NATIONAL 4 
? | i ; 
REALITY THEATRE Caen. & 


a 


VECIRL ENCACEMENT AT 


ENORMOUS EXPENSE 


OF THE RLNOWNED _" td 


JANE CAKEBREAD ‘yy, 4 
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uw Te BLOOD FREEZING DRAMA 
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‘Tue GINFIENUS Doom 


-rewmetrees 





= Na s) 

But, alas! the bright particalar star had that very Leaving nothing standing save 
At length (every hoarding in the metropolis morning been “nobbled” by Lawsonites; and when, the disconsolate manager, mourn- 
having in the interim broken out in a series of inatead of the howling gin-tiend, there appeared a neatly ing like a masculine Niobe amid 
ithoyraphic rashes and large type glorifica- lressed, smiling old dame, gallantly escorted by two pro- the ruin of his once gorgeous 

tions), the eventful first night arrived minent members of the Blue Ribbon Army, the outraged house, 

audience rose as one man and demolished the fane— 

MOBAL—The gi/t will Natty . the gingerbread of Reality, and Voluptuary may at any moment take it into his head to * refuse Qs 


JUST OUT. PRICE ONE SHILLING ie « . desta & tideionane Chak eum Now Ready, Price 6d., the Autumn No. of 


when the savages were in full cry after hi : ° 
“THAT MAN CHEEDLEPUMP,” mae ei eae ean ices tasta 
; | Printed on Fine Paper in Coloured Wrapper. 


by i]. T. Johnson, Author of “ Jack of Hearts,” , 
“A tGihasly Fraud,” ete., etc. HE man who has to carve his own for- 


“Fun” Office, 153 Fleet St., London, E.C tune must not despise old saws. “Fun” Office, 153 Fleet St., London, E.C. 
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Gathering cogar slumps. 

(1) This youngster, who now to his sweet guides is pleading, 
Regardeth this show as a too fow! proceeding. 

(2) That a damsel should thus drive a Forder is fitting, 
That ladies are han’som’—we all are admitting. 


(6) That many are fond of a glass none are brooking, 
Sut still, it need not be a “glass” that’s called “ looking. 


” 


(7) The new foreign long 
The riders’ behaviour t 
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dled veecllechons of a visiF fo 
the Foullry oxhobote al the Dairy Show. 


A royal ostrich 
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Sond of a glass. 
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= The long distance ride. 
(4) When an elephant thus sneaks a purse from a lady, 
You'll own ‘tis a purse-onal slight that is shady, 
| (5) Though to go on the “stump” is allowed politicians, 
To go cigar-stumping oft leads to the Siasions, 
(6) To our Queen they've presented an ostrich that’s bonny 
Let's hope it won't prove an os-trich-erous Johnny, 
listance ride is mere rubbish 
horses was cul)! 
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SLASHES AND FUFFS. 


* E — Round the 

& Town, just very 

a successfully pro- 
duced here, may 

be truly fin de 

siecle (bless the pbrase !) 

in character, but it was 
scarcely ‘up to time” on its 
first appearance, being about 
half an hour late. Another 
rehearsal or so, especially with 
the scenery, might have ren- 
dered matters a little more 
satisfactory, too. But, apart 
from these more or less trifling 
defects (which, I presume, are 
corrected by this time), it is a 


7 7 takin show. There isa slight melodramatic 
| 
! 





story running through it concerning a dissi- 
pated carpenter (quite a stage carpenter this!) 
+ with emall feet, who, even in the lowest depths 
3. 7 ,' of stony-brokedne:s, does not pawn his beauti- 
\ ful white apron, This gentleman, of course, 
y\ illtreata his wife and child until the former 
~ prepares to drown herself and (this seems a 


little high-handed) the child alec. They are 

THE EMPink.— THERE prevented by a clerical gentleman (variously 
eo tins ses named in the official documents, Dr. Tintacks, 
a“ Parcues” Dr. Birch and Dr, Burch), who is in town with 


a number of pupils, whose education he is com- 
pleting by showing them “ life "(the dog!). The clerical gentleman 
then informs the inebriate carpenter that they have drowned them- 
selves, whereupon that degraded artizan fal's flat on the Thames Em- 
bankment, Hut his little girl says, Father!’ which arouses him at 
once from his swoon, reconciles |im to his wife and child, converts 


/. 
vy 


THE EMVIRE A LITTLE EXPLORING PARTY THE TUTOR GIVING HIS 


| ILS A COURSE OF rUDY. 


him to virtue and scorn of the cight hours bill and induces him to go 
tamely home without once rounding on the clerical gentleman who 
has so heartlessly “spoofed” him. His conversion is so absolute that 
we find him refusing to be attracted into the Empire, even on the 

first night of the ballet, which is a beautiful and 
f \ healthy moral, but not much of an advertisement. 


AROUND, about and in and out thiastory we have 
a collection of costers, bootblacks, stock jobbers, 
stockbrokers, ‘flower, fruit and vegetable girls,” 
postmen and telegraph-boys’ messenger ditto, fin de 
siecle ladies (bury the phrase!), street arabe, 
* Lottie Collinses,” and ladies of the corps de ballet, 
whose general behaviour, and (in the males) peculi- 
arity of shape give a life-like representation of 
ondon as it may be seen in Covent Garden, the 
yal Exchange, the Thames Embankment and 
icester Square, A final tableau, representing 
we tenn. oO Kmpire,” is more of the ordinary spectacular 
NELLIE-MENT OY UV@llet order, and gives both M,. Wenzel and 
INTEREST. “ Wilhelm " good scope for their respective inventive 
talents. The sentiment of the scene excites 


em to the utmost. and f aenewith ¢ + wy ne anirit 
t ; f ! 






, 
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the influence of which “all other local banners are defied,” and con- 
cludes with an effective tableau, the centre of which is appropriately 
filled by Britannia (in the imposing person of Miss 
L, Allen). 














THE favourites are all to the fore. Mdlle. de Sortis 
exhibits her finished skill once more as a “ flower girl” 
in the first scene, and as a “London” in the last, 
which would, I venture to assert, re- 
concile even the Rev. Mr. Spalding to (4. 
the metropolis, Signorina Cavallazzi 
is as effective as usual as the erratic 
carpenter; M. de Vincenti personates 7 | 
India with energy, and Mr. W. Warde hy 
lets off some genuine fun as “ the oof- ry 
less swell,” his attempt to get into the pe « 
Empire as a “deadhead” being hilar- } Min 
iously recognized as that touch of { F song 
nature which makes the 
whole world kin. Mr, = 
Warde’s “eccentric ¢ 
dance,” too, is a feature. $ 


G 





THE GAIETY. — Mr. } 
‘red Leslie and his > 
“merry companions” 
have returned to this | € 
classic home of bur- 
lesque, with theirsupply 
of quips, and cranks, 
and dances, and songs 
enlarged and amended. 
The efforts of Mr. C., 
Danby, and Misses 
Letty Lind, Magzie 
Duggan, Sylvia Grey 
and the rest seemed THe EmpirngE.—A PorcLar AIR. 
much to the taste of the 
audience, which applauded vociferously most of the time, Of course, 
it’s the same old music hall show in disguise (the name they give it 
this time being Cinder Ellen), but as long as people “ask for” an 
article vendors are not to be blamed for 
keeping it in stock. 





THE GARRICK.—Miss Burney does not 
seem to have started her managerial cam- 
paign under very favourable auspices 
(more jeerial than manna, I fancy!). My 
sul-under-deputy-substitute, who saw the 
performance, admits that Zhe Awakening 
may,in a sense, be called an “ eye opener,’ 
but is scarcely so refreshing as the Ameri- 
can concoction of that name. He says 
that he could easily be very “ funny ” about 
the show, but it would be so easy he doesn’t 
want to—he prefers matter worthy of his 
steel, this self-sufficient suckling remarks. 
He reports, moreover, that there is a deal 
of cleverness in the play, a real sparkle here 
and there, and in one instance, at least, an 
exhibited sense of character. But, he 8A)5s, nit 
the wife who goes wrong (in a restricted 
sense) is just the sort of woman no husband ,, ' ae 
with any sense would object to have going 1! EM! 'IRE—THE REVENT 

*, ; ANT CARP ENTER—NO1 
wrong if she would only go altogether. The siw-vusry! 
reconciliation at the end leaves one with a 
sense of incompleteness (he further observes), as she is just the sort of 
young person to begin the game all over again—there is no trusting her. 


Miss BURNEY was shrickingly, ostentatiously nervous, and no doubt 
her performance suffered in consequence ; but 
her frocks were such as breed wonder in the 
mind of the male and envy in the breast of 
woman, lovely woman. The play was otherwise 
excellently acted. Mr, Herbert Waring, Mr. 
\rthur Elwood, Mr. Sant Matthews, Mr. Allan 
Aynesworth, Miss Vane Featherston and Miss 
Nina Boucicault form a strong company and 
disappointed no reasonable expectations. Let 
us hope Miss Burney will be soon able to give 
us something more worthy of their abilities. 





| NopDs AND WINKS.—Mr, W. Sapte, junr.’s 
AR AIR (2ND Lucky Dog seems in for a fortunate snap at 


7. Terry's NES 
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PROFESSIONAL AMENITIES. 
Jockey—“ Is THAT RIGHT, SIR, THAT YOU RE GOING TO LET BILL HAVE THE MoUNT INSTEAD OF ME?” 
Owner.—" WELL, YOU SEE, YOU'RE A POUND OR TWO OVER THE WEIGHT, AND BILLS LIGHTER,” 
Jockey.— M’YES! HE AIN'T GOT TO CARRY QUITE SO MU H—IN HIS HEAD!” 





STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 
ERNEST RENAN, TO THE HOLBORN BOARD OF WORKS, 
THE coster who stands in the Farringdon load 
On Saturday nights to dispose of his load 
Ix a hardworking tradesman, and not an impostor, 
Think what his eviction would cost a poor coster ! 





AT first, of Mother Church the darling child, 

At last her rebel son, disowned, reviled. 
erchance, had he to her less faithful proved 

She might have shrined him with her best beloved. 


But he disdained his conscience to deceive, He sells to the poor folks who cannot afford 
And hush “I doubt” with parrot “TI believe.” To dea! at big shops—therefore let the Works Board 
7 Hungry for faith, he scorned the faithless horde 3e quite above board with the knight of the barrow, 
Viose steadfast faith is faith in It's truly beneath it his feelings to 
faith’s reward. 3 ; harrow. 
- * 7 . 


Uelieving his Creator gave him eyes, 
lle dared te see ; yet dared not to be 
Wise 
In knowledge of the things beyond 
lis ken; 
(ut left the Infinite to smaller men. 
” * * * 
‘Kill without mercy — do not 
bire powder,” was General Gourko's 
“cipe for repressing the strike at 
I. dz, and every Cossack who goes to 
l.o(a)jdz shoots. This Pinkertonian 
, OLlcy, however, has its disadvantages 
—it is remembered, 
- * * 
[ quite agree with Mr. Michael 
Vavitt that “the time is ripe fora 
novement on this side the Channel 
'o give the farmers of England, Wales 
snd Scotland the protection of judi- 
lal leases and the benefit of land 
‘ourts for the revision and reduction 
{ rents.” To my mind the time has 
+> long been ripe that the British 
larmer tinds the times almost rotten. a 


* * * * 


One of the principal features of 
the Church Congress was the cis- 
turbance over the vestments worn 
in the procession, Violet and scarlet 
cassocks, lace tippeta and gold and 
satin stoles may be very cffective 
from a high art point of view, but it 
ia well for our ritualistic clerics to re- 
member that a too high church ia in 
danger of toppling. Who can won- 
cer that Avnostics and others, read- 
ing that “ Blows and execrations were 
«xchanved over an anti-ritualistic 
banner,’ should reflect “how these 
(hristians love one another.” 





* 


Lord Houghton's entry into Dublin 
was encouraging, but the bickerings 
between Redmondites and M'Carthy- 
ites discount the prospects of a poses’ 
settlement of the Home liule ques- 
tion, 





THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER 
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Iv is wonderful, when you come to think of 
it, supposing you have done something a little 
! but there! of course, you never 
have, what vigantic proportions tLat some- 
thing assumes, regarded from a_ horizontal 
position, about 12 A.M. when the candle is out, 
and the itinerant feline vocalist pervades the 
night, 

In vain you change your position, in vain 
you endeavour to regard the peccadillo from 
the charitable, free-and-easy third-person 
point of view, It continues swelling until it 
attaing a #ize perfect)y abnormal, 








Hlowever, towards the smal! hours it begins: 
to shrink, Its attitude becomes less overbear- 
ing, it descends to parley with you, and 
acknowledves itself to be not quite 80 heinous 
id it represented iteelf, ; 
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You remind it that the te mptation was ex- 
ceedingly strong, and it is bound to agree 
with you ; you suggest that as you happen to 
be a human being, and all human beings are 
fallible, you were only carrying out the uni- 
versal law of humanity in giving way. But 
it is the perfectly true remark that “ Many 
other men have done much worse" that finally 
subdues it, ; 
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Then you gradually assume a bul 


lying tone. 
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And by the time it is broad day, you have 
reduced it to a pitiable state of subserviency. 





And after the exhibition of a rasher and 
eggs, and two or three cups of coffee it is no 
larger than a tittlebat, and as you walk into 
the City with your coat tails flying in the 
grateful breeze, “Pooh!” you say, “it was 
nothing, simply nothing!” 





And though, when you open your black 
bag, it jumps out on the office table, it is 
about the size of a medium grasshopper, and 
you don’t mind, 

















Perhaps, when you start for home in the 
Metropolitan, it has grown big enough to sit 
on your shoulder and whisper‘in your ear, 
Still, that don’t matter so very much, Only 
when night comes—— oh, lor! 

How different is the case when you have 
been guilty of a virtuous action. At bedtime 
it looks quite wizened and shrunken. You 
rise up on your elbow and look at it, shivering 
in a corner, 

“T thought it a big thing when I did it,” 
you say to yourself; “but, my gracious! it 
don’t seem worth making a fuss about now.” 
Yet on waking up, it is the first thing you 
think of, and you swell with the sense of it 
all the time you're dressing. 





You are more like a balloon than a human 
being, and it is all you can do to walk and not 
soar. You beam benevolence on all you en- 
counter: persons who walk behind you can 
see the two ends of your smile, And then you 
meet the very man youdid it for—that noble, 
glorious act ! 

“How puffy you’re looking to-day,” says 
he; ‘take my advice—change of air,” 





Then, should you remind the ungrateful 
beast of all he owes you, “ Obliged to you, 
of course,” he says; “but I'd have done as 
much for you. Wasn't anything so very great, 
after all.” 

The moral of this would appear to be that 
it is, on the whole, more injurious to do the 
right thing by others than the wrong thing by 
yourself, sut morals are not fashionable 
nowadays. To write a story that has neither 
discernible head nor apparent tail, and to leave 
your readers to fill in the plot for themselves 
is considered the thing, If this mode grows 
unpopular, a good many authors will be 
thrown out of employment 
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THE GREAT COSTER DEMONSTRATION 
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A LITTLE WELSH HOLIDAY. 

Mrs. G—* Oh, Willie! how often have I entreated you to give up 
these wretched politics? What is it this time? More gingerbread or 
another cow fight?” 

(i, O, M.—“ Gingerbread be hanged! Those fellows have been 
treating me totome Welsh national airs, and I tried to join in the 
chorus of ‘Cli ffylifdbjclirywwllph’ just to please 'em, and I've un- 
thipped my jaw bone, See?” 


FUN-DE-SIBCLB FAROBS, 
“ORGAN” BUYING ; 
On, PAPER I’URCHASERS ON THE PROWL, 
(A Jou ry tlistic Ju mW hle in NS ve ral Ju m ps.) 
PROLOGUE, ScCENE—London and its environment. Enter various 
IMPORTANT Firms connected with Patent Foods, Drinks. 
Medicis ea, ¢ f ther, Pri visione, Milline ry, Wilk Malks (he mi! 
Vil / ia ks), etc., ete, 
Puke Various I, Fs, 
Now the P. M, G. ia sold 
lor Fifty Thou., in solid gold, 
And since it hath become (don't laugh !) 
The l’roperty of Wop’s Four-half 
(By which it has become, you bet ! 
(juite German—like St. J/..8 Gazette), 
And since, amid the town’s affairs 
Twill haply puff ite buyer's wares, 
We tirms will take the self-same cue 
And forth and buy some journals too! 
SCENE L—Fleet Street. Various Journala discovered hard at 
CuUuncing cach cthe r,or fa hing sersational 
: ‘ nm. ? 
aresentiy enter 


The y rants } i 


vork, ie., either d 
reporta, or trying to scare their readers, 
several FIRMS, MERCHANTS, cfc, 

Mk. MCSTREEKIE (the Rasher King). Hoot, toot! Ye ken wha! 
am, riblins. I must e’en buy a journal or twa for the proper run- 
nin’ o’ ma beesness. Heeh! here is ane. ‘Tis callit Zhe Afternoon 
Follower, Vil just step in and mak’ a bid for't. And be fure going 


in I'l) just frame a politico-social leading article likely tae help me in 
my beeeness, (M-ditates.) “There is no doubt that Political 
Economy, although not such unmixed blessing to britain as isa 
certain Bacon—advertised on our back page—is neverthelers 

etc., ete, Kirit into Ottce, 


As he docs ao, enter a SOAPESYNDI ATE, Limited, 
THE 8. 8, (Ltd.). Yes; undoubtedly I must have an “ organ 
wherein to run our own Extra special Articles, viz., the Soap and the 


” 











Essay. (Looks around.) Ah! this paper looks like the very thing, 
It is called The Evening. Fine chance for an opening Poem therein, 
“ Good evening. Have you, sirs, used Apple's Soap? {f not, why, 
your outlook is minus all hope.” ‘“ What! No Soap!” cried the wag 
~—which S. Foote was his name, But we say, ‘‘ Yes, lots! Try our 
Soip of High Fame!” 

“(oes in and bids for the paper in question, which, however, be it 
noted, is not by any means a que stionable paper. AstheS.8, (Ltd.) 
goes in, enter from another quarter the CLAY PIPE MONARCH, 

THE C. P. M. Well, well! since modern cigar-ette-iquette demands 
that a Smoking Firm shou!d have a journal of its very own, I am now 
on my road to buy up, at the lowest or any tender, the periodical), 
entitled, Let-Me-Down, Ah! here is its office. I will go in and 
endeavour to secure the sheet forthwith. [ Goes in, 

‘At that moment a MYSTERIOUS AND SUSPICIOUS FIGURE creeps 

in furtively, grinning horribly. 

THe M. AND S. F. Aha! In this disguise I can defy detection. | 
am the SWEATER KING. I subdue thousands of honest workers to 
my sway. But Public Opinion, hang it! is becoming too beastly 
clever by half. Therefore it behoves me to buy up a few papers that 
denounce me, I tried some, but they shut the door in my face. But 
on, on! I must procure an “ organ,” and that right speedily. 

' Horrible sounds without, Enter to him the old established firms 

~ of FRAUD, OPPRESSION, LONDON SLAVE OWNERS, PERSECUTORS 
OF THE Poor (unlimited), ete., ete. 

OMNES (tothe S. K.). Ay, ay! We, like you, find that it’s high 

time we ran organs on our own account. 

THE S. K., ETC. True; but where? and which? We have tried to 
nobble the Star, the Morning, the Evening News and Post, Sloper, 
the Referce, Judy, the Daily Chronicle, the Telegraph, etc., ete. 

OMNES. Ah! here is an office of a paper. See! 155 Fleet Street. 
It has a proud, palatial look, and will probably be a high price, But 
no matter! Here goes to make an offer! (They enter, and offer to 
purchase the said journal... .for vast sums.) 

FUN (for it was he chucking them out). Outside, please! Millions 
of money cannot buy this little world cheerer. I am independent, 
and I represent the nation’s needs! Moreover, I am the enemy of ye 
all, and I have but one price! One Penny,every Wednesday! (Anochs 
the would be buyers into the middle of next week—by which time, of 
course, the KNOCKER will have another number ready—wherewith to 
make it still warmer for all such cattle. Meanwhile, congratulations 
and CURTAIN. 
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A VALUABLE GUARANTEE. 
Gentieman—* Oh! Firkin, I want you to send up half a dozen 
hams for me. I want them all of exactly the same quality.” 
Firkin.—* Yes, sir; certainly, I'll see that you have them a.1 from 
the same animal,” 
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A STRANGE STORY. 


A 














There was certainly no other visible occupant of that compart- The apparition then seated itself, and mounting a huge c‘gar, 
ment of the Hurriup and Getthere express in which the Rev. Goodi- searched its pockets for a light. 
boy took his seat that wild and stormy night. Hardly had the train 
left the station, however, when a weird form emerged from under a seat with the mysterious words, “ Keep it dark! ' 
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Producing a lucifer, it strack a lizht, and the Rev. Goodiboy is As the train approached Little Snoozingham, however, the ghost 
prepared to make affirmation that he distinctly smelt sulphurous seemed to vanish before Mr. Goodiboy’s eyes in the same direction as 
fumes, The phantom then held a flask emitting strong alcoholic odours that from which it had appeared, 


in his direction, whilst horror rendered the rev, gentleman speeshless. 





; : * * 7 . oA ee ee ,, 
Being evidently totally invisible to the ticket inspector also 
when he looked into the carriage. 
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But the strangest part of the story was that in walking past the 

» the spectre, which clapped him on the back 
1@ BPeC 


again haunted by 
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“IN LIQUIDATION.” 
Lively Party (to gentleman slightly elevated) —‘ HULLO! BLUCHER, OLD BoY—WHAT’s UP?” 
GS. E—*(Hic)—BEEN TEMP’RNSH LECTURE—(Aic)—MY DEAR BOYSH.” 
Lively Party.—“ DONT 8EEM TO HAVE DONE YOU MUCH GooD, ANYHOW!” 





G. 8. h—*AW¥ULLY Dry LecTURE—(hic)—’BLIGED TO GO OUT—(hic)—’AN HAVE SHEVERAL LIQUORS-UP; BUT I'm—(hic)—ALLR1’ 


NOW, AND I DON'Y CARE A——(Aic).” 


[ This is unfit for publication, 








New Leaves. 

THE “ Novel Notes" in this month's Jd/er are both novel and a- 
mew-sing. There is some hard “ Chinese Fighting,” and there is ‘“ The 
Varvenu.” The number is a good one all through.—There is a good 
deal worth searching for in The English Illustrated, “Some Musical 
(‘onductors,” “ Beards or no Beards” (which is curious), “ Clipper 
Ships,” and other matters, will be found to repay for the seeking.— 
“The Servanta of the King” make a brave show in St, Nicholas. 
“Tom Paulding" comes to a good end, There is a simple grandeur 
about “ Leonidas" worthy of ancient Greece.—The Leisure Hour, 
The Sunday at Home, The Boy's Own Paper and The Girl's Own Paper, 
each complete their volumes, and are quite treasure houses of fine 
work and fine feeling. —All is well with Friendly (/reetings —Long- 
man's completes a volume with a number that contains the conclusion 
of that excellent story, “ His Grace,” a fine poem called * Cairnsmil] 
ben,” “The Pot Boiler,” and many other fine things.—//ousehold 
Words carries Mr. Montague Williams’ papers up to No, 20.—The 
Lady's Pictorial Autumn Number is very rich in the season's fashions, 
It is further enriched with a highly interesting family group, con- 
taining portraits of the l’rincess of Wales, the Czarina and the Czar. 
There are many other ladies’ portraita in the number.—7Zhe Young 
W'oman is @ new venture, cast upon the lines most likely to lead up 
to success.— The Modern Magazine is also a new candidate for public 
favour. It's not in ‘mortals to command success, but this effort seems 
like intending to deserve it.— Autumn Leaves" is the title given to 
the “ Fashion Double Number" of Zhe Gentlewoman. Besides being 
replete with the fascinating fashions of the season, there is quite a 
galaxy of ladies’ portraits, most of them equally fascinating. Alsoa 
particularly pleasing family group of their Royal Highnesses the 
Vrincess of Wales, the l’rincess Victoria and the Duke of Yor 


Psst. 


Great Snakes. 

“IT was a time back, in my pioneering days,” he said, “ an’ I was 
down South prospectin’, One day I fell asleep in a pine-shaded 
gulch, and the crowd scooted away, fooling around after orchids and 
such like vanities, I’d made a square meal, and I slept right away ; 
an’ I guess I went right slick into the strangest dream I'd got on 
record up till then. I dreamed I was a Waterbury watchspring, and 
a syndicate was doing its level best to bust me or itself by winding 
meup. Inside that movement it was not only dark as Egypt while 
l’haraoh was tryin’ to bluff Moses, but it was about as warm as the 
place Moses told the Egypter he was bound for—and, sir, it was close. 
Well, | woke up and began to wonder how I'd managed to mix 
my drinks so as to bring that sort of dream on. I guess I soon 
found I wasn’t a watchspring—but there wasn’t much dream about 
my being wound up, for I reckon I was coiled as neat as cable in tank 
ready for laying, and it was darker and closer than I'd been dreaming— 
lots. I tried to shift my arms, but they were wound up with the rest 
of my anatomy, and it was only after a wrench that I managed to get 
one hand round to my back pocket and to unsheath my bowie. 
However, I reckon I got that done at last, and I set about carving for 
liberty and light, First I got one arm through, then my head, but I 
soon drew that back, for, durn my skin, if I wasn’t inside the biggest 
boa that I ever set eyes or binoculars on, and he was getting riled at 
my not digesting and going to swallow my head again by way of 
reproving curiosity. So I guess I waited till I'd bisected him, 80 38 
not to be in a cul de sac in case he made another meal before | 
crawled out, and by that time he'd chucked in his checks.” 

Then the oldest inhabitant arose and, fixing up drinks, said, 
“ Stranger, welcome, you've done our town proud; guess you're the 
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A Note of Jubilation. 


[A deadly and sure medium for the 
migration of bacteria is the banknote of 
mig Two Spanish bac- 


;mall denomination. 
teriologists have found 19,000 microbes 
vegetating on a single note.—.Vewspaper. } 
Ye sorrowing slaves whom tyrant 
knaves 
Have driven to deep despair, | 
Who've suffered long such grievous | 
wrong 
As men may barely bear, 
It boots that now your every brow 
Should of its wont«d gloom 
Be quickly cleared, ea:h heart be 
cheered, 
For from your dismal doom 
Ye’ll all be freed with right good 
speed 
In days not far remote, 
When through the land from hand 
to hand 
Shall pass the one-pound note! | 


With new-learnt skill ye ply the 
quill, | 
And tell the public press | 
(‘Mid moan and wail) your piteous | 
tale 
Of serfdom and distress. 
With new-found might ye now 
unite 
In one redoubted band, 
And ‘gainst each wile of masters 
vile 
Wage warfare hand in hand, 
But, lo! a boon unlooked-for soon 
Will your desires promote : 
No sweater’s den shall hold you, 
when 
We get the one-pound note! 
In those good days the cruel craze 
Of slavery ne’er will urge 
You on to sup from poisoned cup, 
Or leap from chasm’s verge. 
In those good days ye’ll ne'er 


The self-destroyer’s knife : 
Without such sin ye’)l surely win 
_ Release from worldly strife. 
Your vital spark will soon grow 


When countless fever germs 
Are scattered round with every 


. Paid out by affluent firms. | 
So mourn ye not your wretched lot, 
) 
But strenuously promote 
That death-fraught time when 
_ through our clime 
We'll spread the one-pound 
note | 
“ToMMy, don’ ‘ti 
/MMY, don't be impertinent, 
You are getting too big for your 
boota,”’ 
“Yes, dada, and my toes are 
Comin through ’em!” 





| In {Hlemoriam, 
| ALFRED LORD TENNYSON 


Born 6th August, 1809. Died 6th Uctober, 159 


His brand Excalibur—which, trenchant, wrought 
deck More doughty deeds than Arthur's sword of eld, 
pin Since with the brute-in-man it bravely fought, 
And base born passions on their march repelle !— 
Is laid aside: and lo! with oar and sail, 
pound Across the Infinite a dusky barge 
Moves from the brink, and seeks the island-vale 
Of sweet Avilion with its precious charge, | ll ese 


And he, our idolized, has journeyed hence— 
l] Proud Schoolboy.— Father, Mr. 


And yet remains: for, while the ages roll, | 
Shall mortals feel, inspiring and intense, 

In theirs the workings of his lofty soul. | 
And, since the power he wields for good is more 

Than ancient Arthur's, who will dare deny 
That he, like his ideal Knight of yore, | 

Has passed, and died not—passed, and shal! not die 





stration. 


| The Great Coster Demon- 
| (SEE CARTOON.) 


ONE d’y to our barrers comes a toff 
(A L.C.C, Cove, with a haughty 
scoff), 
And ses, “Yere! You jest tak» 
them barrers hoff!" 
In a most ungen'l'manly w'y. 
But ses we, “ We never does too 
well 
Down yere, though oft we earns of 
grub a spell ; 
So, to chuck us is a bloomin’ sell— 
Therefore we refews to do a 
guy!” 
REFRAIN, 
‘No fear!” all us costers cried, 
“ This yere is a ‘sweet’ Bill— 
This ‘Clearing - of - the - street 
Bill.’” 
But fust, we did just feel afr'id— 
They knocked us in the Farrin‘don 


Road ! 

But soon, we deties that Bumble 
chap, 

Like old A. Jacks did the thunder 
clap, 

Then we goes and walks for many 
a lap, 


A-'olding pubberlick meeting 3 in 
a group | 
And lor! we gave it to the Costers’ 
Foe, 
And our ellow-quench we let it 
flow ? 
Like that Patterer named Scissoro! 
The cove wot took stoo'd peb- 
bles for his croop, 
REFRAIN, 
“ Year, year!’ all us Costers cried, 
“That speech was ‘ard to beat, 
Bill— Bilt” 


: “ And if the song were full of care, , a ae a 
upraise He breathed the spirit of the song, You spoke it quite a treat, 
Ani if the words were sweet anid strong, 
He set his royal signet there.” 


And then we Demminstritin’ tried, 
To knock ‘em in their old “ Cant” 
htoad, 


Odds and Ends, 


WHEN Smiffking nearly broke 
| his neck over a pail on the stairs, 
| he made certain he had kicked the 
| bucket, and he really did turn pail 


Caynem says I’m the best boy in 
the school.” 

Fond Parent.—“Then, I pity 
him from the bottom of my heart.” 


WHEN matters come to a dead 
lock, it behoves us to be on the key 
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OCTOBHR. 

WHAT a comfort to us it must be that it’s October. The hunter's 
moon and all the rest of it; and the October beer, and the Octover 
spiders that find it too cold outside and make a point of always coming 
into the house, As if one month could make any difference over any 
other month, And it may be pleasant to hear the sound of the guns 
Over the stubble; but I don’t happen to go shooting. All the sport 
I ever had that way was shooting sparrows with a horse pistol. That 
Was quite good enough for me when I was a boy. And I've never done 
anything in the powder and shot way since then. 
Yet there’s that Jones, for instance, who would shiver in his shoes 
if a lev'ret came under a hedge, talks as if he was going on a regular 
“ger hunting expedition. It is always the way with lunatica of the 
Sporting turn—or what they think’s the sporting turn. 

October! yes; and there are all sorts of pretty little bits of verse 


——.. 





coming out about the St. Martin's Summer and the aftermath and 
all the rest of the nonsense, I'm not likely to get poetic over the 
subject, I can tell you. The only advantage that I can see in October 
is that you've got to order a lot of coals in because you know that 
winter is coming. A pleasant thing that for a man who's got a sort 
of chronic asthma. 
Then there are your artist fellows who've always got something to 
tober lights, the mellowing sunlight, and all the reat 
As if I cared to see a lot of ugly sunflowers going to 
As if there’s any particular pleasure can 


say about the Or 
of the foolery. 

seed in cottagers’ gardens. ! 
be found in looking at a lot of dragyle-tailed roses and fuchsias worn 
out with over blooming! And the kitchen yardens always emel! 
horribly this time of the year of rank cabbages and kale, There's 
nothing so particularly lively in this precious month as far as I can 
see, Bah! DIOGENES TUBBS., 
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LATTER-DAY FABLES—WITH MATTER-OF-FACT MORALS. 
THE Surge AND His OPINION. 





a 








Was once in confidence asked his opinion of the 
histrionic ability of the great Mr. Barnstormer, the 
celebrated exponent of the “legitimate.” “ Sir,” 
replied the super, “I decry no man, Live an’ let 
live is my motter, an’ the cove you refer to might 
just as well be engaged in murderin’ ‘’Amlet’ at two 


Who, by reason of his fine dramatic tact in carrying 
a banner, or removing chairs between the scenes, 





* But if you're a lover an’ a judge of true 
actin’; if Garrick an’ Kean an’ Macready is 
something more to you than mere names; an’ if 
the classic reputation of the English stage is a 
thing dear to yer jealous soul 





“ Just step in our show ter night, 
about the middle o’ the third act, 
an’ see yer umble servant hand the 
bandit chief a letter, announcin’ the 
! arrival of his mother-in-law!” 





andred quid a week, as cleanin’ winders, openin’ cab doors, or turnin’ a mangle for the same number of coppers. 


MoRAL.—.Vo actor was ever yet acquainted with his own equal. 








William on the Lost Summer. 

WILLIAM is getting sentimental on the strength of the summer 
that has flown. He sits pensively in the back yard chewing nastur- 
tium seeds, while the cat on the dustbin lid watches him carefully. 
“Tt is sad to think that winter will be coming soon,” says William. 
“TI feel the chill wind about already—it is asad time.” Then Mrs. 
Williams puts her head out of the kitchen window, and cries out, 
“ William, you're not exactly a tame earwig that it does you any good 
to be standing out in the damp. You might just as well come indoors 
and sit under the sink, there would be less chance of catching cold 
from draughts.” William says that Mrs. William has no sympathy 
with him when he isina a reverie. She says, though, that 
sometimes she'd like to see him in a straight jacket, 


Our Good Clerk. 

Our good clerk has come back from his holidays, and once again 
the office coat is donned, and he goes out periodically to see what 
o'clock it is round the corner, and smells not of the clock but of 
Scotch whisky on his return. He says, “ All work and no play makes 
Jack a dull boy.” He'd be dull enough if he played at marbles every 
other half-hour. It’s quite pleasant, though, to see him getting out 
his pens and ink and blotting-pad, as if he were going to work himself 
to death, and generally make the fortune of the place. But when 
someone comes in and incidentally mentions that he’s had nothing 
all the morning, then our clerk shakes his head, languidly, and takes 
off his office coat, and once more goes to see what o’clock it is, There's 
nothing like starting work well after a holiday, 
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Gold Medal Awarded. Health Exhibition, London. 
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Linn Pi A S franger ay, the Land — 


Lady Fanny — We mul purey, or we chip be aa for a Meel— “ a-va-Va boom de ay x 
: ic en Y a ,mine Clear “a , 
Ungremnse? CON la Yetta / Aaf breakfasled already ad Church Congress Mee os 


(4) Because a person has a skull so thin, 
That is no reason you should bash it in, 


(5) The dread flood season has again begun ; 
Let’s hope ‘twill stop ere much worse havoc's done, 


(6) By this report are cookery circles stirred, 
“ For now chrysanthe—' mum’s the word,’” 


(1) Oar foreign friend is muddled by the “ Meet” ; 
He reckons it is something good to eat, 
(2) A Boothite Captainess of the 8.A. 
8.A.’s to stop when Bung said “ Go away! - 
(3) O, rabbit it! don’t go near Bushy Park 
While blundering bunny-shootists have a lark. 
(7) To sing “Ta-ra-ra” to devout D.D,'s 
Is but-ter mockery, and not the cheese, 
VOL, LVI, NO, 1432. 
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SLASHES AND FUFFS. 


—THERE is a healthy proverb 

that your Jack-of-all-Trades is 

6 the master of none—there is also 

an img.) some suggestion knocking about 


“the wisdom of the ancients” 
that the cobbler should stick to 
his last (using his own particular 
wax sor the purpose, I suppose). 
These not absolutely perti- 
nent thoughts have ob- 
traded themselves upon 
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THE ROYALTY.—SENT TO BATH. 












me, all because Mr, Cotsford Dick, | 
in not unnatural despair of finding 
a suitable person anywhere else, 
has chosen to write his own libretto 
to his own music for his own comic 
opera, Zhe Baroness, But Mr. HER NATURAL BENT. 
Dick (and I may be pardoned if a 
vision of the head of Charles I. rises before me as I pen the name) 
roves in his libretto that he is not a Jack-of-all-Trades—for, except 
or some expertness in the lyrics, it is quite ag bad as any of the 
librettists already in the field could have made it, with all their prac- 
tised skill—and in his music proves that, if not a master exactly, 
he is something more than a mere usher. Some of the orchestration 
is 80 good as to attract atten- 
tion, 





WITH two such sound come- 
dians as Mr. Lionel Brough 
and Mr, Fred Emney—to say 
nothing of an excellent third 
in the person of Mr. Chas, E, 
Stevens, an excellent tenor 
(albeit one afflicted with a 

wW\somewhat apparent self ap- 

¥/ proval) in Mr. C, Conyers, 
ff two such satisfactory singing 
fi. ladies as Miss Jessie Moore 
lf aa 


fe and Miss Olga Schu- 
jx 
4 | 
4 
Yy\% 











berth, a good con- 
tralto like Miss As- 
quith, and a sweet 
and full voiced so- 
rano like the new 

idder (or is it 
bidess?) for popular 
favour, Miss Agnes 
Giglio, who made an 
eminently satisfac- 
tory first appearance 
—the piece has every 
chance, Two“ young 
lions” are in the 
cast — Mr. Percy 
Brough and Mr. Geo. 
Grossmith, junr. ; the 
latter gives promise 
of becoming an able 


jf 





Tae Lynic.—I PLAY THE KING. par mg of the pe- 
MADAM, WE THANK YOU FOR THIS SKIRT-Esy,  Culiar dry family 
x humour. Mr, Ma- 


grath has a good voice and a pleasantly free style of acting. Miss 
Violet Dene dancei a sort of improved Nautch dance with a great 
deal of grace and cleverness, She is sweetly supple and willowy and 





charming, but it gives one quite a crick in the back and a pain in the 
chest to look at her in those not altogether pleasureable movements 
when she is folding herself up back- 
wards, it is very clever in its way, of 
course, but only fancy! what should 
we do if she were to snap in halves? 
Such a snappy young person as she is, 
too ! 


THE scenery is all that is necessary, 
but the dresses are crude in colouring 
and not altogether happy in design. 


THE Lygic.— Another scene —or 
rather, three scenes—of splendour is 
(or are) offered to an appreciative 
public by Mr. Horace Sedger. Incognita 
is no longer an unknown quantity (although 
it threatened to be so on the opening night). 
Mr. Sedger, who stage-managed his own 
production for once, has done all that may 
become a manager (who dares do more, is 
none) to deserve success, and there seems 
little doubt that he will obtain it. The piece 
is a fairly amusing concoction of nothing par- 
ticularly new, with good music and splendid 
mounting, and a lot of good acting and sing- 
ing to wash it down. Mr, Wallace Brownlow 
comes out in great force in singing, acting 
and appearance, making a gallant and manly 
hero, Miss Sedohr Rhodes—the young lady 
who has been so Sedohr-ously—or perhaps, [ 
should say Sedger-ously—puffed beforehand, 
proved, as was almost inevitable, a disappoint- 
ment, On her own merits, she is quite worthy 
of welcome, she sings in good style and with 
sweetness (though she was not invariably in / 
tune), is nice to look at, and has an air of re- ie 
aye about her which is quite a refresh- aan , nna 
ment. But when a person is presented to us 
as a possessor of all the graces, and we find she 
only has one or two of them, revulsion of feel- 
ing is apt to make us treat her as though she 
had none, 





THIS may explain why the lady was hissed 
on giving an encore—or at anyrate, partially ; 
though I expect the hissing was mainly attribut- 
able to the circumstance that, although the 
audience had been requested, by printed slip, 
NOT TO INSIST on encores, they began to 
come rather thickly, when a little firmness in 
the proper quarters might easily have prevented 
them. It was rather unfair to make Miss 
Rhodes the victim, especially as the particular 
song was one of the best things she did ; be- 
—_ taetin an Whi sides, the objectors had not examined their 

THIS? WHy, we ground properly: it was the audience which 

THOUGHT JENOURE! Was requested not to insist—there was no sug- 

gestion that a performer or the conductor might 
not insist, if he or she chose! 








Mr. MONKHOUSE and Mr. Kaye are very funny 
as a couple of pantomime kings, Miss Victor (with 
a reminiscence of Miss Decima) is funny in her 
well known style, and Miss Susie Vaughan is funny 
in her well known style, which is as firm and sym- 
metrical as art can make it. Mr. John Child pipes 
sweetly, and, for a tenor, acts rather well! and Miss 
Aida Jenoure is “the life and soul of the party” 
whenever she is on view. Miss St, Cyr is the prin- 
cipal dancer, and four other ladies whirl their skirts 
in the approved modern fashion with great dexterity. 
The scenery is good and very elaborate—there is 
eighteen minutes—time for a devilled kidney and a 
glass of bitter—between Acts II, and III, 





Nop AND WINK.—Pink Dominos has been once THE Lynic.—* It 
more revived at the Criterion, but only forashort 7°) 75 oy U 
time, as it is expected that these young ladies will  shink). , 
be ousted by An Old Lady in about ten days’ time. 

Mrs. John Wood will appear in the cast—will be the old lady, in 
fact. NESTOR, 
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Fair Rider (talking of her mount).—“ HE’s TOO IMPETUOUS FOR ME! 
Gallant ITibernian,—"“ SMALL BLAME TO ’M! 


Mi 


Po + 





MORE THAN A MATCH FOR HER. 


HE's RuN AWAY WITH ME THREE TIMES!” 
THERE'S MANNY WOULD BE GLAD OF THE CHANCE TO DO 'T WANCE!” 








WHAT strange affairs celebrations are! In Germany and Austria 
they have been celebrating the doing to death of a troop of unoffend- 
ing horses, and at Cadiz and New York the discovery of America. 
The world seems rather given to not only making, but glorying in its 


mistakes, * * 
Lady Jeune ‘remarks that “it is 
obvious how little control the sove- 
reign—so long as she abstains from 
taking her recognized place in 
society—can have over the hetero- 
geneous mass of which it is now 
composed.” To my mind the 
Queen displays her characteristic 
good sense in ignoring that jumble 
of snobs and adventurers which 
styles itself society. So long as Her 
Majesty keeps in touch with her 
people, the more distant she remains 
from that tawdry, vulgar, des- 
picable, mutual-advertising mob 
the better. . . 
Next in mournfulness to the 
death of Tennyson is the amount of 
blither it has evolved. The Dai/y 
News says, ‘The mould is broken. 
There is no one to carry on the 
Tennysonian tradition. During 
Tennyson’s lifetime Eclipse wa 
first, and all the rest nowhere. A 
horde of minor poets remains bc- 
hind.” Is it necessary, in order to 
do honour to a great man, to write 
down all other men as small ? 
* * * * 
One gentleman high falutes 
thusly: “Never was English ear 


STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


that was not gladdened by his voice, never English heart that was not 
touched by his song, never English home in which his presence was 
not welcomed.” How about the English ears, hearts and homes that 
existed before Tennyson was born? And we are told that “ beneath 
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G.0.M. (loq.). —“ Now, the Question is, will this hat do to play the Irish part 
in again, or must I have a new one?” 






his magic spell the violet of the old 
English legend blows under all the 
alien skies to which English chil- 
dren have wandered,” This sort 
of thing makes a man want to 
wander to some “alien sky” (if 
skies are affected by the jurisdic- 
tion). So, Mr. Maxim, hurry up 
with that flying machine |! 

. 7 . ” 

The row in Dame Africa’s farm- 
yard—Goosey, goose, Uganda ! 

* o 7 7. 

Mr. Perks, M.I’., has been lectur- 
ing on Methodism, So that the 
Established Church doesn’t mono- 
polize the “ perks,” 

= - 4 * 

The American Consul at Quebec 
has been charging the French 
Janucks with an undue partiality 
for what Lord Palmerston called 
“matter out of place.” It looks 
as though there were an American 
Consul out of place, 


* * * * 
Earl Compton succeeds Lord 
Hobhouse as Progressive Alderman 
in the L.C.C, It is therefore to be 
anticipated that the hoped for pro- 
gress won't Com(p)to nothing. 
THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER, 
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BUFFALO BILL AND BOUNCING JOE 
ECLIPSING THE GAIETY OF NATIONS. 


= The gallant Colonel leaves us,‘ never, never, never to return!’"—Vide Posters, 
Mr, Chamberlain is going abroad shortly, and will not make any further political speeches this year! /"—~Vide “ Pall Mall,” 


[See Cartoon Verses, p. 167. 
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NEVER A DROP TO DRINK, 
“1 must trouble you to filter this water! I don’t want to make an 


ayuarium of my stomach!” 








FUN-DH-SIBOLB FAROBS. 


Tue THEATRE RoyvyaL CULCHAW, 


A high (and mighty) playhouse for the Loftily Intellectual, 
adapted from the New Movement, and expressly for this journal. 
Pirates beware, and no money exchanged after leaving the counter, 


SCENE I1.—The auditoriwm of the T7.R, Culchaw, Some few long- 
haired audience, who have, for a wonder, arrived early, are dis- 
covered chattcring—in their usual manner. 


First CHATTERER, Yaas! It is indeed a gladsome thing to faind 
that we have at last a real theatah for oursel ves—the culchawed. 

SECOND C, Yaas, It was taime that those bally dramahs of ordi- 
nary human intarest, which still, alas! seem to please the meah 
British public, should be wiped off the face of this effete old earth. 

THIKD C, Yaas. But this play, which is to be presented to-naight 
——what! ! !|—seems to treat of sordid London Jaife. 

OMNES. Well, for may part. . . . Confoundedsheame. . . 
What'll Archaw seay? .. . Why! 

[ The curtain now rises on the new drama, entitled, “ The Strong 
and the Weak: A Play of London, Provincial, Continental 
and Colonial Life.” * * 

AcT I, deals with the lot of the London Slave, His and her suffer- 
ings for 17} hours daily behind the counter, and in the warehouse, 
and the subterranean dungeons of certain great drapery and other 
firms—together with the terrible fines inflicted for the slightest in- 
fraction of the Righteous Rules and Regulations, 

oT II, depicts the committal to transportation by a certain Irish 
Judge of a man who winked the other eye and drank off a noggin of 
whisky, saying (the drinker, not the noggin), “‘ Here’s to Home Rule.” 


In Act III. (entitled, “‘ Man’s Inhumanity to Beasts’’), the chief 
situations embody the riding to death of noble horses by ignoble 
foreigners, and the hunting to death of tame deer by wild——- Well, 
alas! not foreigners. The comic business running through this play 
deals with the prohibition of pipes at the Polytechnics, and the whole 
is from time to time interspersed with several lame lays, sung by a 
large chorus of would-be Laureates. 

THE CULCHAWED CHATTERERS (teeping on cach other's shirt- 
Sronts), Wh-a-a-a-a-t r-r-r-ot. We bave got hold of the wrong play ! 
This is not fit for a culchawed theatah ! 

SEVERAL NEW CRITICS (after finding out each other's opinions). 
This play is absolutely beneath notice. A pretty Culture Theatre this 
is—to have the confounded cheek to present a play which actually 
deals with Life as she is lived. Let us go and buy some beans to give 
toit! (They exeunt to do so.) 











SCENE I].—TZhe same, TimE—Later, Long haired CULCHAWED 

AUDIENCE discovered, 

First C, Yaas! we seem to have got the raight sort of pleay 
coming at last, if all I heah of this new thing be true. 

Szeconp C, Yaas! On dit—that it is quite gladsomely gruesome 

THIRD C, They do seay that the last act is deliciously misereable!! ! 

FourtsH C, Yaas! Happily—not a bally comedy line in the whole 
show! (The curtain rises amid a reverend hush. The new play is 
entitled, “The Dominion of Dulness; or, The Ghosts of the Doll’s 
House and Hedda of the Raquin Headache.” HZ. L. Ibstoi—ez- 
pressly translated by Kokanknutte de Dormattos, revised by G. Lesse). 

We absolutely refuse to disgust our readers (this being a family 
paper) by giving the details of the aforesaid culchawed play. It is 
enough to say that it is, as usual, a nightmare of noxiousness, (At 
the end of it CHATTERERS chortle in their joy. The NEW CRITICS 
beam with bliss, and the common sense part of the public express 
themselves in the usual manner.) 

A DISTINGUISHED VISITOR (hastening to get out). No wonder the 
real public hissed so violently—and this is the kind of play—save the 
mark—with which faddists and craze-mongers would strive to oust 
the good old British Drama, 

[ The DISTINGUISHED VISITOR is about to step into his carriag: 
when a VAST MULTITUDE, headed by A SOVEREIGN who shall 
be nameless, seize him, 

A SOVEREIGN WHO, ETC., ETC, Pardon me—Mr, FUN, I believe? 

Dist. Vis, The same, Gracious Lady, and your poor servant ever. 

A SOVEREIGN WHO, ETC., ETC. Well, first of all (tapping him with 
her wmbrelia), rise, 81R FUN! Nation and Self are of opinion that 
you, who have so long and so worthily laboured for your country’s 
weal, should come and be—— 

OMNES, Our Laureate ! 

Sin Fon. Well, really, I’m afraid I’m not fit—— 

OMNES, O yes, you are! Much more fitted for the post than any 
we know! 

Siz Fun. Well, if your M—j—sty will kindly excuse me Z would 
suggest you share the post among all the others, Perhaps, added 
together, they may form one Laureate, 

[ Exit with blushes and brougham, Disappointment and 


CURTAIN. 
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HE FOUND AN EXCUSE. 

Doctor (with some warmth).—“ But, my dear sir, you are killing 
yourself! I distinctly told you to avoid brandy as you would a 
pestilence |" 

Groggles.—‘ Ah! but you see, doctor, I cannot avoid a pestilence— 
otherwise I should have thrown my mother-in-law out of the house 
months ago!” 
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‘> SHE wasa fair, sweet, 
sensitive girl, I wooed 
and won her heart, 
The Sunday following, 
as we were sitting to- 
gether in the little ba-k 
parlour, holding hands, 
_ IT experienced a shock. 
((@x\\ Slowly but surely a 
' shadowy something in- 
sinuated itself between 
Tas and wedged me from 
HER side. At the same 
. instant thesofa cushion 
# rose up on end ard 
rapped me_ smartly 
over the head, while a 
tambourine hanging on 
the wall behind me 
rattled derisively. 


“What is this dark 
mystery?” I cried to 
Her, “Explain what 
has come between us, or 
I shall go mad.”’ 

“Tam a spiritualist,” 
SHE said, between her 
sobs. “A year ago I 
made the acquaintance 
of a handsome young 
spook at adark séance. 
He was impulsive and | 
ardent—I, young and in-}/ 
experienced. Must I 
confessit? I encouraged }})/ 
his addresses, and 
now——” MW} 

“ Now he is my rival!” \am 
Icried. “Tell me his 
accursed name and address,” 

“ His name is Peter,” SHE sighed, “and his address is everywhere, 
He pervades Space gener- 
ally.” 

Her emotion became so 
violent at this juncture 
that I sought to administer 
consolation to HER, but 
Peter again interposed, 

= A regular system of per- 
secution now began, When 

I took HER to Kew on the 
penny steamer, it was Peter 

...who unhitched the gang- 

way as I was about to 

follow HER on shore. 

= _ He it was who inspired 
ae an aquatic monster, in 

<3" wading boots and a blue 

jersey, to rescue me with a 

hooked instrument, He 











it was who, while I was drying, gleefully =" 
partook with HER of the shrimps and == 
cresses I had ordered for 









tea, and subsequently 
contrived to shirk any 


responsibility connected AASRy 
With the bill, er’? 
“Three ninepenny . 


teas,two an’ three,” said © 
the proprietor of the <3 
Gardens, “ S’rimps, ex- == 
tra. Four bob.” g 
“My dear sir,” said ~~ 
Peter, “I am but a 3 
spirit,” he smiled and 
faded as he spoke, “and 


spirits never carry small Fi YF” yf 
change about them.” 2 Zh q 
“Well, I’m blowed!” ‘¥. oF Za * SS 


exclaimed the Proprietor . 
fthe Tea G ~ Pp > oo 2] Then he turned to 
‘the lea Gardens, as Peter vanished absolutely. en he tur 








me and demanded a settlement. Not being able to vanish, like Peter, 
I was obliged to accede to his demands, 

“ T am so sorry, dear,” 
said SHE, “but per- 
haps Peter will leave us 
alone now, for a little.” 

“And we'll go home 
by tram,” said I, “No 
more steamers for me.” 

On our way to the 


terminus we dropped 
in at the “ Chequers” 
for a little something CU” yj, 


warm, I called for a ; 
quartern, but Peter ap A 
peared directly, and it |} | 
had to be three outs. _ 
“ Queer lookin’ party. | 
your friend!” whis. \\. 
pered the Landlord, \ 
Then, when I confided ( 
to him the facts of the "\\\.”~—a 
casey “A genuine ~~ 
spirit,” said hee “We === _— 
don’t often see that kind o’ thing in our trade, Let's ‘ave another 
look at ‘im.” And he stood inferior drinks until Peter became 
uproarious, and finally insensible, 
“ Now, Hi’ll tell yer wot us’ll do,” whispered the Landlord, “'Kre's 
an empty hogshead, branded ‘ Real Spirit.’ Let’s heave him in an’ 
head him up, an’ then 
you'll be free of an 
annoyance, an’ Hi'll 
be able to take my 
dyin’ oath as we keeps 
real spirit on the pre- 
mises,” Upon which 
I thanked him, and so 
did SHE, and we had 
Peter stowed away in 
no time, 
“Hurrah!” we 
i) shouted, and rushed 
<¥ \. to catch the tram. 













Ve It was delightful to 
be able to sit together 
on the garden seat, 
. with our arms round 
ike other's waists, 


















mi} and think of Peter's 

| impotent rage, and 
i}more delightful still 

when we got married 

directly afterwards, though it was an awful shock when Peter, with 
a wedding favour in his buttonhole, appeared at church to give away 
the bride. 

“ What !—you here?” I gasped. 

“Yes, sonny,” said he, airily. ‘ You see, they turned me out when 
they found out I wasn’t a real spirit. We none of us are, you know 
—only hysterics and fi i } 
humbug, and dreams {|||} ) 
and optical delusions. 
Ta-ta! Sha’n’t trou- 
ble your wife any 
more now. Going to 
Stead. He’s promised 
to take mein,” And jf 
he hailed a hansom. jj 
“ Drive me,” he said, | 
“to the office of the 7% 
‘ Review of Reviews,’” 
and we have never 
seen him since. But 
we have heard of him. 
In the latest issue of 
the new blood-curd- 
ling series of articles, 
entitled, ‘ Speaks with 
Spooks,’ Peter figured. 
There is a wild report ll - . 
about of his having - ‘3 


attached himself to 
the establishment of Miss Florence Marryat, and having left her 


service to enter that of Mrs. Besant, and nth Poss dismissed by 
both ladies, at short warning. So Stead must have found him un- 


steady and given him the chuck, 
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A SANITARY NOVEL. 


Wh the name of Hygeia, don’t some of our novelists turn their attention to 
canitelion ? Instead of srabbing amid the barren and long since exhausted acreages 
of familiar fiction, with the result of making their “ damnable iteration Ma more 
damnable, and their palpable mediocrity more pronounced, yd don't t . mere 
with the times? This is an Age of Sanitation. Where, then, is the Sapitary } pent 

MR. FUN, with his proverbial and world renowned generosity, throws open the gat 
of a new field for the benefit of these dull witted, beaten track plodders ; apd in 
earnest thereof, begs leave to furnish them with the following idea, gratis :-— 





Cee 
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GERM-SHADOWED; 
Or, the Kiss that Kills, 





Vou. 1L.—THE DRAINING OF THE CUP, 
a 


al THE course of true love had, for 
once, belied its proverbial character, and run as smoothly as a 
parliamentary candidate's address to his constituents. 

The beauteous Chlorinda Delyme, having long since bestowed her 
virgin heart upon the manly and fortunate Sandy Soyle, was about to 
invest her hand in the same speculation ; and the morrow’s sun would 
witness the union of their respective individualities. 

From the earliest moment of introduction their spirits had amalga- 
mated. Her infancy and girlhood having been wholly devoted to the 
absorbing study of sanitary science, her riper womanhood had some- 
times quailed at the blank prospect of obtaining a congenial husband, 
which lay before her. But Sandy Soyle had appeared, and the 
blankness evaporated. Knee-deep himself in the same enthralling 
science, the laws of amatory gravitation compelled their ultimate 
cohesion ; and when, upon her twenty-second birthday, he tenderly 
pressed into her hand a full-sized bottle of Condy's Fluid, she felt that 
her soul had indeed found its affinity! 

And the months of rapture which followed! With what maddening 
delight had they jointly analyzed the component elements of sewer 
gas; or, fascinated, hung together above some noxious drain! Fleet- 
ing periods of bliss, maybe; yet in a few short hours these periods 
would become perpetual, or, at least, endure until death did them 
part, 





II, 

THE hansom pulled up at 103 Hygienic Grove, Bayswater, and 
Sandy tenderly assisted Chlorinda to alight. 

“I think you will be satisfied, darling,” he whispered, complacently. 
“Everything has been fitted up and arranged in accordance with the 
latest sanitary fashion, including some slight improvements and 
inventions of my own,” 

She pressed his hand silently, pocketed her respirator, and together 
they cntered the nest which on the morrow would receive them as 
man and wife, 

Everything was indeed perfection, and Chlorinda’s eyes betokened 
her delight ; but like a skilful tactician he bad reserved the bonne 
bouche until the last. Taking a glass in his hand, he opened a window 
upon the seventh floor, ard, leading her forth upon the sloping roof, 
pointed with dignity to the cistern. 

“This,” he cried, proudly, “is a chef d'aurre! 
tern like it It is air-tight, a 


There is not a 


i—so long as the 


n the three kingdoms 








lid, which fastens with a patent spring, remains closed—germ proof. 
At the junction of the main with the local pipe, the introduction of a 
charcoal cap causes the water to enter in a perfectly defecated state ; 
and to make assurance doubly sure, there is at the bottom, masking 
the household pipe, a little — of my own which renders the 
1 filtration simply unique!” 

"Chlorinda's a eta wit emotion. “ Darling,” she exclaimed, 
brokenly, “ you are so thoughtful—so thorough !” 

“ One moment, love,” he continued, holding up the glass, “and you 
shall, in a bumper of this immaculate water, pledge our happiness to 


ome!” 
’ He pressed the spring, and the lid of the cistern flew open, 


III, 

THE good ship Stwmer was at length safely moored off Blackwall, 
and the process of disembarkation had begun. One of the crowd of 
pauper aliens who leaped ashore—a venerable Assyrian Turk—doffed 
for a moment his rotting sheepskin, in order to more fully inhale the 
atmosphere of freedom and unrestrained competition. As he did so, 
half a dozen microbes sprang from his bosom and soared joyously aloft 
upon the summer breeze. 

While the setting sun yet bathed with supernal splendour the 
western heavens, a solitary microbe floated serenely above the Bays- 
water Road. Suddenly, upon a roof beneath, it espied two figures 
standing at an open cistern. 

The next moment the microbe was disporting amid the filtrated 
element, 

IV. 

“ DeLic1ous!” murmured Chlorinda, as she drained the glass, 
Then, with lips still dewy from the sparkling draught, the advanced 
her mouth towards his, Sandy touched the spring and the cistern lid 
closed with a crash; then, meeting her half way, their lips joined in 
a long, lingering, passionate, healthy embrace, 

The microbe who, frolicking in the very bottom of the glass, had 
lingered for a moment at the rosy portals, found iteelf suddenly trans- 
ferred to another mouth. 

‘“ For ever, darling!” whispered Sandy, as the osculatory pressure 
relaxed, 

The microbe, by this time half-way down his larynx, smiled 
silently. It was a matter-of-fact microbe, and had no time for senti- 
mental fooling when there was business to be done. 


Vou. II.—THE REAPING OF THE WHIRLWIND. 


THE specialist had shaken his head, written a prescription, pock- 
eted his fee, and taken his departure. Chlorinda sat calmly by the 
bedside, wiping a small glass phial of antique appearance. 

Suddenly the patient sat bolt upright, ‘ What’s that abominable 
smell?” he groaned, fiercely. 

“A new disinfectant, darling, prepared by my own hands,” replied 
Chlorinda, gently. 

“Tt’s enough to kill a horse!” he muttered, hoarsely. 
you doing with that thing in your hands?” 

“Cleaning it, dear. It’s asweet little phial | thought would be just 
the thing to hold your ashes when you're cremated, The doctor says 
you may live another half-hour !” 

With a convulsive sigh he fell back and turned his, face wearily to 
the wall, 


‘What are 


Vou. III.—AFTrER LONG YEARS, 

‘DEPEND upon it, William,” said his wife, turning to Professor 
Cesspoole, “the reason our thirteen darlings are so free from disease 
is mainly owing to their inoculation with the liquefied ashes of that 
poor dear Mr. Soyle I was engaged to in my youth, I have no doubt 
his spirit hovers above us at this moment with an approving smile.” 

“In heaven’s name, Chlorinda,” cried her husband, testily, ‘‘ don't 
talk in that ridiculous manner! IJf I thought such a thing probable, 
I'd have the whole house thoroughly disinfected at once! Ring for 
the Scotch whisky!” 

THE END. 











NOTICE.—Ready on Thursday, October 20, 
PRICE, ONE SHILLING. 


HOOD'S COMIC ANNUAL for 1893. 


Enlarged to 144 Pages. 


Containing Humorous Contributions in Prose and Verse by 
Mrssns. G. R. Sims, G. MANVILLE FENN, A. DEWAR WILLOCK, CHARLES G. 
LELAND (Hans Breitmann), C. 8. CHELTNAM, J. JAMES HEWSON, GEORGE 
DALZIEL, A. F. WILSON BARRETT, F. H. GRIBBLE, E. J. GOODMAN, H. M. 
PAULL, J. W. Hovuguron, H. CHANCE NEWTON, FRANK CLEMENT, H. T. JOBN- 
son, C. J. DUNPHIE, W. EDMONDson, J. E. MUDpocK, S. J. ADAIR FITZ-GERALD, 
LEOPOLD GODFREY PASK, PERCY 





TURNER, JOHN NORTHCOTT, KyD, A. T. 
REEVE, KATE Bunron, LAUNCE LEE, PAUL MERITT, CLO. GRAVES, RICHARD 
HENRY, CHARLES COLLETTE, BYRON WEBBER, A. CHASEMORE, F, B. DOVETON 
and many others. 


PULLY ILLUSTRATED BY THE LEADING ARTISTS OF THE DAY, 



































OcTOBER 19, 1892. 





















= . fi 


Artist —“REALLY, Miss MUGGINS, THIS IS TOO BAD! 
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FLIPPANT. 












































YOU PROMISED TO BE HERE AT ELEVEN, AND HERE'S ONE O'CLOCK!” 


Model.—“‘ ONE O'cLOCK! WELL, I ALWAYS CAN SET MORE COMFORTABLE AFTER A BITE O SOMETHINK AN’ A GLASS O' SHERRY!” 














“Lived Happily Ever After.” 
DOUBTLESS in this land of ours 
Lots of actors live, whose powers, 
Learned in lovely Thespian bowers, 
_ Weextol: yet haply 
None can personate the bold 
Hero, virtuous, noble-souled, 
Half so aptly as our old 
Favourite, Joseph Tapley ! 
What though wrongs he’s doomed to bear 
Make the moans of ladies fair 
(Filled with horror, ire, despair,) 
_ Float from floor to rafter? 
Ere the curtain drops, we wist 
That his woes will be dismissed, 
Since he’s certain to exist 
(T)APLEY ever after | 


A Charade. 
WHENE’ER that comic dog, my THIRD, 
With antics queer and tones absurd 

Doth SECOND on the boards, 
Then you may bet a crown—and win— 
That he will FIRST the house he’s in 
With much-admiring hordes, 
And, as my WHOLE, in days of yore, 
By some mysterious power it bore, 

_ Could on their march arrest 
Dire dangers and diseases, so 
Can THIRD dispel the grief and woe 

That FIRST a troubled breast. 
Answer,—1, Fill, 2. Act. 3, Terry.— 
Phylactery. 








Bae” To CORRESPONDENTS. 


William at the Play. 


WILLIAM, now he has taken on work after 
his holidays, relieves himself by going to the 
play. Mra. William doesn’t quite enjoy it so 
much as she might do when she goes with him. 
It’s quite cheerful to see William tread on the 
women’s skirts near him, And he has such a 
pretty way of sneezing when the heroine is 
swooning to soft music, Between the acts 
William goes out to see a friend, and when he 
comes back stumbles over the people’s toes in 
the stalls. This is good of William, and you 
can hear the old gentlemen using bad lan- 
guage under their breath. The best way to 
cure this is to give him one just over the 
liver with the crutch handle of your stick. 
It makes him feel faint, but then he does sit 
quiet for a minute or two afterwards, 





THE Star recently contained an advertise- 
ment, “ Wanted—A good stoneware thrower, 
accustomed to large ware.” Little Trembles, 
who has married a termagant, thinks that 
Mrs. T. would suit—her aim with a milk jug 
is unerring. 
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panied by a skamped and directe I envelope. 


Buffalo Bill and Bouncing Joe, 
(SEE CARTOON,) 


In case you should not know, 
My well instructed quill 
Now scribbles to tell 'tis a season of woe 
When you ought to look dumpish and 
ill. 
The news is sad, and oh! 
It might go nigh to kill; 
But nerve yourselves stoutly for meeting the 
blow,— 
You are losing your Buffalo Bill! 


Alas! that great hero 
Of many sided skill 
Is leaving the country: yes, he and his 
show, 
And never more cheer us they will, 


While Chamberlain, our Joe,— 
Ah, what a bitter pill !— 
Has, in spite of our feelings, determined 
to go 
Out of England, like Buffalo Bill, 


Our tears may overflow, 
Oar cup of grief may fill, 
Yet upon us this year he no more will 
bestow 
Written wisdom or speeches that thrill, 


To part’s a painful throe ; 
The shock is crushing ;—=still 
We must try to survive without eloquent Joe 
And the wonderful Buffalo Bill! 
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Having in the exercire of his calling paid 


A poor, though industrious burglar who, apart from his a nocturnal visit to the residence of acertain 


LATTER-DAY FABLES—WITH MATTER-OF-FACT MORALS. 
THE IMPOVERISHED EARL AND THE SYMPATHETIC CRACKSMAN. 
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Burning with indignation, he made 
his way upstairs, and entering the 












a righteous sense of his domestic duties, 


* 








‘ Wot's the use o’ this ‘ere stuff to me?” he 
cried, with honest scorn “ if this is a specimen 


of your bloomin’ noblesse cn the sooner 
( 





the ‘Ouse o’ Lords is abolished the better!” 
“Sir,” replied the Karl, producing his pocket- 
handkerchief from beneath the pillow and 
using it freely, “you have great reason for 
your reproaches ; yet did you know the position 
I am in, you would assuredly forgive me, 
since I have tasted a cigar "4 





professional pursuits, was possessed of a warm heart and 


cheapest and commonest kind, 





CA 
Be 


“Cully,” interposed the burglar, deeply 
moved, ‘say no more! I never yet turned 
my back on a pal in distress; and this is 
evidently a case of mutual misunderstandin’, 
Whet yer whistle with this drain o’ ‘ white 
satin,’ an’ take a pull at this ’ere pipeful of 


‘ 


shag ; an’ bung this sevenpence, which is all the clods I’ve got about me, inter yer fob! 


An execution in the house, gas and water cut off, my last half-crown on Orme for the Leger, six weeks 
{ MORAL.—The poor are the real helpers of the poor, 


Earl, was filled with extreme disgust to find 
that the “ plate” was but “electro” of the 








bedroom of the noble owner, re- 
proached him in the severest and 
most bitter terms. 





An’’ere! Take my card: an’ if you’ll drop 
inter my crib next Sunday, as soon as the 
‘ouses is open, you shall sit down to as fine a 
leg o’ pork an’ baked taters as ever you tasted 
in your born natural!” 

















Two Ways of Retiring. 
THERE is something peculiar about 
This fact. If you want to turn out 
Any guest who has stayed in your bower 
Till it’s nearing the middlenight hour, 
You the turning out process begin 
by a hint that “ it’s time to turn in: 





yo 





Our Typewriter. 

IT is 80 nice to have a girl typewriter in the 
office, It lends an aroma of sweetness to the 
place. It’s nice to hear her voice mingled 
with the chop-chop of the type thing, It’s 


suggestive of a child being slapped at a pork 
butcher's while they're working the sausage 


machine, Then how graceful she is when she 
upsets the waste-paper basket with her skirts ! L 
Then when you speak to her and say that loco- 
motive isn’t spelt with a “ k,” she bursts into 
tears, and suggests that she’s a poor, lorn 
girl. There's nothing like female work in the 
labour market. Thank goodness there isn't ! 
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Supplies a Daily Luxury. Dainties in endless | 
Variety. The Choicest Dishes and the Richest 
Custard. NO EGGS REQUIRED. 
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English Manufacture, ~ (3) 
Absolutely Pure.” “Gaee 
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Share on poor Jyature ——— 
[At The /yner Temple Chrysanlpemum Show] 


tle — They seem To improve Them every Year. 
She —Yes! In Time | S4ppose they will be 
as the arlifictal ones. 





























Y, Poe . “ : . ° 
; xe x lent U ef. 
a rnolker Possible afte clion yy “a Peniven (h 
) a annual real chrysanthemums make damseig (non-official) (4) The dress of sixty yeara ago will be resuscitated, 
, rysanthe-mumble that they’ll soon outvie the artificials! But probably in Ninety-two 'twill not be tolerated, 
(2) . veteran of some property—pianos, pelf and houses— (5) Lo, large sky-high advertisements have lately been promoted ; 
; opts the good o!d beggiag lay, and sympathy arouses. But ‘tis not sky-sign-ecurative, as you have doubtless noted | 
(3) Though when upon the temperance tack one’s gloriously landed, (6) A party who has charge of mails may find it somewhat risky, 
ne need not wolf up neighbour's milk—it isn’t quite(milk)candid, | And may e’en be thought mail-evolent,when stopping totake whisky, 


(7) A jewellery thief was checked by stron x remorseful barriers ; 


- For peace he yearns, and soon returns hi: “swag” per parcel carriers, 
‘OL, LVI, NO, 1433, 
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THE PRINCE OF WALES #.—TGE MAN ABOUT 
TOWN AND THE YOUTHFUL GIRL FROM 
THE COUNTRY. 


under his auspices that the ditty, which 
seems to have aroused the train of 
thought in his mind, was produced. 
Then follows Round the Town at the 
Empire —and (still harping on his 
daughter) he now presents for our delec- 
tation Jn Town—a lord-knows-what in 
three acta, It is difficult to describe. The management itself has felt 
the difficulty; first calling it as a “musical comedy,” then as 
“ musical farce.” The difficulty is best met, perhaps, by calling it a 
Music Hall Entertainment, interspersed with unnecessary dialogue 
and denuded of smokes and drinks, 


MORE mature reflection convinces me, how- 
ever, that Arthur Roberts and Others would 
be a very good, and certainly highly descrip- 
tive title for it. Miss Florence St. John sings, 
with delightfal voice and style, several more or 
less appropriate songs; Miss Sylvia Grey 
dances as she is wont to dance; Miss Phyllis 
sroughton (who plays a much too-smiling boy 
or youth or something) does not; Mr. Eric 
Lewis is artistically excellent; Mr. Bantock, 
who appears as a harmless, unnecessary clergy- 
man, must be credited with the discreet acting 
and not the bad taste of it; Miss Maria Davies 
and Mise Belle Harcourt score heavily in thier 
only real chance—a clever duet—and Miss 
Jennie Rogers is not at all bad asacall boy; 
but when all is said and done, their contribu- 
tions to the general sum scarcely equal those of 
the volatile *‘ Arthur,” as he is called throuvh- 
out the piece. He is uncommonly funny, as 
usual, and quite artistic, too, in a way. 





THE PRINCE OF WALES'S. 
-~A GOOD POINT. 


Iy you ask me what it’s all about, I can only 
answer, “ A hotel and a burlesque company.” There 
are one or two very touchingly severe bits of satire 
against those who decry “the profession,” but the 
piece cheerfully gives it away copiously “all the 
time”! The lyrics are first-class, Al copper bottomed, 
neat, correct, and full of character and point. The 
music is all that is necessary—and perhaps a little 
bit over—and the two scenes good, and “like the 
thing,”—a touch of nature being given to the green 
room scene by a large green curtain and a dado. 





THE PRINCE OF 
WALES8'S.— 
MAGNIFIES 
H1I8 “CALL- 
ING,” 


“ THEM as like it” will find plenty toamuse them in 
Ja Town, but they must know a lot of wickedness 
before they can properly understand it. Perhaps as 
much fun as anything, though, may be got out of the 
spectacle of Miss St.John and Mr. Roberts verging on the senti- 
mental—and that’s innocent enough amusement! Of course it’s 


much too iong—or was, 











THE OLYMPIc.—Signor Lago has opened his Operatic Season here 
with that exercise in pronunciation—Zugene Onegin. In spite of 
several drawbacks — including an unin- 
tentionally, but excruciatingly funny 
libretto, and some atrocious stage-lighting 
—the production is both interesting and 
successful. Almost entirely from 4 
musical point of view, however. The 
score has just enough originality (and un- 
conventionality) to be interesting, and 
just enough of everyday stuff in it to 
keep us from going to sleep. There is 
something like flesh and blood about 
Tatiana; and even about the centre 
character, Onegin, though he shares in 
motives and incidents which are ludc- 
rously twopenny-halfpenny. This bilious 
and self-sufficient creature who, being a 
mixture of the Byronicand Bulwer Lyttoa 
hero, who has long had the sawdust shaken —=— 
out of him for all save a sentimental pup paince or WALEs’s.— 
school-miss or two, has nothing left in him “WHoosH! WasIRROO!” 
that is not comic. Nor does Mr. Oudin’s 
haughtily angular and stilted style of acting do anything to reduce 
the inhere t humour of the character. 








I BEAR M. Oudin no illwill for that, be it understood ; he amused 
me where he might only have 
bored me, and, anyway, his style 
of singing would make ample 
amends for a far more serious 
fault—his production and expres- 
sion are a rich enjoyment to even 
an only superficially musical ear. 
Miss Fanny Moody, tco, was in 













Has SO MANY PLUMS, HE 
SHOULD BE CALLED THE DUKE 
OF PLUM-DUFFSHIRE, 


good form — the long and 

a exacting letter scena was 

= sung and acted for nearly all 

THE PRINCE OF WALES's.—Goop FLoor it is worth—and it is cer- 

SPIRITS. tainly the most closely at- 

tractive part of the opera— 

and in general bearing and style she very happily realized the love- 

lorn heroine. Mr, Charles Manners secured the only encore of the 
evening for a well-rendered bass solo of somewhat “ popular ” form. 





THE story may be briefly recapitulated thus :—The gloom of the 
creature already referred to has an ab- 
sorbing attraction for one Miss Tatiana, a 
farmeress’s daughter. So much has he 
sunk into her sweet consciousness that she 
sits up all night and makes him an im- 
passioned offer of marriage by letter. 
Onegin doesn’t see it, and abuses his 
opportunity by giving Tatiana a lecture. 


MEANTIME, he flirts with Tatiana’s 
sister, who is engaged to his dearest friend, 
a poet. The poet resents the circumstance 
to the extent of fighting a duel and getting 
killed. Upon this, Onegin takes a little 





THE PRINCE OF WALES’S.— 
THE MAN WHO WANTED 
TO ENCORE EVERYTHIN’- 
CHUCKED! 


tour, returning to find Tatiana the wife of 


“another.” He wants her, but she will have nothing to say to him. On 
N ESTOB. 


his declaration that he longs for death the curtain falls. 
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RE DEEPSWIGG DECEASED: 


Or, WHEBSE THERE'S A WILL THERE'S A Way OUT OF IT. 


CHAPTER I. 


Mer. RICHARD DEEPSWIGG was a manofa retiring nature. On the 
occasion of his first and last appearance in the cricket field in the 
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memorable match between Slumberham, his native town, and’ Snore- 


ham, he retired hurt; when spinsters and widows sought to entangle 
nim in matrimonial meshes, like the “ simple yeoman” who lectured 
Lady Clara Vere de Vere, he saw the snare and he retired ; and at the 
age of threescore habit asserted itself still further, and he retired 
from business. 

His numerous nephews and nieces declared that he had no business 
to retire from, but it was the fact of having had a very good one and 
getting a good price for it that enabled him todo so. Of course it was 
very annoying to his relatives, because he was a hale and well pre- 
served man and quite capable of the enormity of going on living for per- 
haps another score years. Hope deferred maketh the heart sick, and their 
hopes of Uncle Deepswigg’s money had been deferred most unreason- 
ably ; they had not yet lost hope, but they had years ago lost patience. 

Richard Deepswigg was a bachelor. He was born one; he looked 
like dying one so far as he looked like dying at all. His brothers and 
sisters had all married early and often. Richard had thriven, they 
had not. They saw no reason why they should. There was always 
brother Dick—he was making money—why need they trouble ? When 
bills or brokers came in, brother Dick had to get them out—that was 
the excuse for his existence. He was not clever or smart or fashion- 
able like them; he was a mere prosaic plodder; hang it all! it was 
only to be expected he should do something in return for the honour 
of belonging to the family. 

And 80, as his brothers and sisters grew into old men and women, 
and their sons and daughters into young ones, Uncle Dick began to 
be relied on as a sort of banker without a paying in department, just 
as Brother Dick had been. What more natural? He had no ideas, he 
didn’t know how to spend money, he simply knew how to make it. 
They would spend it for him. One night, some seventeen years prior 
to Mr. Deepswigg’s retirement, there was a gathering of the Deepswigg 
clan, and in the course of the evening, Uncle Dick invited his eldest 
sister's son, Saul Snyder, to come behind his shop counter and help 
him in the other direction, but Mrs, Snyder turned up her eyes, and 
her son his nose. 

“The very idea! brother Richard,” she exclaimed, “ Saul is a gen- 
tleman, and will have to learn a profession ; and really I am surprised 
at the idea of your thinking of any of your relatives serving behind 
your shop counter.” 





“They don't mind helping me to clear out the till,” said Mr. Deep- 
swigg, with unusual asperity. Then he blurted out to them all, for 
they were assembled at a family party— 

. Hanged if I know what they are all going to do for their livings. 
There's you, Lizzie, with three strapping boys; and you, Maria, with 
two ; and you, Jack, with six ; and you, Lavinia, with four by your first 
husband and six by your second, besides enough girls amongst you to fill 
a boardin’ school. How they'll all get their livin’s I’m blest if I know.” 

“Thatsh very easily dishposed of,” said Mr. Bilberry, the happy 
third better half of Lavinia. “You won’ live f ever, ole feller, an’ 
then there'll be your money.” 

“If I ain’t goin’ to live for ever,” roared out Mr, Deepswicg, for 
the first time in his life in a passion, “I ain't dead yet, an’ I don’t feel 
like dyin’, an’ p'r’aps some folks'll learn as I've got a will o’ my own 
when I do!” and with that he bounced out of the room and out of 
the house, banging every door as he went. 

It was a disagreeable night, the wind came swirling round the 
street corners bringing a cold and drizzling rain with it. Mr. Deep- 
swigg s temper was accordingly by no means improved ; and when a 
sudden gust turned his umbrella inside out and broke two of the ribs 
in the course of the operation, I regret to record that Mr. Deepswigg 
used’ a very wrong and strong word with respect to umbrellas and 
relations in general, and his own in particular. 

Just then there was a lull in the storm, and he heard a sound at the 
opposite corner which caused him to stop and peer into the darkness. 
The sound of very big sobs from a little child. 

“Good gracious, child!" exclaimed Mr. Deepswigg, crossing the 
road, “ whatever are you doing out in this tempest? it isn't fit for a 
dog to be turned out in, let alone a little mite like you. What's your 
name? Where do you live? Who's your father?” 

To which long harangue the little stranger, with her knuckles in her 
eyes, only replied : 

“Me lost! boo-hoo! Me lost !—Me lost!” 

“Lost! Good gracious!” exclaimed Mr, Deepswigg, “ lost, in such 
a storm—and at midnight—and, I'll be bound, not four years old ! 
What's your name, little one?” 

‘*Me named Mary, and me lost, boo-hoo!” 

When Mr. Deepswigz’s housekeeper openei the door that night she 
was astonished to behold her master bearing in his arms a saturated 
bundle, which, on her closer inspection, proved to be a little girl with 
wide blue-grey eyes and spun gold hair, and features refined and 
pretty, for all they were pinched with cold and fatigue. 

‘“ Whatever shall we do with her?" exclaimed Mrs, Muflit, and 
Mr. Deepswigg replied : 

‘}'ll be hanged if I know just yet, but anyway for to-night we'll 
give her something nice and hot to eat and drink, ma’am, and a snug 
warm bed to lie in, and shelter her from the storm, poor little dear.” 

And under that roof that little waif found shelter from the storm 
for many nights and days—yes, for many, many years. 

(To be continued.) 





DOING THE THING WELL. 
(Young Boundalong has taken Miss Medinky to the theatre. En 


route home he has insisted upon her having some light refreshment, 
and, to her horror, has led her into the station buffet.) 
Boundalong.—“ Ere, I say, some of yer, look sharp! Pot o’ bitter 


ix, an’ put a head on it!” 
“i Vicdinky.—* Oh, really Mr. Boundalong, I couldn't think!” 


Boundalong.—‘ That be ‘anged for a tyle. W'en I takes outalydy 
I treats ’er like alydy! D'y’ear, pot o' six, sharp! 
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[Mr. Morley Ktoberts the novelist, is working as a 
dock labourer in order to write a realistic story about 
thit kind of life.— Newspaper.) 


I. 


HERE is a man from the docks, 

(jreasy-handed, with tangled locke, 

A man who has toiled there, moiled there, 

And in noontide heats has broiled there ; 

Who has tugged at the rope and heaved the 
sack, 

With a burning brow and an aching back, 

Yet a man, withal, of more lofty parts, 


“ betters,” 
Pray, who is more fit than this dccker of 
letters 
To write for our reading with puissant pen, 
A romance of the waterside women and men? 


If, 


Give us a man from the docks, 
Horny-handed, with tangled lccks, 
Accustomed to plod and perspire and pant 
When labour is plenty—to starve when scant : 
A man who precisely the ratio knows 

Of the docker’s delights to his cares and woes, 


And a man, above al). whom kind heaven 
has blessed 

With a brain which a statesman to own were 
proud, 

A brain (if such brains were to think allowed) 

That strongly could study, arrange, contrive, 

For the weal of the bees in the human hive. 

And since even they who their life’s bread 
get [ beset 

From the docks are of flesh and of blood, 

With yearnings, ambitions, wild hopes and 
fears, 








Our Clerk, 

Our clerk has been out of town, and has 
been staying in cheap lodgings. We knew 
that without his telling us. ‘ You've got 
your clothes emelling like a baker's oven on 
a Sunday morn, when the muttonsand batters 
have been taken out. And your hair is full 
of sand, Besides, you pulled a pawn-ticket 
out with your keys. And there’s a look of 
staring in the strong light mixed with brandy 
and soda in your eyes. Your liver is quite 
upset. And there's billiard chalk on your 
cuffs, And we know that your wife has been 











ry, 
i GOOD FOR A RUN. 
ay ; Tramp.—* BEG PARDON, YER 'OSNER! BUT COULD YER DO ANYTHINK TO ’ELP TWO PORE FELLERS ON A BIT?” 
; Furmer.—*My Wile TO YOUR BACKS, AND MY HOUND AT YOUR HEELS, WOULD MAKE YOU SPIN ALONG, I THINK.” 
/ , : , ' 
a Experientia LCocet. Yet a man of some scholarly lore possessed, nagging at you without any long break of 


office hours, for you look nervously unstrung. 
It doesn’t want any Sherlock Holmes to 
prove that you have been to Margate.” 





What's ‘‘Hood’s Comic” Good 
For? 


For bright and buoyant boyhood, 
With its stores of jovial joyhood, 
And its playwithmanyatoyhood, 
Hood is good. 
For light and lissom girlhood, 
With its putyourhairincurlhood, 


It A man well versed in the liberal arts; Like peop'e who move in morestately spheres, | = and its roundtheballroomwhirlhood, 
3h, A man who can write with a flowing quill And since that sad fact is ignored by their | Hood is good 
' Such thoughts asthe Muse through his brain betters,” , , 
Hh may thrill, Let a man such as this be released from his | I or calm, serene oldmaidhood, 
And since amongst thore who are doomed to fetters, W ith its keepsedateandstaidhood, 
win And sent to do battle with tongue and with Readromanceonsofalaidhood, 
i Their bread in the dockyards—themselves pen , Hood is good. 
+ and kin— . For the wants of the waterside women and I or male and female spousehood, 
: The spirits of Love, and of Hate and Pride, men | With its keepyourmarriagevowshood, 
} Of Vengeance and Virtue and Crime abide, Its abstainfromrashcarousehood, 
¢ And vex and torment them as much as their Hood is good. 


For leisurehood and faberhood 
(That’s Latin, please, for labourhood), 
in every British neighbourhood, 
Hood is good, 
For widowhood and motherhood, 
For sisterhood and brotherhood, 
And every blesged otherhocd, 
Hood is good ! 








NOTWITHSTANDING the maxim Ex Nihil 
Nil, it cannot be said that Lord Mayor Elect 
Knill has sprung from nothing. 
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FUN-DE SIBCOLE FAROBSB. 


JOSEPH THE JUMPED-UP; 


OR, AGAIN OUT OF His ELEMENT, 


{It is stated that Mr. Chamberlain intended at one time to 
become a dramatist, a: d that, had a certain p'ay or two he wrote 
some years ago been accepted, we shou'd probably have never 
heard of him in the House. If Mr. O. were now writing plays, 
the following is doubtless the play he would write this week. ] 
PROLOGUE. — Brumville, near Hardwtringham 

JOSEPH THE JUMPED-UP discovered armed 
with several steel pens (of local manufacture) 
and with large doses of ink lying around. Ap- 
propriate reams of poper also in constant readi 
ness, Caps of liberty all over the shop. 

J. THE J.-U. Descend, ye screws—I mean Muse! 
for I feel that I must—nay, will—write a play! A 
play which perhaps the world would not willing)y 
let live—I mean die! Therefore, Muse, attend and 
do as I bid ye, or by the hatred which I now bear 
Gladstone and all his works—yea, by the rampant 
Radicalism I once affected but long ago have cast 
aside as low, I but to proceed : 


ACT I.—£nter a BOLD YOUNG BRUM of somewhcet 
brassy countenance, Appropriate music, marrow 
bonioso, cleaveroso, etc., ete, 

THE B.Y. B. 
Down with all Royalty, my Hardware lads ! 
And up with Me, the Raddiest of Rads! 
Hi! down with Albert Edward Wales and Co. 
Red revolutionary plans we'll show, 
If e’er a Royal Personage ventures here 
We'll make him skip with several fleas in ’s ear! 
OMNES. 
Hooray! Hooray! Hooray! Hooray! Hooray ! 
For Citizen Joseph! that is what we say. 
(A pause for short entr’acte.) 

ACT II.—Scene the same, Music Royallegro. Enter 
H.R.H., Mrs. H.R.H. and suite.) 

H.R.H. (finishing his oratien), Aud so to Birming- 

ham we wish success 

THE B. Y. B. (or Citizen Jve), 

Your Royal Highnesses indeed are welcome. 

I ne’er had such a chance to see a swell come. ; 

O, deign to smile upon your humble servant al SA aha. ts eames 
Who has for Royalry a love most fervent ! se lat OTR Tae 

(H.R.H. smiles benignantly as is his wont.) s 


CIT. JOE (with frenzied delight). 









































O lor, O lor, O lor! O lor, O lor! ; 
Ss FOOLING HIM. 

Would that I had scen such gloriousness before ! H-,—*The only advantage I know in being thought a wit by the world is that it 
(Ancels humbly at T.R.H.'s feet and grovels.) gives one the greater advantage in p'aying the fool.” 


ACT IIIl.—TZhe British House of Commons. Enter She.—“ Then ycu must be thought a very great wit by the world, George.” 
EXx-CITIZEN JOE, J. CHAMBERLAIN, EsqQ, —- ss — — = 
Ex-C1T, J. I’m still a Liberal, though some don’t think so. ——— : : 
S THE Rt, Hon, J.C, 


Perhaps because my other eye I wink eo! 
Yet I'll pretend to pulverize the Tory, The time has come, and with it, Jo (I mean, lo!)—the 





Though, inwardly, I love their crusted glory. Man, 
(Makes several half-and-half speeches and is made Cabinet Minister.) Namely, myself—and ready with a Plan, 
ACT 1V.—ScENE the same, LEADING CHARACTER the same (only A programme new that shall upset, you M see 
the latter has had to order a much larger hat than hitherto). That Octo—what shisname, tough Old Will. G, 
THE LEADIAG CHARACTER (formerly the Bold Young Brum, late This is my programme : List, my followers, list : 
Citizen and Lx-Citizen Joe) . (I think sume followers of mine exist.) 
As for this Gladstone and these Liberals! Bosh! Betw. en ourselves 4 will confess to you 
Their revolutionary schemes, my friends, won't wash ! That I have plagiarized a point or two. 
This “ Justice to Erin” plan is fiddlededee— And thus to call me—many have good caure— 
For a real programme take the tip from me! A “one long, long Appropriation Clause 
I wish to show l've here some tips for catching every sort— 
(At this point the GREAT LEADING CHARACTER [| formerly, etc., Yea, many of those wneee views I once would thwart, 
ete.| is severely snubbed by an INFERIOR PERSON [vtherwise that A dash of deta Povegesenes Socialiom— 
GLADSTONE, the I. P ] who points out that the G.L.C.'8 so-called pro- In fact, pete: m a Pin th Bi 
gramme is “utterly unauthorized,” and that none is genuine without i. flecting at the moment, in these views, 
the trademark.) All sorts of quite contrasted party-hues. 
THEG.L.C In fact (to put old O-sa upon Peiion), 
Whe t of a Political Chameleon ! 
What! Does he dare to snub J, Chamberlain ? A sor . ; , 
He (Gladstone) an old party with no brain! And you will = — | Gladat wd Rad e tone, aq 
i ’ It merely is to dish detested Gladstone! ae 
Let him take care! I'll yet have my revenge! : et Ad 
My heart I’!l harden-like unto Stonehenge ! | So take my programme, " is most select! 4 | 
[ Exit to do 80. Th ig 18 the end for ACT LV ws but not for JOE ! TAG (by the British Public, led oy Mr. FUN). : E 
[An interval of afew years is supposed to elapse, then begins Rah! Your programme, like your play, we do reject! i 
ACT V. SCENE— Outside the house on or about October Your chops and changes are with UA no go! 
15th, 1892. Costumes of the period, Music pom poso. Enter We know your little game, O, Jump d up Jue! 
the Rt. Hon. J. CHAMBERLAIN (formerly, etc., etc.,—but, . Cobtake 


N.B.— Not too much stress to be laid on this “ formerly”). 
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(1) “ And by-the-way, Snozzle,” 
said the Vicar, ‘as that concert in 
aid of our new schools comes off 
next Monday, you had better pro- 
vide yourself with a dress-suit for 
the evening, and help to show the 
people to their seats. And just 
mind that no one gets in without 
a ticket,” 


(2) “ What! not fit?” exclaimed 
Mr. Abraham Isaacs, “it’s that 
there waggly glass that's deceiving 
of you; why, the back looks per- 
fectly lovely.” 


(3) So the evening arrived and 
the whole place was “ong fait,” 
and Snozzle was ready for all 
emergencies, 


(4) But it happened that evening 
that Private Stiffun, of the Life 


, vedk oc 


























Guards, was stone broke and with 
nothing to do. 


(5) “ Here’s a chance for cheap 
amusement, I'll step in here on 
the quiet and hear their squall- 


(6) “Here, young man, you 
mustn’t come in here without a 
ticket.” “Oh, mayn’t I? All 
right, you put me out then.” 


(7) “Well, Vicar says I wasn’t 
to let any loafers in without 
paying, so here goes,” 


(8) Fireworks. 


(9) “ All through sticking to a 
soldier.” 


P.8.—This song was not include 
in the programme. 
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HALF AND HALF.” 


JAYNE’S ENTIRE. 


THE LATEST 


TEMPERANCE 





DRINK. 


Bishop of Chester (to Sir Wilfrid) —“TRY MY HALF AND HALF.” 





[See Cartoon Verses, p. 180, 
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FUN’S FASHION PLATE FOR NOVEMBER. 














SOME WONDERS THAT WILL NBVBR CEASE. 
* FURNISHED—FoR A SINGLE GENTLEMAN,” 


THAT is what it says on the card in the parlour window. That is 
also the remark made by the Jandlady, when, having taken the rooms, 
you find fault with the accommodation, She says, with scathing em- 

basis, that her rooms were furnished for “ a gentleman.” Only the other 
Kind of man would, she estimates, be so destitute of refined apprecia- 
tion as to complain, At that you shrink up and wither, and wish you 
hadn't spoken. 

But you speak out to yourself again and again, and wonder the fol- 
lowing wonderments :— 

WonrDbeR I. She, the landlady, was such a pleasant looking person 
the day you called to inspect the rooms, The rooms, too, appeared to 
be cosy and comfortable, Why are they and their proprietor so much 
altered for the worse ? 

WorpeR Il. Why, when you remember to have locked the cup- 
board in which you keep your Jittle store of alcoholic drinks, you are so 
constantly finding it open? Why the contents of the bottles shrink 
so much? Whether it can really be the effect of the close atmosphere 
of the cupboard, as your landlady says, and whether—if you took her 
matronly advice and let her keep them for you in her.cool cellar down- 
stairs, the ill would be remedied, or the reverse ? 

Wonper IIIf, Why the nataral phenomena above mentioned are 
always accompanied by an electrical disturbance in the atmosphere in 
the lower regions? By a sound like the beating of carpets—your 
landlady’s husband is a small, timid man—and an inability on the 
part of the mistress of the house to scale any ordinary staircase with- 
out sliding down three steps for every one she climbs up ? 

Wonper 1V. Why, when you have bought new shirts and hand- 
kerchiefs, and taken especial pains to have them clearly marked, these 
articles are invariably lost by the laundress, who sends you, as hostage 
for their ultimate return, a worn-out dicky—evidently belonging to a 
waiter, from the ineradicable traces of gravy upon it—and three 
spotted wipes of the kind with which the British navigator is wont to 
swab his perspiring brow and tie up his dinner basin in ? 

WonpeR V, Why, when new lodgers take possession of the apart- 
ments overhead, certain minor comforts of life—including mustard- 





castor, fire shovel, coal-scuttle, arm chair, sofa cushion and 
Eetaeen vanish from your own? Why these mysteriously re- 
appear, on Monday morning, after you have paid your bill and hinted 
at leaving? And why they goagain when youget . . . alittle 
bit in arrear? =e 9 

Wonpekr VI. Why the cat remains so obstinately lean ‘and ill- 
conditioned an animal, when she lives so riotously at your expense ? 
How she managed to get down the Christmas pudding which your 
relatives had sent you stitched up in an air-tight canvas bag—which 
bag you had suspended to the chandelier to preserve it intact until 
the approach of the festive season? Whether the canvas and string 
did not disagree with her? And why the symptoms that should have 
prostrated her laid low the younger members of your landlady’s family ? 

Wonpver VII. How that sovereign managed to escape from the top 
compartment of a locked cash-box (together with several others which 
never turned up again), and contrived to creep in amongst your evening 
ties? How your evening dress-coat could go for a week’s leave of 
absence, without your knowledge or permission and come back again, 
smelling mouldy, and with a ticket pinned on the tails. 

Wonpbekr VIII. How the music-hall star, who has rooms underneath 
you, manages to sing all day long without being tired at night? Why 
she is so fond of tripe and onions for supper? and why it is that her 
sitting room door always happens to be open when you pass by? 
Also why she leaves such large boots outside her door in the morning, 
when you happen to know, from earlier experience, that her feet are 
exceedingly small and pretty ones? 

WospeR 1X, How you managed to break a table-leg, three gas- 
globes and a wash-hand basin, without knowing anything about it ? 
Why your landlady offers, if you doubt the mute evidence of her 
bill, to extract the fragments from the dustbin and produce them in 
evidence? Why you are too cowardly to defy her to do it? : 

Wonper X. Why the bell is never heard in the kitchen when it 
rings just inside the door? Why, when you have a stranger to dinner, 
every fresh course is brought in by a different person? Why, when 
the landlady has been in, and the landlady’s eldest daughter, and the 
landlady’s half-grown son, and the landlady’s husband, and the land- 
lady’s landlady’s sister, does the slave return to the duties which it 
is her pride to discharge with careful inefficiency? Whether zeal or 
curiosity prompted the acts you have just recorded? Whether that 
was really yowr macaroni-cheese that you heard spill on the landing, 
and scraped up with a spoon? Whether the surmise being correct, 
that would account for the grittiness ? 

(Tv be continued.) 












on — é = 
PR —_— — 
ify *O.0s 42. -- P i 


; - 


“ Time is the great healer, Murphy!” 
“Is he? Then, begorra, I'll get him to see to these ould shoes 0’ 
mine, for they want heeling badly!" 
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Larrys Lament. 


THE Queen av England sits on her 
throne 

(Ochone! Ochone! have yon left 
us alone 7) 

Wid a slated roof to shelter her 


crown 
An’ the Grand Ould Man beside 
her: 
“Oi'm thinkin’,” says he, “ we're 
safer now, 
From the treacherous thricks av 
the foreign foe, 
Sure he'll shake in his shoes when 
he comes to know 
That Shone has gone for a 
eoldier.” 
Refrain, 
Arrah, Shone, Shone, Shone 
agra! 
Time will never ase my pain, 
Och, wirra! ghirra-gorrach- 
ghirra whack folderha! 
Whoy did yees go for a 


soldhier ? 

Says the blarneyin’ Sargint, “ Whist 
now, whist ! 

Don’t tell me you're not the bhoy 
to ‘list ; 


Whon Oi've clapped the shillin’ in 
the heel av’ your fist, 
'Tis yourself will feel much dowl- 
dher!” 
Says the Colonel, “ Och, an’ by my 
gough! 
Yees may take him away for a bog- 
hoppin’ chough ! 
In short,” says he, “he’s not long 
enough 
To sarve the Queen for a sol- 
dhier !” 
Arrah, Shone, etc. 


“Sure, wan inch more would im- 
prove his style,” 
Says the capt’in, thin, wid a knowin’ 
smile ; 
So they dhrew him out wid a cor- 
poral an’ file, 
Till he shouted, “ Millia mur- 
dher\” 
Thin they cut his hair wid the edge 
av a pail, 
An’ they shaved him smooth wid 
the blade av a flail, 
An’ they scraped him down wid a 
tinpenny nail, 
To make him fit for a soldhier ! 
Arrah, Shone, etc. 


Thin they washed him clane, to 
his name’s dishgrace ; 
“ Bring a spade,” says wan, “till 
we get at his face!” 
“Let me up,” says he, “till I lave 
this place ! 
It’s myself that feels much coul- 
dher, 
Divil sweep yees! ” says she, “can’t 
yees lave me alone?” 
But they ironed him out wid a 
pavin’ stone, 
Ran a lightnin’ rod up his \back- 
bone— 
An’ turned him into a soldhier! 
Arrah, Shone, etc. 


Thin they dhressed him up in a coat 
av red, 
Wid a little round cap on three 
hairs av his head ; 
It’s himself looked beautiful on 
parade, (shouldher ! 
Marchin’ shouldher, bhoys, to 
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“No; but 1 can iutroduce you to one as kin!” 








Timbuctoo, 

In reference to recent letters in the public press. we have received the following, 
which ha; a direct bearing on the subject :— 

CONSTITUTIONAL CLUB, NORTHUMBERLAND AVENUE, 
Octeber 17th, 1892, 

DEAR S1R,—Re the recent correspondence on the “ Timbuctoo - 
lines, I think I ought to inform you that, at the “inauguration 
dinner of Fun, I sat next Tom Hood, who, in the course of after 
dinner chat, asked whether I had ever fallen in with the quatrain, 
entitled “ Timbuctoo,” which his father, for a wager, had produced (at 
a private dinner party) within the prescribed Jimit of “ ten minutes, 
the main condition of the wager being, that the last line of the verse 
should end with a perfect rhyme to “Timbuctoo.” Oa my a be 
that I had neither seen nor heard of them, he took out bis pencil, 
wrote out and handed me the following lines on a slip of paper:— 


“If I were a cassowary 
On the plains of Timbuctoo, 

I would eat a missionary— % 
Hat and boots and hymn book, too. 


Tom Hood added, “ My father won his wager.” 
I think you will agree with me that the alliteration in the closing 
line is as happy as the rhyming conclusion, and more effective than 








any of those published. Yours faithfully, CoLIn Rar-Brows, 








Four pairs av gloves to ache hand 


ph wet | foot ; 
Six pairs av es he tuk to ache 
“Tis himself will stand stiddy 

when the cannons shoot |!” 


Says they, “He's a broth ay a 
soldhier |” 
Arrah, Shone, etc. 
Mhin Cay cist Soe geez to.n be 


troopsh 

Wid a skewer danglin’ by his hip, 

An’ a little tuft av hair on his 
upper li 

To frighten the beholder. 

“Tell me what,” says he, “will 0} 
get to ate?” 

“Bran bread,” says thim, “an” 
tough cow's mate ; 

We're tould that kind av foddher's 


great 
Entirely for a soldhier.” 
Arrah, Shone, etc, 


“ Farewell! my Kathleen, dear,” 
' he said, [dead !"” 

“ Oi'll write an’ tell yees whin Oi'm 

“ May you never live to be kilt!” 
she prayed, 

As in his arrums he’ rowled her. 

“ Will yees love me whin Oi'm lyin’ 
in my little soldier's bier? 

(Faix! it’s dhry Oi am wid cryin’, 
an’ Oi wish Oi had some 
near !) 

An’, remimber, tell my mother, 
whin Oi'm gone, I'll not be 
here!” 

An’ away he wint for a soldhier! 
Arrah, Shone, etc, 


New Leaves 


“ THE Story of Leicester Square,” 
by John Hollingsheed (Simpkin, 
Marshall, Hamilton, Kent & Co.). 
As we think highly, we may speak 
loudly in praise of this book, and 
of Mr. Hollingshead’s share of the 
production. It is fall of anecdotes 
and amusements, besides telling, 
and telling cleverly, the story of 
one of the most interesting locali- 
ties in the Metropolis for the rich- 
ness of its aseociations, its person- 
ages and its surroundings, both past 
and present, The many quaint 
illustrations enhance the value of 
the book.—“The Players of :To- 
day,” by Rudolf Dircks (same pub- 
lishers), This is a goodly assem- 
blage of the most prominent players 
of the present time, their photo- 
portraits and short sketches of their 

rofeasional career, It isa pleasant 

k to peruse, to have and to keep, 

— What was it?” by Greta Ar- 
mear (David Bryce & Son, Glas- 
gow). A clever book this, in which 
the supernatural part of the stor 
may or may not be beyond belief, 
Its greatest charm, by no 
means its only one, is its simplicity 
of style and freedom from extra- 
neous matter,—“ White Cockades,” 
by Edward I, Stevenson (same 
publishers), An exciting story of 
an incident occurring amid 
troubles and adventuresof the “45,” 
complias by Sct gram one 
compi y Jo D 
publishers), Brimfal of laugh- 
able moving jeste, old and new, 
characteristic of the people and 
racy of the sil, 





















































































2 RR ay 
. ~ a = ner else emanate cod 
REET TE germ rn 








en Taree “ee 


erie. 


ey 




























































SR a REY ERY tera eae pera ~<a A eae ste et eee ey eels in 


Peep 






















FUN. 





OCTOBER 26, 1892, 








A DAMAGING ADMISSION. 
Aggrieved Father.—" Don't you really care for my yogi dear?” 


Candid Daughter—“ Really I don't, papa! I think it’s crude and 
weak.” 
Aggrieved Father.— Well, I consider it my finest work,” 


Candid Daughter—“ Oh! I quite admit that, papa!” 








STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 
READ the letters of Jaksakoff, the man who, on his wedding day, 
was called from the festal chamber, arrested, exiled with hundreds of 
others under conditions of travel which would have been revoltingly 
barbarous even if applied to wild beasts, then chained to his barrow 
in the Siberian lead mines. Read of the foul cells with men and 
women packed like cattle; read of the chains and the leaden knout, 
then, if you can, wonder that the Russian Throne rocks on the brink 
of an abyss, 
” » * e * 7 
Court-martialled Trooper Marsha)] tas been very severely punished, 
and the “Ist 
Life” has been 
deprived, pro 
tem., of the 
honour of fur- 
nishing escorts 
or orderlies to 
Her Majesty or 
any of Her 
innumerable 
German rela- 
tives whom it 
is the proud 
rivilege of the 
ritish Ex- 
chequer to sup- 
port. It is a 
pity that the 
record of this 


glorious regi- 


Ma. ASQUITH ENDEAVOURING TO“AcT ON THE Squane.” Went, of which 
How Harry COULD Hg BE WITHOUT EITHER. we are proud, 











shoul temporarily dimmed. What is the meaning of these 
— ee ae pare Pa of insubordination? Is some sinister 
agency at work, or is disaffection being formed by irritation and 


tyranny? Here’s a job for a commission. 


* e * * a * 

Pall Mall Gazette has changed its Cook—for a Cooke. 
sapaeetts is going to change its tone. It is to be hoped that the 
change of cooks will not lead to a hash. 


« * * * : * vs 

Lord Randolph Churchill has expressed himself as opposed to the 
formation of a Labour Party within Conservative ranks, and 
practically implies that the Tory is root and branch the Labour 
Party. In fact, that Codlin and not Short is the friend of labour. 
But these long reckonings (to invert the proverb) make short 


—— i F 


. * al 
Randy, who will have his little jokes, whether with lions or 
labourers, adds, that “The Tory party has always acted in Parliament 
on great questions with remarkable unanimity.” Truly, its members 
have adhered to the Gilbertian political principle of never thinking of 
thinking for themselves at all, and they were wonderfully unanimous 
in thinking that they could do better without than with Randy as 


Chancellor of the Exchequer. 


* - * 

On dit that Colonel Turner is dis- 
missed from the post of Divisional 
Commissioner. Poor Morley! Balfour 
found Healy a very harmless enemy, 
but the latest and most unhappy 
Chief Secretary appears to find him 
a hard master. * * 

Can partizavship go much further 
than this? The Daily News differs 
with the Edinburgh Review on the 
question of Home Rule. The Review 
quotes (or misquotes) Tennyson’s 
lines in “The Charge of the Light 
Brigade,” 

“ Not theirs to make reply 
Not theirs to reason why.” 
* aa * 

The Vews claiming that Tennyson 
wrote “Theirs not’ snarls, “ But 
perhaps the party which monopolises the intellect of the country will 
not see the difference.” Fancy striking at a political opponent across 
the poet’s open grave! . ~ - . 

The Bishop of Chester has been telling us how to run public houses. 
Perhaps we shall, ere long, have a prelate publican, the bishop’s apron 
serving for a barman’s, Anyway, the bishop has done well in taking 
up the subject. Intemperance is the national evil, and one which the 
clergy can deal with even better than the Legislature, particularly if 
they approach it in the same spirit of sweet reasonableness as the 
bishop. * 7 * - . 

The Pope has made his début as a poet, just, as he told me, “To 
see Vat I can do.” He finds the Muse amusing. Ah, but his verses to 
Florus are fit to be written in letters of gold, or—better still—in the 
heart of every man, 





CUDDLING PaT. A ‘'BLAIN 
"ARTIFICE. 


* + * * al 

Lord Rosebery has made more than one shot for the Blue Riband 
of the Turf, and has failed. By way of a consolation prize Fortune 
sends him the Blue Riband of the Garter. 

* * * * * * 

Mr. Blaine appeals to Irish Anglophobia, But that’s dying out, it 
is confidently hoped, Pat can now be a patriot without creating 
Pat-riots. 

* 7 7 a a * 

Mr. Arquith’s motto—Act on the square, boys. 

THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER. 








NOW READY, PRICE ONE SHILLING. 


HOOD'S COMIC ANNUAL for 1893. 


Enlarged to 144 Pages. 


Containing Humorous Contributions in Prose and Verse by 


MEssks. G. R. Sims, G. MANVILLE FENN, A. DEWAR WILLOCK, CHARLES G. 
LELAND (Hans Breitmann), C. 8, CHELTNAM, J. JAMES HEWSON, GEORGE 
DALZIEL, A. F. WILSON BARRETT, F. H. GRIBBLE, E. J. GOODMAN, H. M. 
PAULL, J. W. HouGHTON, H. CHANCE NEWTON, FRANK CLEMENT, H. T. JOBN- 
8ON, C. J. DUNPHIE, W. EDMONDson, J. E. MUDDOCK, S. J. ADAIR FITzZz-GERALD, 
LEOPOLD GODFREY TURNER, JOHN NORTHCOTT, KYD, A. T. PASK, PERCY 
REEVE, KATE BURTON, LAUNCE LEE, PAUL MERITT,!CLO. GRAVES, RICHARD 
HENRY, CHARLES COLLETTE, Byron WEBBER, A. CHASEMORE, F, B, DOVETON, 
and many others. 


PULLY ILLUSTRATED BY THE LEADING ARTISTS OF THE DAY. 
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A LITTLE MISUNDERSTANDING. 
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(1) Jack Corkscrew, at 3 AM.— Well, Tom, old chap! I think as 
you are so kind as to offer me a shake down, I’ll—(/ic)—turn in, 
Most enjoyable evening! Thought I’d come and cheer you up a bit, 
you know! eh?” Tom Pillbox.—* All right, old chap. Glad to see 
you. By-the-way, I hope you won’t mind sharing your room with my 
friend Mr. Bones? Useful chap to me—in the medical profession, you 
know. Quietest fellow on earth.” Jack Corkscrew,—“ Not a bit, my 
son! Delighted to make his acquaintance! Good night.” (2) “I 
shall do here first class! Don’t see his friend Bones anywhere, though. 
Out on the spree, I suppose. So much the better!” (3) “’ Nough to 
give you the jumps, after all that booze, to have to pull off two boots, one 
after the other on a—(hic)—quaky little truckle bed like this! If 
Bones was worth his salt he’d come and lend a hand. Hey! Bones!” 
(4) Crash! “Fire! Murder! Help! Police! Let go! Getout!’ 


LZ Ara 


n> 
lf “\e 
/ CA W 4 
i: - Z 4p 
AA WY “pag KEE 


GF 


| 

















broken ‘gamps’ and clothes pegs, you sha’n’t bully me! Come on! 
I'll make toothpicks of you! ake that, you son of a turnip 
lantern!” Tom Pillbow.—“Great Scott! He’s gone mad! Come 
off, you blithering idiot!” (6) Then he took a hand in the game, 
too, and matters became somewhat complicated, until the arrival of 
the police and two fire brigades put an end to the entertainment. 
(7) “No, Jack,” said Pillbox, after it was all over, “it is not 
because you have blacked my eye, torn my clothes and burned half 
my house down, that we can no longer be friends. These things I 


can forgive. But a man who can commit a brutal and unprovoked 


assault upon a harmless, useful and inoffensive creature like 
Bones, and reduce him to such a state as this is unfit for ci 
society |” 
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(5) “What! you won't? Won’t you? You miserable bundle of 








Pianos. 

INCREASING business, due to the excellence 
of their instruments, having necessitated the 
rebuilding of the premises of Messrs. John 
Brinsmead & Sons, in Wigmore Street, Caven- 
dish Square, they have removed to a tem- 
porary home at 104 New Bond Street. 


Now Ready, Price 6d., the Autumn No. of 


FUN’S FUNNY SCRAPS. 


64 Pages of Literary and Artistic Matter, Beautifully 
Printed on Fine Paper in Coloured Wrapper. 





“Fun” Office, 153 Fleet St., London, E.O. 





Odds and Ends. 
SOUTHEND has got 





THE price of hares is said to be very high.. 
The flavour and the price match, 





Bay” To CORRESPONDENTS.—The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions. In no case will they be returned unless 


accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope. 


a charter, and will be: 
henceforth known as Southend-sur-Mayor, 
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LATTER-DAY FABLES—WITH MATTER-OF-FACT MORALS. 
THE SUBMERGED TENTHITE AND THE CHARITY ORGANIZATION SOCIETY. 


OCTOBER 26, 1892. 
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Applied, as a last resource, to the Charity Organization Society tor a 
little temporary assistance, ‘‘ Certainly!” said thesecretary, pleasantly. 
“ Leave your name and address, baptismal and vaccination certificateg, 
genealogical tree, references, and the u:ual etceteras, and we shal! 
only be too charmed !—positively ! ” 


mn >» 
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A Submerged Tenthite and his wretched family, haviog vainly 
endeavoured to stifle the pangs of hunger and want by a perusal of 
Booth literature, and watching the ‘‘General” drive past in a 


carriage and eight, 
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This simple formula having being complied Six months later (the searching investiga- “ Rather a pity,” he observed toa friend, after 
with, the secretary mavipulated the inquiry tion having terminated satisfactorily) the luncheon the following day; “it was really a 
machinery, and lo! innumerable agentsspedforth, secretary looked up the Submerged Tenth- most deserving case—absolutely flawless !—and 
notebook in hand, and traced the Tenthite’s ite, and being directed to “ take the first to we should have been delighted to start the man 
record back to the ages of the primeval man. the right and keep straight on,” arrived at with, say, a loaf of bread and agimlet. Why, 

a flourishing cemetery, devoted to the the inquiry fees alone cost us over three hun- 

tpecial reception of paupers. dred pounds!” “But would it not have been 

better ’’—deferentially hazarded his listener— 

“to have immediately assisted t man with, say a thirtieth part of thise——!?” “Tut-tut!” interrupted the secretary, affably. ‘“ 7hat would have 
‘been charity pure and simple. We only deal in the organized article at owr shop! Help yourself to another glass of sherry ! ” 

MORAL.—FUN refuses to insult his readers with the barest suggestion of one ! 











“Half and Half.” (Se Cartoon.) 
SHOULD a Right Reverend Father endeavour to 
Minimise tippling, and show himself clever too, 
Then, in that case, we most surely ought never to 


Alcohol-bibbing grows often injurious ; If “.Jayne’s Entire” could, by hook or crook, 
Temperance-preachers wax fearfully farious ; cause any [ plause,— any 
Gothenburg systems may seem to us curious, Wholesome effect, it should have our ap- 
Still fair results they perhaps would obtain. Doubt notwithstanding Sir Wilfridy Laws ny 
Treat bis suggestions with jeers or disdain, Here 8 a health to ye, good Bishop Jayne! People might cast on its genuine strain. 
Here's a health to ye, good Bishop Jayne! We'll drink to your lordship again and Then here’s ahealth to ye, good Bishop J- yce! 
We'll drink to your lordship again and again, again, We'll drink to your lordship again and again, 
Praising your piety, Trusting Society Minding satiety 
And your anxiety Likes your anxiet In our anxiety 
After sobriety, good Bishop Jayne. After sobriety, good Bishop Jayne. After sobriety, good Bishop Jayne. 
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Sample Box for 7 Stamps to the Works, Birmingham, 
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“FUN’'S” TIP-TOPIGAL TOUCHES. 
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Guy! Guy! Guy! ji 


| _Shor=sighled Old lady (up from the country) —— , : 
“Tull Well! | never did See such ugly boys Till 


| come te Lunnon, Eugenia.” , 


IF ZL Town Niece has To explain thal the boys are wearing masks]. 
ee : 
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us prematurely Nik Sealing a streef-singers purse. Swell burglars caught 








(4) The man who takes one’s clothes for “ disinfection,” 


(1) This country dame, whom London boys derided 
| Thought they were ugly, but was most mis-guy-ded ! And keepeth them—degerveth vivisection, 
| (2) To “take the cake” from off a travelling café, (5) Lo! winter cometh early to benumb us,— 
Was really a proceeding most riff-raffy ! But ice-olation doth not well become us, 
(3) Attacking a home of Dancing and Deportment, (6) To rob a poor street singer of her “ norwe 
: In this case led to serious police court-ment. Is creel in this world so warp-and-wooftish | 


(7) These seekers after swag—although most “ swagger ""—~ 
Are prodded soon by Justice's sharp dagger. 


YOL, LVI, NO, 1454, 
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SLASHES AND FUFFS. 


—The Guardsman, wherewith 


_— the management of this house 

, 4 have returned to the solid bill 
4 | Oyf as distinct from the “ triple” 
#) j variety (“ variety ”’ is good, per- 
id 


haps, in this connection !).— 7/e 
(;uardsman,I say, is not only 






THE COURT. — THE 
TAKEN - OFF - HiIs- 
CUARUBMAN. 


thunderingly funny in 
itself, but it is the 
cause of humour in 


others. Several critics 
—as distinguished from mere “ noticers"’ such as I—have observed 


that the plot has already been used in The Rivals, and one genius is 
reminded, by the use of a screen in the second act, that there is a 
screen scene in The School for Scandal, Of course he 
is! There is a class of persons who can never see a 
screen of any description without scenting an imita- 
tion of Sheridan's famous dramatic incident — the 
+mell of a Japanese warehouse is quite enough to set 
them on at any time! Ilow the festive old plagiarist 
must chuckle in his very cerements sometimes ! 


A MATCH FOR A MIS8OGYNIST. 





Not that I—or Sims or Raleigh or the audience, I 
daresay—care a depreciated blue cent one way or the 
other as long as the latter are amused. If they are 
not amused by The Guardsman, it will takea lotof Tue opera 
doing. Not but what there are holes to be picked in Comigor— 
the show. The worst that can be said of the play is /«"'v (70g. ).— 
that the plot is thin and unlikely (it is avowedly a langh?” Who's 
farcical piece, though, and when you have to be a-yuin' to? 

funny" one doesn't want to be bothered with too 
much plot, unless the situations are particular'y clever). But the 
performance of the thing was a good deal off 
cvlour, Mr. Cecil as an illegally minded judye 
—a decidedly hum>rous conception — waza, 
apart from a few mannerisms, excellent, and 
Mr. Grossmith’s gentlemanly cad, 80 to speak, 
is one of those quietly finished pieces of ac: ing 
for which he is famous. There was something 
ra lically wrong about the rest of them, though 
—an absence of the true farcical spirit, I think, 
too much delicacy of touch, a subservience of 
“rollicks” to art, which has my respectful 
8) mpathy, but not my approbation, 





THE American atmosphere, besides, has not 
improved Miss Hill (or else memory of the old 
Ilaymarket days clothes her in virtues she bad 
not!) ; she is stagy and metallic, and, in spite 
of her pleasant and ladylike appearance, a 
little tiring. Mr, Little is painstaking, but 
not a bit emvincing as General Blazer: his 
bluster is a misfit—~it is too big fur him; it Lelongs to some bod y 
else, Miss El aline Terriss is charmiog, but not sufficiently conscious 





Tux bl’ md ve kx * 
UNCLE ToM-Tom, 





of humorous possibilities. Mr. Elliot is out of place. Miss Agnes 
Thomas is good, but over all is the trail of the serpent repression. 





THE COURT.—HAKES AND 
PAIN:<! 


One of the scenes is a good 
representation of the Mall, 
St. James’s Park, 


Nops AND WINKS.— Who 
is writing a burlesque on 
Eugeve Onégin, under the 
title of Tit-fur-Tatiana ; or, 
The Chap who was “Off,” but 
Wanted it on Again ’—Signor Lago’s company which, by-the-way, 
is doing really excellent and enjoyable work, appeared in L1 
favorita to the obvious enjoyment of a large audience. The “ triple 


ONE OF THE MANY “POINTS ”"'— Founded 
ON FAacr! 


bill” on ithe 25th, did not entice quite such a fu!l a 
house, but, although some things might have been more , ~ 


smoothly done, it is a praiseworthy and spirited 
attempt to give high-class opera at theatre prices, which aoe 


des2rves, and looks like obtaining, marked success.—A a. 
fircical piece from the Russian now! It is to be called Zz) 
You Mustnt Laugh. Such a title is something of a ’ 2 


dangerous challenge, I should say.—Last Saturday Mr. 2 
Rollo Balmaine, whose name is well-known in the pro- (6 
vinces (and just a little in town, perhaps) was to have 
opened the Princess’s with Uncle Tom's Cabin, “with \~ 


all the buttons on.” Ive no doubt hedid so, and prs-— > 
sibly I may have something to say about it next week, , - _’ 
over and above congratulating Mr. B. on having the ex- AS ) 
perienced Mr. G. M. Polini “in front.".—On Monday ‘~~~; 


evening, Mr. George Alexander and Co.resumed the run ( C} SS 
of Lady Windermere’s Fan, Mr. Courtney's one act | 
tragic incident, Ait Marlow2, was played at the St. 


James's, for the first time, on the same occasion.—Mr. /\ 

Morritt’s afternoon entertainments at Prince's Hall | ) 

look like a success which may be more pronounced I» 

when the boys and girls come home for their holidays. |> 
} 


The programme includes the entrepreneur's own clever 
tricks—the cage “speciality,” which he has been show- 
ing at the Empire lately, among them—Mr., Playfair's 
imitations, and Mr. John 
Le Hay’s ventriloquism, 
—By-the-way, may I be 
allowed to remark, that 
whichever way the ques- 
tion of tobacco in theatres 
may be settled, it is sure 
to end in smoke? with 
which graceful contri- 
bution to an absorbing 
controversy I take my 
leave for the nonce.— 
by-the-way, I believe there are rome splendacious pieces in 
preparation, pantomimes and other mimes for the coming festive 
season worth looking forward to, NESTOR, 








ioW IT WILL END (7). 


TERRAIN em ue 
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2 tans, 


RE DEEPSWIGG DECEASED; 


Ok, WHERE THERE’S A WILL THERE’S A Way OUT OF IT. 


CHAPTER II. 


So, seventeen years later, we find Mr. Deepswigg seated at bis 
breakfast table discussing with a plump and pretty damsel seated 





opposite him the momentous step he has taken in cutting himself 
adrift from that thriving retail business which for thirty years has 
been part and parcel of his existence. 

“What an idiot I was to give up business, Mary,” he growled. 
“ What am I todo with mysrelf? I shall catch melancholia or some 
other awful epidemic. In business there was always something to 
grumble about—bad trade, bad debts, or bad stock, but now I'm 
reduced to bad weather if I want to growl. Depression ain’t the 
word for it.” 

“Why don’t you travel,dad?” suggested Mary, for Deepswigg, 
much to the disgust of his relatives, insisted upon treating Mary in all 
respects as his daughter. 
| “The very thing! But who's to look after my affaira while we're 
away?” 

“Let me stay at home and attend to them?” 
| “And who's to look after you?” 

‘Mr, Saul Snyder,” said the maid servant, entering with a card. 

“Oh! here’s that nincompoop lawyer nephew of mine coming to 
bother me about that will of mine!” 

Mr. Snyder entered sideways. He then glanced first at his uncle, 
then, with a leer intended to be amorous, at Mary, also sideways, he 
then seated himself sideways. 

‘“ Well, what do you want now?” asked Uncle Dick, anticipating 
a request for the loan of another tenner that he would never see again. 

“| have important business to discuss with you.” 

Uncle Dick was Mr. Snyder's only client, in being or prospective, 
and he lost no opportunity of making costs out of him, Whenever 
he called to ask after the state of his health, or to borrow an 
umbrella or a trifling sum of money be religiously debited his avun- 
cular client with six-and-eightpence, for dining wiih him and takiog 
too much of his excellent whisky he charged thirteen-and-fourpence. 

“I’ve brought the draft of your will,” he said, producing a bundle 
of blue paper tied with red tape. 

‘My will? but I never told you to draw it,” replied Mr. Deep- 
swigg; “I haven’t made up my mind yet how I shall leave my 
property,” 

“Oh! I’ve saved you all that trouble, my dear uncle,” Mr. Snyder 
said, with a cross between a snuffle and achuckle. “I have drawn a 
most equitable testament for you, distributing your property amongst 
your family in the fairest possible manner, aud, in case of any unfore- 
eeen complication, appointing myself residuary legatee and sole trustee 


and executor.” 
“It's very kind of you to take so much trouble,” said Uncle D‘ck, 
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“ particularly as it’s all thrown away. When I make a will it will be 
my will, not yours; in fact, you'll have nothing to do with it.” 

Mr. Snyder smiled. Mr. Snyder's normal expression was not cheer- 
ful; when he smiled he was ghastly. 

Uncle Dick, having finished breakfast, rose from the table and 
stepped through the French windows of his breakfast room 
on to the lawn to enjoy his matutinal cigar and to mutter 
uncomplimentary remarks as to those who so persistently 
impressed upon him that he was, in two senses, a near rela- 
tive, and whom he wished were a deal more distant. 

Then Mr. Snyder began to impress upon Mary the impro- 
priety of her chatting at her garden gate with young Tom 
Trueman—the fellow who was always painting pictures but 
never selling them. 

“ He hasn't got a penny to bless himself!" snarled Saul. 

* People don’t bless themselves with pennies,” said Mary. 
“ He can be blessed without one—bless him !” 

“ Old man’s in a paddy,” said Mr. Snyder. And Mary, not 
replying to this remark, he added: “ Wish I could have a 
peep at that will of his, I suppose you know all about it, 
and you've looked after number one.” 

“| don’t know anything or care anything about dad's will," 
said Mary. “I love him too much to be continually calcula- 
ting on his death and on what I shall! get out of it.” 

* You little devil! wouldn't I like to turn you out of this 
house!” said Mr. Snyder, to himself, but to Mary he said— 

“ Mary, you look so nice, I really think I must kiss you.” 

Advancing to suit the action to the word Mr. Snyder 
received on the cheek a sounding smack from, not the lips, 
but the hand of Mary. He staggered backwards on to the 
foot of Uncle Dick, who, having from the garden witnessed a 
portion of the scene, came in jost in time to comp!ete the 
tableau by kicking his legal relative out of his house. 

(To be continued, ) 


A New Reading. | 
“ ALL that is bright must fade,”—'tis true ; 
And thus we note that, streaming through 
Unblinded window-panes, 
The sunbeams bright will surely fade 
Our richest carpets and brocade, 
And leave them fleck’d with stains, 





HEEOLESS AND TOOTHLESS. 

“ Reeling again, Janet?” i 

“ Weel, ye see, minister, ane canna be aye spinnin’, 

“Ab, do you know where you are going!” 

“ Brawly ; I aye gang where I get it best and cheapest.” 

“I fear, Janet, if you don’t mend your ways you will go where 
there is nothing but wailing and gnashing of teeth,” 

“ Let them goash awa’ that hae them, for feint a stump hae I had 


for the last twenty year,” 
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THEORY AND PRACTICE. 
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“Yes, my dear: Dryrot,” exclaimed Professor “Kspecially of that sancti- The attraction was suflicieat. Mr. B. did 
Blower, “ it is an excellent idea of mine. I have pur- fied looking young Mr. Butter- not patronize that low survival. But en route 
posely arranged for my great lecture to take place mouth. But, there!” to the lecture a dark figure might have been 
on the evening of the 5th, in order to keep our frivolous observed carrying a suspicious looking parcel 
young freshmen from joining in that abominably low custom of the Town and Gown roxs. underneath its gown, 


I have my doubts of some of the new men.” 
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“ The subject of my lecture this evening will be ‘The Theoretical Action of Heat as applied to the Laws of Impact.’ ” 
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Sudden practical illustration of the above subject. 


“ Fr—um—we will—er—conclude our lcc'ure another evening, 
gentlemen,” CURTAIN, 
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FIREWORKS.—’ BY KIND PERMISSION.” 


SCENE: Trafalgar Square, 


Home Secretary“ CERTAINLY, MY BOYS, LEI OFF YOUR FIREWORKS AND ENJOY YOURSELVES; BUT DON'T 
ANNOY OTHER PEOPLE,” 


[See Cartoon Verses, p. 187. 
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HOW IT HAPPENED. 


Laura Lovesome,—“ Mamma and | have enjoyed ourselves so much, dear, thanks. 


How nice your brother is!” 


Mrs, Dearheart,—“ Yen't he a dear fellow! Don't you wish he were your brother, 


Laura L.—“ Not quite.” 


dear?” 
I shall te)l bim!” 


Mrs. D—"“ You don't? Oh—ah! I see, 


Laura L.—“ No—not for worlds!”  { But she did, and that's how it happened. 





Exe. You surprise me! I will confess to you that I 
had been taught otherwise ! 

| Mr. Fux. For proof of what I say let me have the 

| {ineffable pleasure of at once unfolding to your notice 
several examples of our national niceness towards our 

| neighbours! 

Exe. If, oh sage !—these your compatriots can pos- 

| sibly be as gentle, refined, considerate, voy polished, 

_ and altogether as noble as yourself, I shall indeed be 

that ever I came to witness your native speci- 
| mens of Current Courtesy! [Chord. They vanish. 
i 


Scene I—Hyde Park im October, and during a 
mecting of the “ Domestic Servants’ Defiant 
Defence League, Ltd.” Resolutions, amendments, 

ete., etc. scattered arownd for business. Enter 

Explorer and Mg. Fun. They listen attentively 

to the proceedings. 

| A Buruer. And therefore, ladies and gents, whom 

| merrytrishus masters and masteresses would stiggle- 

| matise as meanulee—I beg to propose the followin’ 


reserlution. 
SEVERAL Cooks. ’Ear,’ear! Down with misszuses |! 


BuTLeEB. That this meetin’ of the backbone of Britain 
| calls upon every so-called servant from butler to buttons 
| «from ladies’ help to kitchen assistant—from cook to 
| coachman—from groom to knife-cleaner—to band to- 
gether in one unanimous union to stem the current 
of oppression and confounded cheek indulged in by 
those lazy, lolling, overfed, underculchered, unbrained 
beasteses which calls themselves our masters and our 
mis* eresses. 

A @eoom. All them there feller backbones of Britain 
in faver of the same will please signifercance the same 
in the usual manner or even more so. 

THE MEETING. Year, year! ‘Ooray! Down with 
the depressors of servants and all such low ignerant 
cattle ! 

RoTuer. Carried unanermously, nem, con, 

EXPLORER (to Mr. Fun). But, I say, you know, 
really, this seems quite a new form of courtesy, and—— 

Mr. Fux. Oh! these are but a few discontented 
agitators. We do have some now and again—on the 
whole our English servants are a willing and law-abidiog 
race. Their employers, too, are all famous for the 
gentleness and consideration with which they treat 
| their menials, Indeed, you will find that—— 
| Hica Born Lavy (walking by with another H.B.L.) 

And, do you know, my deah, that my under houeemail 

—a fairly educated creature, but one of the merest 
| masses—actually had the audacity to want an evening 
| out once a year! 
THE OTHER H.B.L. (almost fainting and applying 
smelling bottle to her delicately chiselled nos:), Gracious 
Heavens! deah child, what impiety! And did no 
thunderbolt visit the Pagan hussey with vengeance ? 

H. B. L. No, but Zdid! I turned her out that night 
there m3 then into the streets, without character or 
wages | 

THe Orner H. B. L. Quite right, my deah! You 
behaved nobly! Discipline must be maintained, and 








[ They pass on. 





FUN-DB SIBOLB FAROBB. 


CURRENT COURTESY ; 
Op, Woman's RIGHTS-EOUSNESS AND Man's Un-DitrTo. 


Prologue. 
Scuns— England the Land of the Free. Seraphic Music. Enter an 
ae with him MB. Fu, the famous guide, philosopher and 
EXPLORER. Oh, cheeriest and cheapest of philosophers, guides and 
friends, I bave been in your charming nation but a very little while, 
but oh! dear me! Good gracious ! What wonderful things 
athe Oh! they’re nothing! We ha 
RB, Fon. re e have so many wonderful 
things that they are mere common o a bt the pentben, neh.to 
mention TLames Embankment. What I am a ag ays anxious for 
you to note is the delightful manner in which the natives of these 
islands treat each other. The polished courtery of a Mere Foreign 
Neighbour bas often been remarked by thore who travel. But what 
is French polish compared to gocd old English geniality ? Why, here, 
tir—even in the strongest arguments we, I am proud to say, invariably 
et each thee with the greatest possible patience, toleration and 
orbearance 


j 
: 





EXPLORER. But, I say, Mz. Fon, really, you know, this—— 

Mx. Fon (hurrying him away). Oh! but they are not ali like that. 
We bappened on a bad streak! Come with me into this building— 
there is a little friendly discussion afoot on a scientific question. It 
is on the subject of Vivisection and is being carried on by some of our 
mot learncd and sympathetic lady and gentleman ecientists. 

EXPLORER. Mr. Fun, I follow you with gleasure, sir, [ They enter. 
EcenE II.— The building aforeseid. VIVISECTORS ad ANTI- 

VIVISECTORS discorered, 

Mr, Corcevey. And it is with pain I am bound to add that those 
so-called ladies and pretended gentlemen who have written to the 
—_— t the Great and Glorious Principle of Vivisection are, to 

t 
Plithering 


1 
a set of pig-headed, paltry rabbishy reeking band of 
iota! Fit only to be boiled and then given to the dogs 
before the said 
Miss BoBBE, 


come under our glorious vivisection process ! 

leman who has dared to speak the slightest 
in favour of this diabolical, degrading, detestable quackery—this 80- 
= vivisection, is “A mean, es mouthing, malignant: fiend, 
whose company wou and bring everlasting shame upon 

Satan himself. wT : . 2 
Mr. SPURNHARD P’sHAW. Begorra! Take that eame Corceley 
now, and vivisect him while he waits, the epalpeen, then put him in 4 
frsirg pan and cook the infernal scoundrel till he wouldn't know bis 




















FUN. 




















The Round Table Annual 


for 1893. 
“Pour-LA!” We have jast been 
over our old friend, 

Judy's “Round Annual,” 
“ Pouf-La ” It isnota book to be 
overlooked, for we find thirty- 
nine Music Hall Artistes of 
rare distinction each “doing 
a turn,” and a good turn, 


’ 

clever illustrations “ brilliant! 
illuminate” the text. It ought to 
take the public, and the pablic will 
take it toa gocd old tune or we 
are very much mistaken. Ask for 
“ Pour-LA,” one shilling, and see 
that you get it, 

















NECK OR NOTHING.—TaeE FavooaritTs. 


THE START. 








oxn mother, and then feed a so-called 
molern playwright wid him, avick! 
( General uproar.) 

Mr, CORCELEY AND Ma. P’sHAW (¢e 


each other). You're a—— And yon’re 
a—— And you're another! Go to—— 
etc , etc., etc. 


EXPLORER (to Mr. Fon). 
Really, you know I have never 
before heard this kind of 
courtesy | 

Mr. Fux. Oh! it’s nothing, this is a 
mere exception. Ah! see, here is a chapel, 
let us go in. 

EXPLORER. Well, I am a churchman 
myself, but still I'll—— 

Mr. Fon. And here is a Nice Young 
Men's Christian Association. We will a'so 
look in there ! 

EXPLORER. Charmed, I'm sure, 

Mr. Fon (peeping in both for awhile 
and then popping out again). No, no! not 
that—or rather, not those (taking Ex- 
PLORER aoay)! I am sorry to say, my 
friend, that, just at the present moment, 
the biz chapel is in the throes of a mighty 
row, owing to a volcanic outburst es to 
which minister shall be elected, and, as [ 
understand from a former minister there, 
that the Devil has got loose among the 
members, I don't think it quite safe to 
take you in there yet. We will wait. 

EXPLORER, But what about the Young 
Men’s ——!? 

Mr. Fon. Oh, the Association! Well, 
that is just now being carpeted, because it 
has drawn up some absurd Class Distinc- 
ticns—the junior clerks, errand boys, etc , 
refusing to sit in the same hall as the 
porters, warehousemen and so forth. We 
will visit that when things have cooled 
down a bit, 

EXPLORER. But how do you account 
for the unfortunate examples that we have 
struck to day? 

Mr. Fon. Well, to tell you the truth, 
I am afraid that all these so-called 
Christians la :k something of Christianity, 
— 80, until they see that they get it, we 
wil] —— 

A CERTAIN KIND OF CONSTABLE. 


Here, wots this? Arguing? That's 
drunkenness! Come on here! (Arrests 
them both. 


CouRTEOUs CURTAIN. 


Commandment for Game Preservers. 
THOU shalt not covert thy neighbour's 
pheasants, nor his partridges, nor grouse. 
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StarrWood 42 
| THE Post. 
New Leaves. 
“Tag Wreck or ‘THe Emity Tits,” by 


Neville Lynn (Capper and Newton). “The Emily 
Tite” and other burlesque recitations, being 
avowed]y entirely free to all reciters, gives a fortu- 
nate opportunity to all such entertainers to make 
up with Emily.—“Succes-ful Advertising,’ by 
Thos. Smith and J. H. Osborne, 132 Fleet Street. 
The 13th annaal issue of this invaluable guide to 
| advertisers is quite equa', if not superior, to all 
| former editions. It may profitably be referred to 
for both counsel and advice, 
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Fireworks, 
(See Cartoon.) 


’T1s very nice, no doubt, 
To be able to go playing where you choose 
When your mother knows you're out, — 
But the privilege you oughtn't to abuse, 


Some little boys delight 
To ry their equibs in dark November 


)8 5 
Nor would they like it quite, 
Should you circumscribe their pyrotechnic 
ways, 


They ought to be allow'd, 
So they fancy, to burn powder where they 


piease, 
And grumble if the crowd 
ene “sperm with frolics such as 


Now, like some little boye, 

Sunday Labour Representatives declare 
They're robbed of half their joys 

If they mustn’toccupy Trafalgar Square. 


Thus Mr, Asquith, he, 
To allay the yearning that they have at 


heart, 
Says, henceforth be free 
To discharge their fireworks sometimes in 
that part. 
“ But,”—here he adds this charge— 
“ Mind, your meetings you must peaceably 
conduct : 
Annoy the town at 
And it’s possible that you'll again be 
chack’d!” 


JUST OUT—PRICE ONE SHILLING. 
Post Free, 1s, 24d. 


Hood’s Comic Annual 


Full of Comic Stories and Piotures by 
Leading Authors and Artists of the day. 


* Brimful of the wit: fa »mart circle of authors 
and arti-te... Losti-el melancholy cannot stand 
against such « force of mirth as this, and Laughter, 
holding both her sides, is left in possession of the 
Geld.” —Liog d's Weekly News, 

full of gvot things, b th in the way of 
narrative and iliucr i Times, 


ever 

comic artiste.” — Referee. 

“Swart text aod lively illustrations co npete for 

supremacy... An exeelient number."—~ ni’ Act, 

“Brighter and more attractive than ever.”— 
Brechin Advertiser. 

“* Age cannot wither nor custom stale {te Inf site 


variety."—Dover Telegraph. 
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— . _“ —— i; BT SON hha pe | 15th. Somebody will marry a 
ee PL wd Ta aes husband, 
I ee 














i Ph % ‘ea —' iio | bee 16th. Somebody will lose a 
en 1s TRAS. 1g fortune. 


17th, Somebody will make one. 
18th, —-" will publish a 
boo 


_ 19th. Somebody will read it. 

_ 20th, Somebody will slate it. 
21st. Somebody will buy a 

BER | new bonnet. 

= mes Yj, _ 22nd, Somebody will have to 

be | pay for it. 

23rd, Somebody will think this 

a beautifal, jolly nice 





ie 








ILS world. 
PTS Seren ng: 24th. Somebody will think it 
| Pre rina an ugly, miserable 
An Ni ae a nasty one. 
‘Tk oll ie wa 3 25th, Somebody's little wifey 


will cook such a 
dinner as a surprise 
for somebody. 
| 26th, Somebody won’t be able 
| to eat it. 
| 27th, Somebody will fall asleep 
in sermon time. 
28th. Sometody will miss the 
Metropolitan train. 
29th, Somebody will just 
manage to catch the 
morning bus, 


ee aii 
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I a 830th, Nearly all the things 
7 “AGE BEFORE. HONESTY. that have happened 
te “By Jove! Lady Slapperton looks well to-night, She can’t bea chicken, though, What age do you already will happen 

' suppose she is?” over again, all at once 
I; Viscount Verisopht,—“ Well, honestly, deah boy, l've no doubt she’s a good deal older than she weally ligaidyeh nobody will 
A is, don’tcherknow.’ beat all surpriced at it. 

| Some Frobable Prophecies for the Month, In a Puddle. 

| By Our SeELectT SHIPTON, ScEnE—A Street in a Suburb of London, 

+ | DRAMATIS PgeRsonme.—A very fat French lady, A very lean French 
a, On or about the poodle, A very learned English policeman, 

- lst. Rain will fall — um- The Lady (bewailing her splashed dress).—‘“‘ Oh! but zese Ingleese 

ft brellas will rise. roads are bad. They are fool of ze sloosh and ze mcod. As I came 

| 2nd, Trees in parks will me across from ze other side, I have stepped right in ze pocdle vot you 
| 1 — dogs will see there.” sm 

t k. The Policeman, —“ Stepped on the poodle, missis? Oh, come, I say, 


4th. Will be born the finest who are you trying to get at? Why, the hanimile’s halive yet!” 


baby the monthly 

nurse ever remem- 

\ bers to have seen, 

‘ . 6th. A diabolical conspira- 

\ tor will be seized by 
the youth of Eng- | 
land, borne in 
triumph _—i through 
the public streete, 
and finally burned 
with squibs and re- 
joicings. 

6*h. A little boy will make 
the extraordinary 
scientific discovery that Sunday is as long: as two opens 
weekdays put together. Soldiers, guns and ammuniti6n, 
blocks, bricks ard balls will te seized in great numbers and 
confiscated by the authorities, 

7th. The British artizan will have bis usual Monday headache. , 
Rem«dy—a bair of the dog——! 

8th, Somebedy will die. |. 

9th, A popular alderman will be driven, in a gold chaise, through | 
the City of London, There will be rain, if it isnotadryday. | 
Several suits of armour will be observed perambulating the 
streets with nothing but whisky inside them. Lifebcats will 
be observed to row on dry Jand. Several citizens will have 
their pockets picked. “T got blocked in the crowd and 
couldn't move" will be a generally accepted excure for per- ' 
sons failing in punctuality. Sawyer—" You look perplexed, old man !” 

















10th. Somebody's hustand will be detained very late at the club, Bawyer (energetic autograph collector),—" I am.” 

11fhk, Somebcdy's wife will sit up for him. | Sawyer.—* Why, what's up?” 

12th, An engaged couple will quarrel and part for ever, Bawyer (confidentially).—“ Fact is, I wrote to two great author 
13th. They will make it up again. for their signatures. They sent them without any address or heading 


14th, Somebody will marry a wife, and I can’t tell which is which,” 
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DANGEROUS COMPANY. 
First Sportsmin.—“ I say, I DO WISH YOU'D MIND WHAT YOU'RE ABOUT! YOU AS NEARLY AS PJSSIBLE SHOT Me THAT Time!” 
* Second Sportsman —“ I’m AWFULLY Sorry! You've no Ipga HOW SHoRt-SIGHTED I Am! 'PoN M¥ WoRD, I TOOK YOU FoR A 
\BBIT!” : 








STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


It has been truly said of Mr. Gladstone that no matter what path 
in life he had chosen at the outset, he would have been a leader in it. 
He is a statesman among statesmen, a scholar among scholars, “all 
things to all men,” but toall mena leader. Oxford years ago gave 
her great son her highest degree (D.C.L.), last week she accorded him 
the highest degree of praise and welcome. 

* * * & * + 

As an Elder Brother of Trinity House (where are the younger 
brothers?) Lord Rosebery showed his mastery of the art of taying 
nothing well—a great qualification for a Foreign Secretary. 

- 


a +. 
Mr. Courtney's 
speech at Menhenid 
may be taken as the 
indication of a desire 
on the part of many 
Liberal Unionists to, if 
possible, return to the 
fold, 
- * * 
Mr. Justice Denman 
that was the Hon. Geo. 
Denman (not that he 
has not always been 
known as honourable) 
has sailed “across the 
Bar,” in the sense of 
retiring from the 
- ee Oe Bench, so that techni- 
od ' ; cally he is within the 
“ WALK Ue, MY LORDS sND GentLemEs. Wack Bar again. His leave- 
Ue aND SEE THE SCHEME IN HOPERATION!” taking was a very 
pretty ceremony. 
The speech of Sir Charles Russel] did honot r to the man of whom it 
was spoken and to the man who spoke it. 


* ” oe « * 
Now that Lord Rosebery, the Libera] Premier of the future, has 
called attention to the chronic congestioa of City traffic, probably 








‘.Gog” and “ Magog 
Lord Rosebery has that County Council, which the City Fathers 
in such righteous horror and no little awe, at his back, 


The condition of Cheapside on a weekday morning would be ad 
grace to the last, and is a stigma upon first city in the wor 
Vans are allowed to loaf opposite warehouses and opposite each other, 
thus narrowing the roadway to threadlike proportions, But before we 
get clearer routes the City magnates must get clearer heads. 


* 

Lord Rosebery has evidently read, marked, learned and digested the 
adventures of the Prince of Pharawai in 
a journey along Cheapside, as recounted 
in our contemporary Judy. 

. 


” will set about putting their streets in sng 


. a * 

“Victoria B.I.” gracefully and wisely 
expressed the sentiments of her oem ne in 
her message of condolence to the President 
of the United States of America upon the 
loss of his wife, « ‘ 

So the Triple Alliance is endangercd be- 
cause Austria and Italy are falling out over 
their wine, or, as Mr. 1 wittily put it to 
me at the Crichton the other day, “ quarrel- 
ling in their cups.” * * 

f the angels are, indeed, on the side of 
the big battalions, Germany then, indeed, 
bids fair to become an empire, but 
not otherwise, The Great continue 
going “one better” than each other in the 
matter of increased armaments; but there 
is a limit to all things, and, when they have 
strained their resources to the utmost and Back Im His TsEns. 


we 





are unable to sustain the tension, the “ big 
bust up” must come. The only apparent consolation is, that it-will 
for a time clear out of Kogland the horde of Germans have got 


our markets in their control. Tas Maw tw Tae OLock Towsgs. 





mw” To CORRESPONDENTS.— The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions. In no case will they be rvturned unless 
accompanted by a damped and directed envelope. 
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Socialist, places 


“Guv'nor,” he cried, “it’s like this :—’Ere 
have | lorst my wife, the only means of support 
I had; an’’ere am I left the sole father of a 
motherless kid who ain't at present big enuff to 
work an’ keep me! Now,a few pals at the‘ Cat 
ard Crumpet’ are gettin’ up a friendly lead— 
‘ere’s the subscription list !—for my benefit ; an’ 


>» 








THE SOCIALIST AND THE CABINET MINISTER. 





LATTER-DAY FABLES—WITH MATTER-OF-FACT MORALS. 





_ 7 
i 2 Sy v7, 
\ Ms 7 Za 
A high souled, lofty minded Who indignantly resented the popular selfishners which Accosted a Cabinet Minister as he was 
' all sorta of restrictions upon female labour, issuing from the particular red tape depart- 


ment over which he presided. 


‘“‘ My dear sir,” replied the minister, gravely, “I 
regret to say that the government will be unable 
to add ita monetary mite towards what is doubt- 
leas a most deserving undertaking ; but—you may 
certainly put it down for the liberty of Trafalgar 
Square! Good morning!” 


wot I wants to know is—wot's the guvvernment goin’ todo forme? ’Ow much are they goin’ 





“ An’ me,’ murmured the outraged 
Socialist, ‘makin’ fifty speeches a day 
doorin’ the late crisis! Trafalgar Square! 
Wot’s the use o’ that to me? Wot I wants 
is beer and baccker an’ stuff like that! 
Bust my buttons! the next guvvernment 
as I ’elps to put in power’ll pervide me 
with a reg’ler income [ don’t think!” 


to subscribe | MoRAL—The gratitude of governments and the moderation of Socialists are equally proverbial, 








INSTITUTE of Painters in Oil Colours. 


The worthy president, Sir James Linton, occupie 


hy half a dezen or more gem-like works by Solor 
Amongst the best of the tigure pictures are “ A Ve 

















exhibition, there is a great deal of very talented work upon the walls. 


reom with an elaborate picture of a rustic love scene, “The Old 
Story,” painted with great delicacy and fine feeling, It is surrounded 


Waterlow, A.R.A., KE. M. Hale, Owen Dalziel, Alfred East, and others. 


by G. G, Kilburne, BR.1, “Connoieseurs,” by Townley Green, K.1., 


London: Printed by DALZIEL BROTHERS, at tl 





Picture Shows. 


In this, their tenth two small works by J. R. Reed, and two clever character subjects by 


L. Raven-Hil]. The landecapes yield conspicuous examples, the works 


s a centre in the large of Claude Hayes, Hope McLachlan, J. L. Pickering, Yeend King and 


Herbert Dalziel are among the best. There is a fine seascape, 
‘‘Katwyke Beach,” by Edwin Hayes, R.H.A., and another, “ Home 


non J, Solomon, E. A, from the Fishing Ground,” by E. F. Brewtnall, R.W.S. There isalsoa 


ry Important Matter,” and “A Mighty Hunter,” 








out of many wortby works, 


very clever picture of a dog, “ The Idler,” by W. Frank Calderon, 


by J.T. Nettleship. These are only a few 











Cadbury's 


‘‘The Typical Cocoa of 
English Manufacture, CHEMICALS 


USED 
Absolutely Pure. ‘peae. 
—The Analyst. 7° chee 


xeir Camden Press, High Street, N.W., and Published (for the Proy 


Reckitts 

















SNE RN ER RE POURRA oN Ye 




















NOVEMBER 9, 1892. “FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 


s 













pb 
} 64 / 2 NO 
Barf tif 4) SALE . pg 
é v 
; ue, \ “4 si » LY ity 
. . . “ \ . Sh 
ee y My Yip 
Ua MY e ot A yy A GUGM, 
_ « roe vy! W) ig tpl) 9, 
' i WA /, f 


‘ ‘ : ? ‘ 
‘' DA et etl the 1) 
/ Ze, 4 fa SOP A PO / Pj 
Af} Li AY Ja SAK er ose3 4 4 : 
<< Cf fo oe TA: swt // ; f sli 
/ A , J j j 
is j 


N The 9% inthe cityg— 
) Miss Betty Lycemg the Show for the frest time] Which hat 


a we come to see, Aunt Julia — the men dressed Like Guys in 
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the road, or the big crowds on the pavements 2 
The Lap-@o Li N 48 






that proved To ty ral 





Colt de Giltine (2 ven | 
The os aa the tena ie. KY £50 rrole lost and found Another dog thief. 


1) You'll hear some expression like this, friends, we tro v | (4) This nice little lap-dog, so funny and fat, 
bie When you go ode ts the Lord Mayor's Show, ' | Turned out most e-rattic—in fact, a he-rat, 
(2) Sach “Skeleton” breakers should find that the Law | (5) A Count—but self-titled—caused landladies grief. 
Makes no bones about them—bnt fills them with awe. He was proved no a-Count, but a mere foreign thief, 
j i ink and toawe | (6) This “ fifty pound flimsy,” lost, but soon found, 
" bom ate ius peas sie Made this fifty-pound-note-worthy hansom renowned, 


(7) To train up a pup in the way he should thieve, 
Displayeth a pup-pose most prone to deceive, 
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ALL ab- 
sorbing 
topic of 
the theat- 
rical hour 
(which, of 
course, is 
a very late hour in- 
deed) is, and will be 
for some time, the 
big production at 
the Lyceum. To- 
morrow night will 
see Mr. Irving make 
(what I think) his 
most ambitious at- 
tempt and (what | 
venture to believe 
will be) his greatest 
success, There is 
something in the 
character of Lear— 
or, rather, there is 
everything in the 
character of Lear— 
as I read it which is 
likely to catch Mr. 
Irving's peculiar 
genius at i's best 
and strongest points, 
and J, fur one, look 
forward with the hope of seeing one of the finest and most interesting 
pieces of work of modern theatrical history. What 
Miss Terry will make of Cordelia is scarcely in 
question—* but,” as the novelists of an archaic age 
were wont to remark, “we anticipate.” Let us have 
patience until the event, and then—well, then you 
shall Lear all about it. 






." 


if 
A 





A LITTLE CONVERSATION; YOU'LL LEAR ALL ABOUT 
IT PRESENTLY, NO DOUBT. 


WHEN you see an acting-manager standing, leg 
apart and thumbs in waistcoat arm-holes, at the 
portal of the particular play-house he is connected 
with, you feel an instinctive certainty _ 
that it is of no practical use to ask him, (— 
in your capacity as a_ professional 
‘ deadhead,” for a “dozen stalls” or (¢ ) 
“dress circles,” or a “box or two,” . 
signs or Pros. Whether this cheering, or depressing, 

PBRITY. sight (according as you are a ‘ dead- 

head” or not) is to be en- 
joyed at Terry’s just now I am unable to say 
from personal experience, but I understand 
that Mr. Sapte’s very Lucky Dog has proved 
such a successful Terryer—such a “ good 
house” dog, that he is actually keeping the 
owner of the building out of it! So Mr. 
Terry is making a virtue of necessity, and 
stopping in the country a little longer. 


THERE was a gathering of the dramatic 
critic clan one evening recently, summoned 
by the fairy wand of the ever genial Isaac 
Seaman (prince of good fellows and _past- 
master of his craft), to adjudicate upon a 
new piece just brought out by the Messrs, 
Jones Bros.,of Holloway, entitled An /rten- 
sion of Premises ; or, How, by strict attention 
to business, to merit the continuation of your 
support, Messrs, Jones keep one of those 
“general shops’"’ which remind us so of 
peaceful village life (with a difference). 
Their “ little place” is now as beautiful and 
commodious as a palace and a — 
trifle more useful, and you can \\— ? - fd 
obtain therein everything you OO — te 
can possibly want (and consider- a 
ably more that you don't), from 
a ha'p'orth of pins to an ironclad 
—more or leas, After learning 
from one of the sons of the firm how many horscs his father had 
(black, white and grey), we turned round the handsome and com pre- 





A GOOD PUCFP. 


there is) now reigns at the Garrick 
in its stead. The authors are 
Messrs. Louis N. Parker and Thorn- 
ton Clarke.—There is talk of Zhe 


Trafalgar, and of Dorothy going on 
in its place. I’m sorry there is 
necessity for such “goings on” 
myself, but it may not “come off” 
after all, you know.—Mr. Harry 
Nicholls, they tell me, is ever so 
much better, of which I am glad. 
And now, if you want any more theatrical information from me on 
this occasion, you will just have to whistle for it, as I am just going 
to plunge into oblivion amid the glories of “‘ Hood’s Comic Annual” 
and thoroughly enjoy myself. 





hensive building three times and caught—sight of festive preparations 
and actualities, which interested us deeply till considerably after the 





Waiter.—* Very sorry, sir, we ain't 
allowed to let you drink it here; but if 
you'll kindly take it outside on the pave- 
ment, the manager says he'll reserve 
your geat till you come back.” 


brave men and handsome women 
(they are all of this description)— 
who “also serve,” because they 
“stand wait,’ behind the Messrs, 
Jones’s numerous counters — had 
put up the shutters and retired to 
rest, 


WE hard-worked pressmen toiled 
on as usual; in fact, far into the 


* LICENSED FOR MOSIC AND Dincina.” night, admiring the excel’ent con- 


duct of ‘the chair,” the patri- 
archal (if he'll allow me to call him so) Thomas Catling ; the wily 
smile of the distinguished “ Idler,” Zingwill ; the flowing periods of 
the able Seaman, who had “ never spoken before,” and so had plenty 
to say; the bold imagery and quaint quips of the redoubtable 
“Geoffrey Thorne”; the polished utterances of the stately Cecil 
Howard; the masterly silence of H. T. Johnson, John Nor.hcote and 
other men of light and leading, and the capital singing of Messrs. 
Franklin Clive, William Lloyd and James Kift. “When next” 
Messrs, Jones and their business have a silver wedding, “ may I be 
there to see.”’ 


THE Music and Dancing Licensers—or one might a!most call 
them Music and Dancing un-Licensers—are, or have been (let us have 
decision whatever we do!) well on the track. Some people have got 
their licences and some haven't; and some that have them wish they 
hadn’t some parts of them. There is even a small contingent sitting 
down, babbling o’ green fields and wondering if a music and dancing 
licence permits singing, playing or dancing, or is only meant for a 
chimney ornament! As for the feller who gets thirsty in front—well, 
that’s Ais look out. 


Nops AND WINKS.—Miss Sedohr Khodes has retired from Jacognita 
to get better (I don’t mean what you mean), and Miss Nellie Stewart 


is there (I may say, all there) in 
her place. Zhe Awakening has 
gone to sleep, and The Bar Sinis- 
ter * (which, asthe Daily News re- 


minds us, is the name of nothing 


Wedding Eve coming off at the 


ae te 





OBLIVION ! 


NESTOR, 
* Now called David. 
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RE DEEPSWIGG, DECEASED; 


Or, WHERE THERE’S A WILL THERE'S A Way OvT or IT, 





CHAPTER III. 


UNCLE DEEPSWIGG departed on his continental tour with a light 
heart and several heavy portmanteaux, leaving Mary very lonely, 


“Then 
he hasn't 
made his 
will, after 
all?” ex- 
claimed 
Mr. Saul 
Snyder, on 
meeting 
Mary for 

itfhs the first 
UY Yh. time since 
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book, choosing, as the theme of his discourse, the richest dishes at 
which an imagination quickened by mal de mer could shiver. 

It was then that Deepswigg became apparently absorbed in con- 
templation of the waves that curled and frisked around the sides of 
the vessel, and oblivious of aught beside, 

It was then—but wait till the clouds—I mean till the last chapter 
—or rather, don't wait, go on to it, 

Ten minutes later a muffled form crept into Deepswigg’s cabin. 

A few days later Mary Deepswigg, as she had from the time of her 
adoption been called, seated at breakfast, started out of her skin and 
her chair, and sent one half of her coffee down her throat the wrong 
way and the other over the Airedale terrier, who, sitting up for a bite, 
“sat up” in another sense at this unexpected hot shower-bath, and 
all on account of a nerve-crashing double rat-tat at Deepswigg’s door. 

Susan, the maid of ail work, surprised in the middle of stove 
blacking operations, entered, in a piebald condition, and remarked— 

“ Telegraft, miss!” and deposited the brown envelope and a black 
fingermark on the snowy tablecloth, 

Mary extricated the pink tissue from its mahogany cover and read : 

 Deepswigg died ‘ Dindon d'Or Dodu,’ Dieppe. 

— DIDIER.” 

Even while the flimsy fluttered in her hands 
another knock came at the door, and presently 
Mr, Saul Snyder entered e?geways, according to 
his wont, 

Half fainting Mary handed him the telegram, 
As he read it his eyes dilated, a bright speck, 
S.~ ‘ that might have been a speck or pimple, but was 

Mr. Snyder's best effort at a flush, came into his 
cheeks, and he exclaimed— 

“ Hip, hip ! I mean, dear me! This is too 
good—that is, too dreadful to be true. I must 
wire to the Hotel Dindon d'Or Dodu for full 
particulars, Whooop! That is,oh, lor! At last 
—I mean,so soon! Lullaliety! That is to say, 
a.cas |” 

“I must go and bring him back,” sobbed Mary. 

“You!” said Mr. Snyder, turning more livid 
even than usual, ‘‘ Excuse me, I don't see what 
right you have to interfere at all; this isa matter 
concerning his relations,” 

And leaving Mary in tears Mr, Snyder stroce 
off to the post office to dispatch the following 
telegram : 

“Put him under at once. Will stand all ¢xcs, 








his uncle’s departure. “ What ashame it is! Only yesterday two of 
my best clients have robbed me of two lovely actions by making 
it up, one with his neighbour and the other with his wife. How 
contrary people are!” 

“Oh! but uncle has made his will,” said Mary, 

Mr. Snyder’s face grew even longer. 

‘““Who drew it?” he asked. 

“ Uncle did it all himself,” she replied. ee 

Snyder’s lantern jaws were lighted by a smile as by electricity, it 
was £0 quick and ghastly. He hastened home, and, in the privacy of 
his chamber, danced a breakdown. He had his own opinion of home- 
made wills, and he began to speculate upon the ills that travelling 
flesh is heir to. ; 

Meantime, Mr, Deepswigg was experiencing those ills in the chops 
of the channel. They were very choppy chops on this particular 
night, and the worthy retail tradesman had no appetite that night for 
anything, especially chops! He leaned over the stern rails, looking 
mournfully and greenly at the mass of shaving lather the screw of the 
steamer was leaving in its wake, until it reminded him of whipped 
cream, and then he turned away and groaned. 

It being late in the year there were but few passengers on board 
the packet, and even those Mr. Deepswigg kept at as great a distance 
as possible—especially one gentleman of about his own years whose 
manners were only equalled in loudness by his garments, and who 
was apparently crossing to Dieppe to continue there certain turf 
transactions which the police had interrupted on this side, _ 

This man sidled up to Mr. Deepswigg, who was sadly leaning over 
the bulwarks wondering if there was any prospect of Sir Edward 
Watkin completing his Channel Tunnel within the few weeks of his 
projected holiday, and, without any regard for the worthy retired 
tradesman’s feelings, began to talk as nearly as possible like a cookery 





follows.—SAUL SNYDER.” 
(To be continued, ) 








The Secret Nearly Out 


By Mr, Fun’s Man Over- Bored, 


THe “ boy” stood on the burning deck, 
Where other “ boys” had lain. 
He heeded not the captain's beck ; 
Nor did he seek the flames to check ; 
T7e saw no danger there to reck 
This bottle of champagne! 


But Mr, Fun swears (Mr, F. can swear when he likes) it was a 
rcal boy who cil the feat—or, rather, overdid the feet, 


‘ Meaning a Luoy for the ships what sail, 
And not a boy what's a juvenile male"? 


iaquires the MAN OVER-BORED, ad | 
‘A juvenile male,” answers Mr, FUN, with some indignation (Mr. 
F, hates other people to be sceptical). 
“Ob!” exclaims the M, O.-B, (a tone of lame acquiescence perva- 
ding his utterance), ‘then we'd better have it this way" : 


The boy stood on the buruing deck— 
A trath I won't destroy. 
I would not care to lie, I ’spec’— 
And neither would the boy! [ Descent of the subject, 





Hurrah for Tommy Dodd's Descendant. 

THE French made a wise selection in sending Colonel Dodds at the 
head of the Expedition to Dahomey. It is said that the Colonel is 
the son of an Englishman—probably that friend of our youth, Tommy 
Dodd—and no doubt he lives and fights up to the family motto of the 
Dodds, ‘‘ Heads or tails we're bound to win,” since when meeting the 
French force the Dahomey warriors lose their heads and turn tail, 


Coming over to see to affairs at once, Letter 


THE VERY LATEST ABOUT THAT BRAVE “ Boy,” 
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FUN. 


7. | _ A RECKLESS LAWBREAKER. 
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Well, we 'adn’t ’ardly started a-demonstratin. wen the old bloke come out a-interferin’. 
’ , ’ ” ’ } o, . T-wle *? aoe : es 7" 
“ Wotcher warnt ‘ere ?”’ sez ’e short like. ‘ Well, if yer must know, Ugly,” sez Bill, “ were 
’ ‘ ' . . . pe , ‘ ® “6? ; 
a demcnstra’in', ree?” “ Don't yer know this is private property?” says the Squire, Oo 
> ' ' ' ‘ ' aos i ar _ ’ } Vee = 
cares ! Bays hi “Ain't l'rafaly, Square ‘private (crown } roputty ,* an 1 ain't the Demmycrates taken the use on It, eh? That's the law, d yc! 





bee?” “© But, look at them thieves and rufhians breakin’ into my ‘ouse!" gays the cold un, “ That ain't the law, is it?” “Har! Them thieves 
ain't our’n!"” saya Bill, “they're some as allus follera ua 

about, wen we're on this job. We hain't harnswerable for - 

them! That's the law, too!’ =__.t6 
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But the old rascal didn’t respect the law a mossle, and 'im™a magistrate an all, but ’e up and turned the garden ’ose on us, arter fust 
mixin’ soap with the water! A piece o' diabolical cruelty as no Demmycrat can abear. Talk about Rowdy Sunday! It was all the 


liowdy days of the weck together, and I don't deceive yer! 
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THE TWO GLADSTONES 
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[See Cartoon Verses, p. 200. 
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THE VOICE OF KNOWLEDGE. 

Bianca —" What a time the gentlemen do stay in the dining-room, to be sure, I wonder 
what they find to laugh and talk about seo much?” 

Josephine,— As well not to know, my dear, J daresay.” 


nr - - _—< — - —- 


FUN-DE-SIBOLB FAROBS, 
SOMETHING LIKE A SLAVE TRADE, 
(A Tragedy in several Weeps—and Sweeps.) 


Scene I.— A Dropery-Hosiery-Mercery-Linendrapery- Millinery- 
Emporium in Engla beg pardon—Uganda, Several SLAVES 
(white) male and female, discovered toiling, and ready to drop 
Jrom fatigue, CUSTOMERS seated, 


SLAVES (to customers). Thank you madame, sir, etc. What is the 
next article, please? ... Thank you. Yes, yes. I think we can 
supply the very thing! (Lugs many bundles down one after the other, 
and summons many other SLAVES, who do ditto, CUSTOMERS pull the 
materials all over the shop for many hours, and at last a fw of them 
choose something.) 

SLAVE, ONE yard and a half, I think you said, madame?... 
Thank you. Much obliged. (Aside), O, these hours and this weari- 
ness! O, foraseat! (Aloud.) I beg your pardon! Halfa yard of 
trimming? Thank you! (Lugs down more bundles, etc., etc., da capo. 
The various SLAVES then dash madly backwards and forwards to a 
poor little boy cashier-slave, pale and haggard for want of rist, At 
length the CUSTOMERS loftily depart. 

SLAVES. Ah! thank Heaven for one moment’s respite ! 

A CONSCIENTIOUS AND CONSIDERATE CUSTOMER (approaching 
them). You seem very tired. Are your hours go very long? ... In- 
deed! so long as that? How awful! ... But, of course, you some- 
times sit down just for a few seconds’ rest? . . . Not allowed to do 
60? Great Heavens! What barbarity !—I 

SLAVES (in terror). Hush, kind sir, for Heaven’s sake! We shall 
be punished—either dismissed or heavily fined! (They look around 
nervously), 

THE C, AND C. C, (aside, as he goes). Poor beggars! It is surely 
time that something was done to stop this slavery in Eng—— I mean 
Uganda! [ Evit. 

THE SLAVE OWNERS (suddenly entering with shopwalker). What's 
this? (to one) tired? You are fined five shillings! (70 another.) 
Hullo! sinking from want of a seat, and after only standing twelve 
and three-quarter hours! You are fined two and eix—first offence. 
(To others.) Ah! You were three seconds late for prayers this morn- 
ing.... WHAT! Not the same religion! ... Been brought up in 
another creed. HEATHEN!!! You are fined a week’s salary, and 
your cne evening out in eighty is cancelled till further notice! .. . 
But, ah! here is even a worse case! Yow just now allowed a lady to 
pass out without buying anything! ; 

A FEMALE SLAVE (tremdlingly). Under favour, gentlemen, we had 
nothing whatever in our establishment of the kind the lady asked for, 








THE 8S. Os. Fiend! You should have sold 
her something! Your wages are stopped, your 
| clothes confiscated, and you will be discharged 
and turned out into the streets to-night when we 
close, which will be late. 
| THE F. 8. Mercy! I have nota relation or 
| friend in the world! 
THE S. Os., ETC. Mercy! Ha! ha! \Not 
_ much! Discipline must and shall be maintained 
| —and our profits must be attended to! (The 

FEMALE SLAVE faints, and other SLAVES sink 

from exhaustion. The CONSCIENTIOUS AND Con- 

SIDERATE CUSTOMER peeps cautiously in and 

takes notes as scene closes. 

ScENE II1.—A Scene Room in the Great Gun 
Street Hotel, Lond —— hem! — Uganda, 
during a meeting of the Alphabet Tea and 
Scone Co., Limited, 

CHAIRMAN. I beg to move the adoption of 
the report of this dividend of forty-two per 
cent, | 

OMNES (or nearly). Hear! hear! 

SEVERAL VOICES. What! Only forty-two per 
cent.! That’s a fat lot! ete. 

A SHAREHOLDER (0f strangely sympathetic 
tendencies, and therefore dangerous), I beg to 
move that in view of this handsome dividend 
this company do slightly raise the wages of its 
waitresses. They at present start on nothing a 
week and gradually rise to nine and ten shillings 
per week, This is their highest... . 

OMNES (or nearly). Quite enough, too! .. . 
Too much! ... Reduce the wages! etc. 

THE AFORESAID SHAREHOLDER, But, gen- 
tlemen, gentlemen ! I need hardly point out that 
you can hardly expect respectable girls to live 

__| onesuchapittance.... 

Case se OMNES (or nearly). Can’t we!... 

THE A. 8S, Gentlemen, would you like your daughters to have to 
live on such a sum ? 

OMNES (or nearly). What's that to do with it? etc. 

CHAIRMAN (blue with rage, to SHAREHOLDER). Sit down, sit 
down! I call you to order,sir! Your language is shocking! Such 
revolutionary sentiments have surely never been heard! I am 
ashamed of you ! 

Two CLERGYMEN. Yes, indeed! and in a Christian land, too! 
Why (Remainder of these reverends’ remarks are omitted out of 
Fun’s regard for the thousands of TRUE SYMPATHETIC AND REALLY 
CHRISTIAN MINISTERS le knows who fight for the poor and not 
against them.) 

THE CHAIRMAN (still blue with rage), We are indeed living in 
dreadful times, This craving of the masses for wages to enable them 
to live decently (them, forsooth) bedes no good! Their clamour for 
some sort of leisure, recreation and consideration is beyond all belief ! 
Glad am I that these Reverend Shareholders on my right have spoken 
out with no uncertain sound on this matter, and have cried shame on 
the paltry cur who would dare propcse any increase in wages for the 
waitresses and other animalculz of the Alphabetical Tea and Scone 
Company (Limited). 

OMNES (or nearly). Chuck him out! (Zhe STRANGELY SYMPA- 
THETIC SHAREHOLDER is chucked. He is met, however, by the 
afvresaid CONSCIENTIOUS AND CONSIDERATE CUSTOMER.) 

THE C, AND C,.C. (grasping the 8. 8. 8. by the hand), Sir, you have 
done right nobly, and glad am I to see that the Star and the Morning 
(taking example from similar efforts which I have long made on 
tehalf of poor shop-slaves) are at hand to praise your outspoken 
championship of the Swindled and Oppressed ! 

THE 8.8.58. Then, you are Good Old—— 

THE C, AnD C.C, The same: Mk. G. O, FUN at your service. I 
intend, sir, to put all this white slavery in Eng—— hem !—Uganda, 
into a play, sir, though I fear that even my readers, although they love 
me will scarcely credit the astounding figures, statistics, as to hours, 
fines and so-called wages that the said play will contain ! 

THE B. P, (coming along). O, yes we will! We know yow, sir! 
(They sing.) “ For you're a jolly good fellow, and so says all the world!” 


CURTAIN, 


-_ - 











Rink, Pretty Creature, Rink. 


THE disconsolate rinkers who, when the roller ceased to roll at 
Olympia, found their rinklination thwarted, will rejoice that high 
jinks, or rather, rinks, are going on at the Knightsbridge Hall. Having 
considered the case in all its ball bearings Fun’s Man about Town 
wishes Messrs, Roy and Stumcke a Roy-al success, 
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QUENCHING HIS THIRST. 





“ Prithee, varlet, give me wherewith to 
quench my thirst !” 





“Saucy dog! Wouldst make game of a noble 
knight? Have at thee!” 


“I'll teach thee to assault the son of 
honest parents, thou tin-plate dog!" 


“ Ay, marry, that will I, sir knight!” 


“Marry come up! but thee hast enough to lay 
all the dust of the parish |” 








“ Beshrew me! but the dame hatha strong arm 
and I a sore pate,” 








Guy Fawkes. 


“ HOLLO, boys!” Well, I had about enough of that and to spare 
on Saturday. They came and demanded pence of me like so many 
footpads. Guys, indeed! Why, half the little beggars who go about 
with them don’t even know the meaning of the thing. They had 
actually got a guy of one of our County Councillors. Not that I saw, 
though, any particular nonsense in that. In my time, though, when 
J was a boy, guys were guys. We were happy enough to get a few old 
clothes that our father did want, and stuff them with hay, and stick a 
proper peaked hat on the thing’s head. And we did stick a box of 
matches in his hand, and try to make believe that he was the real 
thing. It’s rather different now, I can tell you. 

One of the first guys that I ever had todo with was slung with 
clothes’-props over the bonfire, and the spirks getting away, succeeded 
in setting light to a pigeon-house. The advantage of all this was that 
we got considerably thrashed by our father, who had lost a good 
serviceable shooting coat our mother had given to us to help on the 
figure with. I always remember that particular Fifth, because my 
own whacked me with a razor strop. That's the particular way it 

ppens to keep in my mind, and no other. 

At the back window last year I stood and saw a lot of them take on 
guy burning. The boys and the cats seemed to share the principal 
interest together. One boy fell into the bonfire. They picked that 
boy out, and though he had only a blister or two, you could have heard 
the noise he made as far as Covent Garden. That’s the worst of boys, 
I say, they’re always so confoundedly assertive at whatever's the 
matter with them. The other boys, though, enjoyed his being upset. 
That's the way with boys, too, they’re all naturally cruel Jittle 
brutes. It’s only the cane that keeps them from being crue], I was 


j 


| 


a boy once, of course; but then 7 was a different kind of boy—of 
course, 

Well! soma sav, like that Jones dox%s—“ You shou'dn't let old 
customs di: out!" As if anyone cired a rap whether they lived or 
died. There are a good many old customs we could do very well 
without, I can tell you. I should like to do without the taxes and 


the Hous2s of Parliament, and—all sorts of things and people. Bah! 
DIOGENES TUBBS, 





= 





Picture Shows. 


THE ROYAL SOCIETY OF BRITISH ARTISTS,—Amongst other 
attractions there is a group of seventeen drawings made in continental 
cathedrals by the worthy President, Wyke Baylis, who also exhibits 
three other works, the most interesting of which is “ For those at Sea.” 
Most of the old favourites are well represented, There are several 
powerful landscapes by A. E. Proctor, R. W. A. Rouse, J. L. Pickering 
and Yeend King. Amongst the more tender works worthy of notice 
are three small pictures by Herbert Dalziel; of the figure pictures 
those by W. H. Pike, L. C. Henly, G. G. Kilburn and Frank ent 
wyn are prominent, but the collection abounds with excellent wor 
that well repays a visit to these galleries. 

McLean's Gallery, Haymarket.—A good collection of pictures by 
British and Continental artists. Amongst the former there are works 
by Vicat Cole, Edwin Ellis, E. M. Whimpris, and F, Goodall, R.A, 
Of the latter, notable specimens of Vestagh Geza, Harlamoff and Max 
Gaisser, and many artiste of distinction. 





ADVICE toour Tory Contemporary : Think of your Ed. in The Morning, 











NOVEMBER 9, 1892, 








Peppa 
r = sarees 
— 


Bia ee 


ee 











costes ee ne oe — - : 
ra canted eae " ams pans a te ee ee et ee 


? 
= © 
> 
= RY 
“ ts 
Py rie 
5 F ¥ 
: re 
ta 
* ‘ 
* ' 
}* 
s 
a | 
§ os 
ae 
at a 
mE 
4 - 
a 
“2. 
f « 
Be 
. - 
i : 


ae 
tpn ain 


hs iliaas 


hin DoPRSoae 


$ ae 


Raa Le Pe a 


ge aa 33 


ii Saha sain 
EE OT me 


a Dyer esene wit 


He —- 


AML aE ag 


—... 


= ong 
Pe BS 


~ 





tS al a Rie. Sas 
- 





This is the astute foreigner And this is the expression of 


penny evening paper. 


Later attempt on part of ‘the 
who thinks he wants a half- Bill Smith upon being asked for astute foreigner to nail the third 


got no first edition, and second’s edition, ’ave a speshul,” 


“Gotten dammerungen! blitzen! und 
blummy cockhatz! it isn’t here for what 


the first edition of same. “ Ain’t edition, “Wot say? Ain’t nothird I haf been looking! Ha! those leetle 


rascals, they do haf me on von toast. I did 
know it vas in dose editions I did ask for.” 





all sold out,” 





STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


THE German Emperor has made a speech. This would almost serve 
as astock headline fora weekly paper. The Grand Young Man is 
running the Grand Old one pretty hard in the number and variety of 
his speeches, 

* o * * eo . 

But should not his toastat the Luther Banquet have been “ Reform- 

ation to us!" instead of ‘‘Germany’s Evangelical princes?” 
a * * * * * 

We had an Evangelical prince once, Henry VIII, the first Defender 
of the Faith. Jl’rotestantism owes a good deal to its Evangelical 
princes, Hal patronized it be 
cause the Pope of the period 
declined to “ play Sir Pandarus 
of Troy.” 

* * * 

Still, tis just as well, while 
Rome is making such strides to 
regain her temporal power, that 
Protestantism should be in evi- 
dence. . * 

By-the-by, what a lot of Cer- 
man princes there were at 
Wittenberg! Almost as many 
as in our Army and Navy. 
Strangely enough, John Bull 
doesn't seem gratified at the 
prospect of 80 many blessings to 
come—after his princesses, his 
pslaces and his pensions, « * 

“ Billy,” the goat given by Her Majesty to 
the 2nd Royal Welsh Fusiliers, has mutinied 
on parade, What a silly Billy! And yet, 
when the Guards “play the goat,” who can 
wonder at the goat “ playing the Guards"? 

- * o * 

Mr. R. C, Lehmann, who, by-the-way, 
never set the Thames on fire as an oarsman, 
though he was tried for the Cambridge 
Eight, has again rushed into print—it is a 
way he has got. This time he has wasted 
a deal of ink upon the contention that the 
London Eight we sent to the Seine were far 
from the best we could have sent. What 
of that? How do we know the victors were 
the best eight in France? We gota licking 
the proper thing to do is to try and win next 
time. To endeavour to explain away our 
defeat is puerile, to discount the victory of 
our French friends is unsportaman/ikxe. 









GOING TO THE F.RST CABINET COUNCIL OF THE SEASON. 


T .E ATTITIDS OF THE “ LABOUR PARTY” TOWA'DS 
Mr, O [AMBERLAIN'S PROGRAMME, 


The Duiily News says, “ lf swearing at Mr. Gladstone were a capital 
offence, the London clubs would be less crowded.” I don’t know. I 
go into a good many clubs, ‘and belong to some, but while 1 hear 
Liberals swear by him,I find very few “clubbable” men swear at 
him. ~ - + * . 

If the Lord Chief Justice, however, ever indulges in swear words, 
I should think he let fly a few at the Daily News man who reported 
his spzech at Reading school. The D, NX. is not only collecting, but 
manufacturing Malapropisms, 

* 


- o +. ie ” 
Sir Andrew Clark will not 


permit Mr. Gladstone to attend 
the Lord Mayor’s banquet. Sir 
Andrew is a shrewd politician 
—I mean physician. 
* * » 
Now, then, you Lancashire 
lads! If the strike’s not set- 
tled, there’ll be no money spin- 
ning as well as no cotton spin- 
ning, and some cotton brokers 
will be stone brokers. 
* * * 
Masters, remember you are 
men, and that those on the 
brink of struggling with you 
are men, too, with women and 
children depending upon them. 


a * * * 
Lads! think o’ t’ wife an’ childer : o’ gangin’ 
whoam wi out t’ brass i’ tha pocket o’ Satur- 
day neet. Mysen, a’d no like to see thee 
> fettle t’ gaffer or t’ gaffer fettle thee, Arbi- 
trate, lads ! 


f Tari st 
ka 
| 

} 


* . 7 * 
The Carmaux Strikers have reached calmer 
moments, . * . 
Noblesse oblige, A noble lord, albeit 
warned off a rac:-course, may be a fit person 
to have a veto on the voice of the people as 
expressed in Parliament, he may be fit to 
legislate, but he’s not the safest host if the 
guest is not quite himself; and it is not ad- 
7 Visable for the said guest to iplay baccarat 
/ with him, Nevertheless, Lord Ailesbury has 
done a good deal to hasten the ending or mend- 
ing of the gilded chamber whereof he is a 
golden ornament. 
THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER. 
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The Meenister.—“ AND NOW, WHAT D) Wé LAIRN FROM THE FATE OF THESE BAIRNS THAT MOCKIT ELISHA, EH, JOCK?” 


Jock.—“NAE TAE MiscaA’ ONYBODY WHAN THERE'S BEERS ABOOT!” 








The Landlord's Pious Resignation. 


(Suggested by recent exposures in a 
Radical contemporary.) 


‘‘ LANDLORD, landlord, listen, pray ! 
There's a thing I wish to mention.” 
“Tenant, tenant, fire away ! 
You shall find me all attention.” 
“ Landlord, landlord, ‘neath this roof 


Ten long years I’ve now been dwelling.” 


“Tenant, tenant, I have proof 


In my books that truth you're telling.” 


“ Landlord, landlord, you from me 
Would not wish to now be parted,” 
“Tenant, tenant, I should be 
By such severance broken-hearted.” 
‘Landlord, landlord, listen then ! 
This old crib of mine has lately 
Grown so tumbledown a den, 
You must e’en repair it greatly ; 
Or you'll soon by fever lose 
Tenant good—then sore you'll weep 
me: 
Landlord, landlord, won’t you choose 
For your own sake still to keep me?” 
“Tenant, tenant, kind indeed 
You are, thus to wish my welfare : 
But I’m not with paltry greed 
Striving to promote myself e’er ! 
If to me hard fortune wills 
Such dire loss, my grief I’ll smother: 
* If my house one tenant kills, 
* Surely I shall find another ! 
Tenant, tenant, for your rare 
Thoughtfulness, much thanks; it’s 
pleasant ; 
Still, if you must die—well, there ! 
[ must my bereavement bear 
sravely———I will not repair 
Your old death trap just at present !” 


s? 


* These two line: were uttered in a decided “aside. 
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THE CHAMPION LIGHT WEIGHT. 
(Our Coal Dealer.) 


The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions. 
accompa ied by a Hamped and directed envelope. 


The Odd Trick. 


SHE was a maid, I was a youth. 
She scoffed at me because, forsooth, 
I was a youth, 


I am a man, she is a maid, 
Thirty odd, and beginning to fade. 
She's still a maid, 


JUST OUT—PRICE ONE SHILLING. 
Post Free, 13. 2hd. 


Hood's. Comic Annual 


Full of Comic Stories and Pictures by 
Leading Authors and Artiste of the day. 





“ Brimful of the wit of a smart circle of authors 
and artiste... Loathed Melancholy cannot stand 
against sucha force of mirth as this, aod Laughter, 
holding both her sides, is left in possession of the 
fleld.”—Llogd's Weekly News. 

“Oboke full of good things, both in the way of 
narrative and illustrations.” —7opical Times, 

“ Fuller than ever of droll pictures by the best 
comic artists.” — Referee, 

“Smart text and lively illustrations conpete for 
supremacy... An excelient number.”—£ntr' Acte, 

“Brighter and more attractive than ever.”— 
Brechin Advertiser. 

“ Age cannot wither nor custom stale its inflaite 
variety.”—Dover Telegraph. 





Inthe Press. Ready November 23rd. 


FUN ALMANAC For 1898. 


Price 2d, Post Free, 3d. 
“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, 


LONDON, E.C. 
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A CRUSHER. 
My. Budd (a suckling author),—" SEEN My New Book, MIss PRETTYPERT 
Miss Prettypert.—“ On! YES, Mk, BUDD, SOME DAYS AGO,” 
Vises Prettypert.—“ HAVEN'T READ IT.” Mr. Budd.— DE 


>” 
‘ 





Mr. Budd.— 830 GLAD! 








How D YOU LIKE IT?” 
AR ME! WHERE DID You SEE IT?” 
tKED WITH A BIG 2d,” 








Wiss Prettypert.—*ON A SECOND-HAND BOOKSTALL—IN ONE OF THOSE BOXES MAt 


Of * Holloa, boys, holloa, boys ! 
Here is another Guy!” 
But though this stuff'd political 
Caricature is bad, 


The Two Gladstones. 
(SEE ~ARTOON,) 


; 
i 


A *TRANGE and clumsy ethyy 
At Hatfield has been made — The Grand, the Old Original 
The sort of thing one looks to see Seems anything but mad, 
the Fifth display'd : It might perchance mislead a few 
A shocking monster it appears, Poor dolts, but what cares he? 
That ought to hang on high ‘My frisky opponente,” he'd smiling say 
ind the little Dissentients round about, ‘You are free to pursue your lunatic way 


Gio on, for it amuses you, 
So holloa boys, holloa boys !— 


As well as the Tories, caper and shout 
don’t at all burt me.” 


The stock-phrase, chorus'd with their 


iw 


cheers, 


It 


London Observations, 


EXCLAMATION upon seeing the old Lord 
Mayor going out of office,—Good Evans! 

Reflection upon seeing the new one coming 
into ottice,—They've got him Willy-Anilly. 





Dies Ire. 
* Don’? meddle in another's fight,” 
Hlas ever been a wholesome warning. 
But still, ‘twas odd that Day, a (K)night, 
Should have to penalize The Morning. 











Meda! Awariod Health Exhibition, London. —_— 


Highest Award Adelaide, 1887, C. BRANDAUER & Co’s. 


enger’s Circular- 
v=. FOO” wits 
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Pointed Pens. 
C.BRANDAUVERLC®S 





IRCULAR 
POINTED 





ga Crownreo PENS 


AND 





Y 

NO 

CHEMICALS 
USED 


CGadbu 


‘‘The Typical Cocoa of 
English Manufacture, 


> DOANE NMR atiereatenenaeeeRtenca 





INVALIDS 
. These series of pens write nothly as a lead pencil, 99 As tn the 
Tctail in Tins at 1s. 6d., 28. 6d., 58., and nether s rat PS its being rounded Absolutely Pure. . _— 
and ., Oi Chemists,etc., everywhere. by 4 new pr ; Sample Sox tor 7 Stamps to Pure Foreign 
Wh 108 , : y the Works, Birmingham —The Analyst. Cocoas.) 
10lesale of all Wholesale Houses. me 
London: Printe DALZIBL BROTHERS, at their (a ] Street, N.W., and Published (for the Proprietors) by W. Lay, 153 Fleet Street, b-' 
siay, November 1892. 
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Yn a Novewser fog— | 

Chawley— | say }Enery, aint Thala fine girl ? Would nt you 
‘Like To see hér in the light ? 

Fnery_— Would nt jus? / Presently they were favoured / 


— 








f 
: ? 
Wrecking A second -class Sh, Me boy burglars 
a vailway Camrage of Blackburn 


Aiother courlship gone wrong 
(1) The fog, though a foe unto many a chest, (4) To congratulate one on his winning a case, 
Is often a friend to a face, 'tis confest. There is no need to “ treat’ him all over the place, 


(2) Though a lady may differ in creed from her friend, | (5) This lover, when roused into rage t'other day, 
To bash her withibrollies is not a wise end. | Simply bashed his poor girl—in a bashionate way, 


(3) ‘Tis awkward when robbers find out that their “ ./ (6) This wild carriage-wrecker, 60 wreckless and odd, c 
Js"merely a Bobbyjin civil array. Didn't show too much wreck-titu 4e—hence, he's in “ quod, 
(7) Boy-burglars again on the rampage have skipped— 


Thanks to “stories "’ whose publishers ought to be whipped, 
VOL, LVI, NO, 14386, 
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SLASHES AND FUFFS. 


St, JAMES’S, — Mr. 
George Alexander and 
Company, refreshed by 
travel and hard work, 
have once more settled 
down to holiday making 
(for other people) in their 
own theatre, where they 
will be “* At Home”’ to the 
public every evening un- 
til further notice. The 
only novelty Mr. Alex- 
ander presents is not new 
(if I may be permitted 
the contradictory state- 
ment). This is Ait War- 
lowe, the piece Mr. W. L. 
Courtney celebrated Mar- 
lowe’s centenary, or birth- 
day, or memorial, or some- 
thing with, at St George's 


Hall one day. The play 
! is not as“ deep asa well,” 
as another merry roys- 
terer, who was cut off in 


his prime, observed, * but 
‘twill serve.” Indeed, it 
eerves very well, and, Mr. 
Alexander, whom it is al- 





Nn a Ne IOP, : 
ways an enjoyment to see 
THE ml \IAME'= LETIER THAN EV ER, IF act anything, gives it dig- 


N PHING . 
rare nity and point to an ex- 


tent which ought to make 
the author grateful ever after. Lady Windermere’s Fan seems to 
have abated little, if anything, of its 
popularity, and continues to amuse no 
leas by ite wrong-headednvas than by its 
cleverness, 





I sEE they are going to play Jack 
Sheppard under the title of Old Lon- 
don, at the Surrey. This carries me 
back on memory’s enchanting wing, to 
a play on the same subject, with the 
same title, which I saw at the Queen's 
(nowa Y.M.C.A, Gymnasium, it having 
been a co-operative stores between 
whiles)—ah, you don't catch me saying 
how many years ago! All I remember 
of it is Miss Henrietta Hodson in un- 
wieldly riding-).0ts and a pistol, just 
as you see her sketched in the margin, 
and also in shirt and pants, clinging to 
a buttrees of Old London Bridge, and 
dodying shots which several persons 
kept firing at her with shocking bad 
aim. Dear, dear, how time fliegI— = gi. ccnprgy—a VISION oO} 
faster than those shots, anyway, and tuk Past, 
with deadlier aim, But let us quit the 
dispiriting subject, 





a eee 


Cres DS 


ee 


OpeERA COMIQUE,—Don't you telizve all you hear against You 
Mustn't Laugh, It is a vile title, and there is 
a whole cbhar- 
acter “ chucked 
in’ merely as 
a raison d’étre 
therefor ; its 
story is old and 
its methods are 
old, but there is 
a good deal of 
genuine fun in 
it, nevertheless, 
and with such 
artista as Mr. 
TP ' 

at gl ha phen AP “ies A ate "a P 

ustn't Laugh ‘ THE SHAFIESKURY. — ScORED 

horyoumaysmity. Hughes and A SCORE AND STILL SCOKING 
Mrs. Edmund 

¢ el ps the pointsiare not likely to be lost. Mr. Orlando Barnett does 
well, too, and Mr. J, H Talberg only seems not to do xo well, bic vse 








there is more to do, and consequently a larger share of the dull or 
hackneyed to be responsible for. This is what my sub-deputy-under- 
study says, for I was 
not able to be present 
myself. He says also 
that Monsieur Jaques 
was the funnier piece 
of the two, part of the 
time, and Miss Carroll, 
he says, sings rather 
nicely, 














THE SHAFTESBURY, 
—I don’t often go to ) 
r 
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THE SHAFTES!I? 7RY.—MR. NESTOR 


INVKSTING CIGARKTTE WITH 
“THE ORDER OF DISTINGUISHED 
MERIT.” 


see a piece more than once, 
never more than twice, but 
Cigarette I have seen three 
times. (I know there’sa certain 
amount of integral inconsis- 
tency in that sentence, but such 
is my noble independence of mind that I simply don’t care!) There 
is something very attractive and pleasing about the music, and the 
libretto has all the fascination of the awful. Mdme, Albu was in 
excellent voice the last time I heard it, and her singing and Mr. 
©’ Mara’s a real treat. Miss Ulmar was 
good, too, but the part scarcely shows 
her to full advantage, although she was 
“all there” in the celebrated finale to 
the second act. Well, the little lady has 
got her ‘‘route,” and in a very few days 
she will be on the march through the 
provinces, We present her with the 
order of distinguished merit and wish 
her luck, 


ee” i i 


DaurRY LANE.—THE LBAr. 


Cut Off With a Shilling, which is now 
played in front of the opera, is another 
of those “ memories of the past.’ Twenty years ago 
Mr, Collette was playing Culonel Berners— 

“ Twenty years hence may he be 
Piaying Colonel Berners still” 
though he does exasperate me in Cigarctte! 


KILBURN TowN HALL.—Miss Sarah Thorne’s 
celebrated dramatic company have “held the fort” 
here for the last fortnight. During the first week 
very respectable performances of 7hv Lady of Lyons, 
The Heir-at-Law,and “a triple bill,” consisting of 
Never Reckon your Chickens, Robert Macaire (in 
dumb show), and The Ladies’ Club, were given. In 
the dumb play Mr. Edgar Smart gave a noticeably 
clever and picturesque performance of the genial 
robber and murderer, and it i3 observable that this 
good old piece is greatly improved by this absolute _ 
method of ‘cutting the cackle.” Mr. Du Cane was * ad gal gee 
+ ne funny Strop, and Miss Mather a pathetic sxcrre 
Marie. 





Nop3 AkD WINKS.—The Prodigal Daughter will make the leap 
from Drury Lane to the Princess's at pantomime time. She has 
proved such a good “ goer," that there is little doubt of her alighting 
on her feet.—Zhe Arabian Nights has been revived at the Comedy, 
a front piece, called The Burglar and the Judge, produced at the 
Haymarket, and anew drama, illed Darid, at the Garrick, NESTOR, 
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RE DEEPSWIGG, DECEASED: 


OR, WHERE THERE'S A WILL THERE’S A WAY OUT OF IT, 





CHAPTER IV, 


A FEW days later, the Deepswigg family assembled in Deepswigg's 
parlour ia strong force, high spirits ard deep black. As one cf the 





nephews remarked , 
clancing at the numbei / 
of mourning gloves pre- 
sent,“ There was a lot of 
kid about it.” 

The female relatives 
regarded Mary with a 
glassy stare; the male 
ones winked expressively 
at her. The family were somewhat uncertain what was to be done 
with her until the will was read. 

After a series of squabbles in the front parlour and fights in the 
back garden, it was agreed, by a show of hands (clenched), that, inas- 
much as the testator had not employed a lawyer to draw his will, 
Mr. Bilberry, the husband of Deepswigg’s sister Lavinia, should read 
Deepswigg's will, which that gentleman, after fortifying himself with 
bis fourteenth drop of Scotch, proceeded to do, thusly : 

‘‘Missa Shairman, ladish an’ zhenelmen, don’ strike mashes or 
order drinksh ‘tween the songsh—no, that ain’t it. Or’er, shair! 
‘Thishish las’ willan teshament of me, Richard Deepswigg, of Buff'lo 
Lodge, Forester Koad, Druidtown, Oddfellowshire. 

“*T give all my pershonal ’state, what's a marrer ?—I mean, what- 
shoever, tomy ’dopted daurer, Mary Deepswigg.’”’ (Groans and cries 
cf“ shame.”’) “*‘fo my relatives I give just as much as they've ever 
given me.’” (Wretch!) “‘A piece of my mind, Don’t count yer 
shickens ‘fore they're hashed.’ (‘‘ Mean old monster!”) ‘“ ‘I devise 
the only freehold land I possessh, being the row of houshes named 
Comical Cottages in Forester Road, aforesaid to the Shylum for 
Idiotsh in the full cxpectation that that Institution will be the 
ultimate home of some of my said relativesh, Shertainly, of that 
blackguard — here, wash thish ?—Bilberry!—the ole shcoundrel ! 
}f he wash here I'd jump on him! Shined, Richard Deepswigg. 
Witnessh by me, Mary Deepswigg.’ Woddyer thinker that?” 

There was a chorus of angry execrations. Bands were tor off hats 
and trampled under foot, black gloves were torn to ribbons, black 
1ibbons to shreds, and, amidst all the hubbub Mr, Saul Snyder, 
springing to his feet, waved his black-banded hat exultant)y and 
curveted round the room in a serpentine dance of delirious joy. 

“ Hold him down!” shouted Billberry. ‘“ He’s got ‘em !”’ 

“Got ‘em?” shrieked Mr, Snyder. “I should think I bave, I've 
vot em on toast. The will won’t hold water! It’s as full of holes as 
a colander. It’s perforated with ’em like a sieve.” 

When the wild cheer, which these words had aroused. had died away 
Mr. Snyder was asked to explain himself, his jubilation and the 
defects of Deepswigg’s testament; and he, between bursts of hysterical 
laughter, shrieked : 

‘It ain’t dated!” 

Cheers, 

“Mary Deepswigg ain't sufficiently identified.” 

Applause, 

“There's only one witness, and that one a beneficiary to the full 
extent of the personality. The attestation clause is wrong all to 
smash,” 

Uproarious cheering. 








} 
' 


oS 


a. The freehold is devised to a charitable institution, and the devise 
is bad under the Statute of Mortmain 9, Geo, IT., cap. 36,” 

Clamorons ovation. 

“I sball fight the'will. I shall enter a caveat, knock it into a 
cocked hat, take out letters of administration, throw the estate into 
( hancery, appoint myself receiver and make some law, likewise some 
c-sts. Whoop! We'll have a little game at testamentary spocf!" 

Then the cheers gave way to 
chilling silence. The other mem- 
bers of the family were more un- 
comfortable than ever, not that 
they hated Mary less but that 
they detested Saul Snyder more, 
and in a body they left the house 
cn route for their respective solici- 
tors. But, prior to doing this, 
they collectively and sternly bade 
little Mary pack her traps and 
depart forthwith from the house 
that had been for so long her 
happy home, 

(To be continued.) 





HORNER'S CHRISTMAS NuMm- 
3 £R.— Messra, Horner and Son, of 
penny story fame, have just issued 
their Christmas number,“ The Bell 
of Goblin Rock,” a powerful and 
(xciting story by Fannie Eden, 
together with a highly-coloured plate from a clever painting by Tom 
Taylor, illustrating an incident in the tale. A rapidly-rising reputa- 
tion may be built upon this “ rock,” 
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AFTER NIOBE. 
She.— Of course, it’s highly improbable a woman turning to stone 
like that!” 
Ile (prone to s’ang). “ Yes, it’s generally the unfortunate husband 


‘om 


who's rendered stony | 
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A DEEP-LAID PLOT. 
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(1) It was the evening of the 5th, and the Rev. Deerly B. Lovved 


. é ’sidea half the pigs and poultry, all along o’ your bloomin’ fire b'loon | 
was treating his scholars to eighteen-pennyworth of fireworks and a You'd better sling yer ‘ook, or they'll bring it in murder and ‘ang yer. 


home-made tire balloon when Bill Snagys pondered as to deriving pecu- (5) “Yus,” he added, “ now as we've given yer a disguise, if you acta 
niary advantage for himself from the affair. (2) Having mentally reasonable and gives us ‘arfa quid apiece we shan't say which way yer 
arranged his plan, he sought his trusty pals, Bob Rabbitts and Tom went. see?” (6) Then the Rev. Deerly B. Lovved became a wan- 
Birdlime, who were engaged in snaring bunnies near by, and imparted derer and an outcast for many davrs. (7) Tillihe discovered from a 
to them his scheme. (3) Having with their aid created a very local paper that the fire had burnt only in the imagination of Bill 
creditable conflagration 1) He sought the Rev. pyrotechnist. Snaggs. Returning home at once. he informed Mrs, L. that he had 
“Yer been and done it now, mister!” shouted | “ Mast bs otet hn bie 
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MORE “NATIONAL SHAMES.” 


[ See Cartoon Verer » j 206. 
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SHAMELESS. 
Inebriated Party (waiting upon his Worship the Mayor).—‘ ‘Want 
you—hic—to take the chair te-night at our lecture on the blessings of 
Total Abstinenche.” 
Ilis Worship.—" Why, surely you are not going to deliver the 
lecture? You're beastly drunk now!” 
Inebriated Party.—“ Oh! no—hic—the boss delivers the lecture, 
I—I'm the—hic—Horrid Example!” 








There are More Ways than One of Saying the Same Thing! 


A FABLE OF SQUINTILIUS STRABISMUS, 


Now it chanced upon a certain mellifluous Morning in the Middle 
Ages that a curuckooing couple of Canoodlers did set themselves down 
to dawdle over Draughts, under the attentive Fupervision of the 
Troubadour’s Tom Cat and his Prettipet’s Popinjay, both of 
which animals were of extraordinary inte)li- vence, And it came 
to pass, in the progress of the game, that the Lady pleatantly pre- 
tended to bite her Lover's finger, and the Troubadour tred ten- 
derly upon the Lady's toe. Then, having built the walls of 
their Edifice of Love as high as they were able, they 
rose and skipped 
to a sequestered 
spot for the pur- 
pose of putting 
the Roof on; 
leaving the Cat 
and the Cockato» 
in possession of 
the Parlour, 
Whereupon these 
intelligent Ani- 
mals fell into con- 

versation as to 

the mutual sin- 
cerity of their 
respective 
owners, and the 
Cockatoo re- 
marked : “It can- 
not but seem to 
me that your 
wm Lord has but 
little love  to- 

wards my Mistress, for when but now she was pondering where to 
place a man, he trod very heavily and treacherously upon her toe.” 
Upon which the Tom Cat replied, “0, foolish Fowl! It is plain that 
you are painfully ignorant of the amorous art, else you would look 
upon my Master's action in a different Light! Lo! I aleo saw the 
trick, and that it was performed at the pure prompting of Passion, for 









he took considerable care to keep bis claws in, lest by chance he should 
scratch her, and purred while he was doing it as if he had beena 
relation of my own. Whereas your Lady must be by nature a vicious 
and spiteful creature, for I observed her bite him so hard upon the 
finger that the water came into his eyes.” Thereat the Bird burst out 
laughing, and mocked at the Mol-Rower for an absolute Idiot, “ For,” 
said he, “she did but bite him gently, 2s a Popinjay pruneth the 
plumage of its Partner. And supposing the water came into his eyes 
at all, it was turned on by Tenderness and not induced by Agony or 
Indigoation.” Upon which the Tom Cat retired to the tiles to think 
the matter over, and the Cockatoo returned to his top perch in a 
contemplative condition. However, upon the next occasion of their 
encountering, they had come to the conclusion that THERE ARE 
MORE WAYS THAN ONE OF SAYING THE SAME THING. 


“Got ’Em Again!” 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


SHE has got ’em again, she has got ’em again ! 
Those jumps that betoken sensations of pain 
Which arise from disquieting causes ; 
And Britannia must wish that they promptly would cease 
Or that, if she may not be left wholly at peace, 
They'd be longer at least in their pauses, 








A magnificent ironclad’s wreck’d on a reef, 

And provides her with mental and bodily grief 
Tbat induces spasmodic convulsion : 

Two trains on a railway collide with a crash, 

And once more she is griped by the terrible smash 
And seems scarified under compulsion, 


Then, before she is able her thoughts to collect, 
Some Society Scandal perhaps takes effect 
And upon her well-being infringes ; 
Or some other weird horrora—the which, Heaven knows, 
Are not tardy in coming—forestall her repose 
By making her suffer fresh twinges. 


Poor lady! The pangs she is fated to bear 

Are by no means a pleasant or trifling affair, 
And her livelier spirits must fetter : 

Rut there's always an end to the longest of Janes, 

And, although she’s at present a martyr to pains, 
We may hope she will shortly get better. 
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KNOWING HIS WAY. 

The Rev, Septimus—* There is an upward path that leads to ever- 
lasting happiness, and a downward path that leads to perdition ; 
which road are you going to follow, my young man?” 

Young Rustic.— Well, I reckon I’m a-goin’ home the same way a8 


Kitty.” 
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Over ’is ’ead, Bill! 
prised, neither! ” 


‘* Foller-me-leader ! 
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“Oh, crikey! Ain’t ’e a-vettin’ red in the gills! Pull away, me bucks!” 


A PLEASANT PASTIME. 
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“"Ooray! mister, 
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My eye! won’t ’e be sur- 7 ; 
Ere we are again | 





* Lor’ lummy! 
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Duck yer tuppenny!"” 
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We done it this time!”’ 








For Home and “Hall.” 


Family and Music Hall Consumption, 
[The Unco Guid Persons, who lately shuddered at 
* 30 shocking a play” as 7he Tempest being used for 
examinations, have again come forth to express their 
horror. FUN, therefore, feels it his duty to issue the 
following to Heads of Families !] 


O, Pater (and Mater)-familias, give heed 
__ ro the tip your true tippist would utter ; 
l'is concerning a play that’s too awful to 
read— 
Nay, it sets Good Old Virtue a-fiutter ! 
We, alas! never knew what an awful affair 
(Deserving hemp-rope of the hempest) 
Was the drama in question—but now we 
declare 
With that block—hem! Sage Barbier! Pray 
have a care 
Of that play that’s so shady, 
Not fit for a lady! 
No, give it we daren't 
To any good parent— 
This play that’s entitled The Tempest ! 


‘Tis by Shakespeare—a person we once 
deemed all right, 
_ Till Barbier proved him a wrong ‘un! 
Nay, this very play we oft read with delight 
Till Barbier proved it a “strong” ’un, 











A Series of Songs of all sorts and sizes for 














“Those who picked this vile play for exams, 
cried this sage, 
“Should be hanged in hemp noose of the 
hempest ! 
This play is an utter disgrace to our stage — 
Yea, really a blot upon Poetry’s page! 
This so-called poetic 
Pretended pathetic 
Affair that’s so shocking, 
All decency mocking— 
This blush-bringing play called 7he Tem- 
pest /” 


Poor William no doubt would be rather amazed 
To hear his last play’s new exposure, 

Tis strange that ite’er was for purity praised — 
’Tis well we have had this disclosure. 

We had thought that Miranda and Prospero, 


too 
(And (Caliban, eke the “ unkemp’est ’’), 
And Ariel—ay! and the duke and his crew, 
Whom Prospero causes their right duty to do, 
Were charactera reaching 
To conscience’s teaching— 
But now a sage recent 
Says all is indecent 
In the /’n-divine Will's play, The Tempest ’ 








A naval question—How(e) goes it’ 








JUST OUT—PRICE ONE SHILLING. 
Post Free, 1s. 2h. 


Hood’s Comic Annual 


For 1898. 


Full of Comic Stories and Pictures by 
Leading Authors and Artists of the day. 


“Brimful of the wit of a smart circle of authors 
and artiste... Loathed Melancholy cannot staud 
against such a force of mirth as this, and Laughter, 
holding both her sides, is left in possession of the 
field.”— Lloyd's Weekly News. 

“Ohoke full of good things, both in the way of 
narrative and illustrations.”—7vpical Times. 

“ Fuller than ever of droll pictures by the bert 
comic artists.” — Referee. 

“Smart text and lively illustrations compete for 
supremacy... An excellent number,”—£ntr’ Acte, 

“Brighter and more attractive than ever.”— 
Brechin Advertiser, 

“ Age cannot wither nor custom stale its infinite 
variety.”—Dover Telegraph, 
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Inthe Press, Ready November 23rd, 


FUN ALMANAC For 1893. 


Price 2d, Post Free, 3d. 
“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET. 
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‘ Eye o' the lor: bust meif it don't ke'p us a cavorti.’ abart this 
‘ere fly-blown old peu till we ‘e:] like a uupsid Lord Miyer’s Show! 
It's this ‘ere, there’s twice too much of everything in this blooming 


country, and yet not arf enovg’: for anybody! Why ain’t we allowed 
our rites? ‘Cos we're nuisenves? Jes so! then how abart a few 
other jobs of that ‘ere kind as want lookin’ after, says I?” 
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A REMINDER. 
M. I. H, (to Huntsman).—"“ WELL, TRIBBLES, TIS A LIKELY HOUND, AND WE MUsT THINK OF HEOGER AGAIN WHEN WE WANT 


SOMEONE TO WALK A Poppy.” 


Hedger,—“* NO NEED TO WAIT TILL THEN, My LoRD, MAYHAP MR, TRIBBLES 'LL MIND YE 0' M& WHEN THERE'S A HARE TO 


WALK ”’ 


[M. F. 1, takes hint—Iledger takes a hare, 











STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


THE gravity of the “ Unemployed” question increases hourly, and 
Archdeacon Farrar said truly to the deputation that waited on him 
and the Dean of Westminster, that every thinking man was bestowing 
attention on the problem. « * . * 


Ttere is, to my mind, but one remedy—keep the freigner out of, 
and the trade 


\ in, the coun- 
try. #” . 
i It is too 
terribly ap- 
‘parent that 
unless our 
statesmen (if 
we have any 
Yes WX 7, , ; worthy the 
Vp; it Saat). name) find 
pra att Sg Mihi, some method 
MRE of grappling 


fs 
WY OC? with the diffi- 


4 ‘ 


culty there 

will be trou- 

ble, and of a 
serious kind, 
” o 7 

By all 

means let the 

State provide 
work if it can, 





County Councillor.—“ A very good object, John, n> doubt; bat but at the 
what will the Ratepayers say ?” best this re- 
medy could 


Ouly bea temporal one. I wish Keir Hardie or John Burns or both 


would tell us what they think Reciprocal Fair Trade would do to 
alleviate the evil. * . « e 

Of course, our legislators could not sit during the shooting season in 
order to deal with so trifling a matter as the enforced idieness of a 
million and a half of would-be breadwinners, Had it been the voting 
of a Royal Grant, the setting up of some German Prince, it would 
have been different, 

* . 7 « . ° 

Whether or not the Royal Commission on Evictions is going to end 
in smoke it has begun in an explosion, 

- * - a. - * 

Last week I wrote “the Car- 
maux strikers have reached 
calmer moments.” The bad 
news from Paris would seem to 
contradict this. And perhay- 
the outrage may be the handi- 
work of malcontents uncon- 
nected with the mining disput, 






but utilising it for their ovn 
enda * . : a he 
: WiLL DESPERAND, i 
Outrage no more aids freedum ey . P| 
than it does tyranny. It is a a 


weapon wounding those On g: ccesrep Coat OF ARMS FOR THR 
whose behalf it is used, as well New LOBD MaYou. 
as those against whom it is 
directed, * * . * . 

No wonder the signalmen are agitating against their long hours of 
labour and the difficulty in obtaiving leave of absence, even in urgent 
cases. Again, no signalman oug it to be alone! The present system 


is a signal failure. 
THe MAN IN THE CLOCK Tower, 





Bas” To CORRESPONDENTS.— The Editor does not bind himself to atknowledae, return, or pay for Contrthuttons. 
accompanied by a shamped and directed envelope. 


In no case will they be returned unless 
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LATTER-DAY FABLES—WITH MATTER-OF-FACT MORALS. 
THE UNPREMEDITATED HOLCCADST. 
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a An end-ot- the- century , , 
ee c appie, who, without being And wkose emptiness of head was more than counterbalanced by his fulness of wardrobe, was extremely 
FF . ) ’ . 
4 ‘xactly a joy for ever, bore puzzled to select a pair of pints for the day's wear. “ Beastly wowwy ! he murmured,— a boundah can’t 
vy %1 uncommon resemblance appear in the same pair two days wunning, without being so howibly conspicuous, don’tcherkr.ow ! 


iv a THING of beauty, 
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Lost in deepest thought concerning 





this terribly momentous question, he And it was only on the arrival of a fire When, however, the same evening, he joined the select 
failed to perceive that the smouldering engine, and his subsequent rescue from crowd of which he formed a not inglorious unit, they 
end of his cigarette had set the con- the sartorial pyre, that he became able to were amazed to observe his equanimity ‘and strange 
tents of the shrine ablaze ; realise the full extent of the disaster. attire. “I nevah could hsve believed, old chappies,” he 





exclaimed, in a serene burst of confidence, ‘what a 
blessing it is to possess only one suit of clothes! No struggle—no exhausting the bwains—no wowwy as to which is the pwopah thing to wear! 
All you've got to do is toslap ‘em on, and theah you are, don'tcherknow. I declare I feel like a two-yeah-old! Let’s have a magnum of the best!” 

MoRAL.—The advantages of “ Hobson's Choice” are greater than he “ many-headed” wot of. 











Judy’s Annual for 18938, 








THE “ Ever Young and Lovely” has in her Annual for ‘93 benignly so lovely, so charming, so fascinating, so truly and irresistibly “ kissy 
provided a mo-t comely and lovable batch of sweethearts, suitable for kissy’ that, unless their admirers and would-be possessors hurry up 
all suitors, so all those who are ambitious to catch or be caught must and haste to the place of purchase, all the “Sweethearts ” will be run 
be in time. N+ ver mind their having been sweethearts to others, they away with, Remember this—“ FIRST COME, FIRST SERVED,” and 
are quite realy to be yours, and they are a bevy of beauties! Girls tle price “ONE SHILLING. TO BE HAD EVERYWHERE.” 








BIRD'S itantas) Cadbury’ 
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Dimple, made by electricity. 
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Card parhes revived 


(1) ’Tis probable that this new kangaroo, sirs, 
Will equal many so-called “ bruisers,” 













(2) This newest plan, you'll own, is very simple, 
By electricity to dig a dimple. 


(3) This female flatterer found, thanks to patter, 
The fist of Justice fall a trifle flatter. 


(7) A major in Trafalgar Square was “ done for’ 
A match-box—which the “doer” was “in run” for! 
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To fasing (o relurn 
the engagement ring 
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Kobbin ga N(aye v 
(4) Benevolent Tate’s long sniffed-at gift we're waiting — 
We're now to accept it minus agi-Tet¢e-ing! 
(5) Card parties are to be revived, we hear now— 
80, hold your whist—until they reappear now! 
(6) It eeems your sweetheart need not, if you quarre’, 
Return the engagement ring—ard that’s a “ moral,” 
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I F 
OM any- 
body 

is trying to 
doubt the ab- 
solute success 

of Mr. Irving's 
production and 
performance of 
King Lear he has 
only to reflect 
that, as it is no- 
thing of a show 
piece, and conse- 
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THR LYCEUM—A PREHISTORIC GENERAL 
BOOTH DIVIDING THE SPOIL WITH BIS 
DAUGHTERS. . 


quently wholly dependent upon the |, 
acting, nothing but success can ex- 
plain the close attention and liberal 
applause which it received from com- 
mencement to close, That Mr, Irving 
will yield more pleasure and jsatisfac- 
tion to his admirers when he somewhat 
conquers those defects of utterance and that teeming originality of 
emphasis—which are wont to so liberally beset him “ o’ first nights ”’— 

goes without saying (although I choose 
to say it, in the exercise of that liberty 
which is the birthright of every Briton). 
But, at its worst—which is saying next 
to nothing against it—it is a magnificent 
performance — powerful, pathetic, con- 
sistent and subtle, 


GLO'STER. — Nor 
QUITE THE CHEESE. 


DOUBLE 


Miss Terry’s Cordelia is as gentle, 
tender and reserved in manner and 
bearing as one conceives the character to 
be. Both she and Mr. Irving find the 
springs of tears in the tent scene of the 
fourth act. What an exquisite piece of 
work it is cannot be told, but should be 
Tur’Lyceum.—“NiceGraus!*" seen, There is far from being enough of 

> ey Cordelia, however, when Miss Terry 
plays it! In the exponent of Goneril we welcome back 
to these our (and her) native shores a favourite of long 
ago—though not so long ago as to make it impolite— 
Miss Ada Dyas, to wit, whom last I do remember, I 
believe, in The Son of the Soil, at the old Court 
Theatre. She plays Goneril impressively and well ! 
but it isa surface character, and not one to show off 
the actress's quality very conspicuously. Miss Maud 
Milton looks every inch a princeas as Regan ; we would 
never guess her to be the unpleasant young person she 
is by her looks, 












>, 





é 
MR, TERRISS in “ antic guise” (and there is certainly 
much suggestion of antic guys about all of them inthe { 
“great storm scene"!) gives a performance which, 
without being very deep, is pleasant enough all through, 
and at times cleverly suggestive; it has the quality of 
suggesting the gentleman, in his most antic moments, 
which is very striking, whether it arises from intention Sen txcaun 
or by accident of nature. Mr, Frank Cooper does not ‘kext. Taovcn 
belie expectation as Edgar (and expectation ran high), as a Scotcu- 
and Mr, Alfred Bishop's Gloster is a quietly good piece MAN = WOULD 
of work, Mr, Haviland’s Fool is striking and pictur- S4*""BS,N0 
esque, 








“ THE great storm scene” before alluded to is remarkably well done 
and effective. The unceasing rain made me feel quite damp, and a 
yearning for my macintosh and overshoes entered my inmost soul, Of 
course, all the barbaric get-up and general arrangements are as abso- 
lutely complete as one expects under the régime, 
which the programme reminds us is now in its 
fifteenth season. The extremely aged and—to 
some extent—dilapidated appearance of some of 
the buildings, however, seems to me a little over- 
done. Ancient castles and what not, as we see 
them when we take our tourist walks abroad, 
have certainly had the corners knocked off a bit, 
but there is a certain amount of human prob- 4\ 
ability that they were not always like that—the | -% 45 
mind is even able to grasp a possibility of their ™ Sy 
having once been new/ Stone pillars so very / 
worn and outer walls so very weather-beaten and ‘ y ¢ 
grass-grown seem hardly plausible forso remote © 
a period. I suppose they are intended to convey son podem an 
the antiquity of the story. It is notagreat point ji" vionts seemed te 
anyway, but if I can’t be critical about some- have jived in,” he r- 


thing, with what conscience can I take my pay as marked. Sothey called 
a critic ? him “a dummy.” 





THE IMPERIAL THEATRE (ROYAL AQUARIUM),—They have a 
person called Hull here, who also allows himself to be known (or at 
any rate, spoken of ) as “the Man with the Iron Cranium.” He does 
a lot of strange and headache-inducing things with it—with his 
“cranium” I mean, and seems a man well adapted by nature for 
“ranning his head against a wall.” It seems possible that the wall 
might suffer, for once. Though the performance can hardly be 
described as intellectual, only the most obstinate wil! deny that Hull 
gains his living with his head, On Thursday last an even more 
extraordinary freak of nature—a boxing Kangaroo, if you please— 
was to have been presented. More of this anon, mayhap. 


NopDs AND WINKS.—Did You Ring ?— Messrs, Houghton and 
Mabson's successful musical , 
farce—will make a private ap- 
pearance at the Grosvenor Club 
at 10 o'clock, on the evening 
of the 30th inst. Mr. Templar 
Saxe will appear in his original 
part, and the two lady charac- 
ters will be impersonated by 
Miss Florence Dysart and Miss 
Lena Nicholson. Mr, Landon 
Ronald, the composer, will pre- 



















THE LYCBUM.—REAL GLO'STERS—ONE OF MR. FUN'S ANCESTORS. 


side at the pianoforte on the occasion.—A brilliant show of performers, 
native and foreign, appeared at the Alhambra the other afternoon for 
the benefit of Mr, M. L. Mayer. NESTOR, 





Don't rend into ribbons the good Alfred Gibbons, 
If you're too late for his Christmas Memorial. 
Haste for his Annual, lest Fate should ban you all— 
Keeping you minus that Lady's Pictorial, 
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RE DEEPSWIGG, DECEASED: 


Orn, WHERE THERE’S A WILL THERE’S A Way OovT oF 17, 


CHAPTER V. ee 

A YEAR had passed, i 
Saul Snyder sat in his office, That establishment was - we 
dry, dusty and dreary enough for a spider’s web. Saul wet 


might well have been a spider, 
There were boxes to right of him, all round bim, under 








ie How can he have been that? You didn’t adopt him.” 

Well, my father by adoption. I Joved him too well to take ad- 
vantage of his goodness,”, 

sass sneered Mr, Snyder, 
whip. 

“ Indeed,” continued Mary, “I should have been homeless 
but for the kindness of dear Mrs, Buxham.” 

“Oh,” said Mr, Snyder,“ then that old cat’s taken you in, 
has she?” 

“Not in the sense you take le in, She is a good, kind 
creature,” interposed Sore, wy 


like a mongrel snarling at 
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him—some with faded inscriptions—a good many inscribed in new 
gold letters, ‘‘ Re Deepswigg, deceased.” 

For Saul had thrived on Re Deepswigg. He could not have fattened 
on anything, A certain Mr, Drybone had sought a partner. Saul, 
with this one suit, had pushed himself into the firm, and then had 
pushed Drybone out of it. Drybone had lived by outwitting people 
—they called him a heartless man—but when Saul outwitted him he 
proved those people to be wrong, for his heart was thereby broken. A 
revere winter came cn, Drybone’s doctor recommended a warmer 
climate—so he died. 

Re Deepswig was what Snyder called a beautiful action, There 
had been a suit in the Probate Division, and the will had been ad- 
judged as bad as the testator's intentions were good. The way to the 
Probate Court is paved with good intentions, Then Snyder had com- 
menced a Chancery action and had revelled in motions for injunctions, 
summonses and petitions. Every Deepswigg, distrusting every other, 
had gone to a different lawyer, and the legal profession began to 
venerate the name of Deepswigg, for it was being sprinkled all over 
the current law reports and becoming immortalized as a leading cate 
on a number of points of Jaw and innumerable ones of practice. 

There was a kncck at the door, A boy with very long hair and 
levs and very short trousers announced Miss Mary Deepswigg. 

For a moment Mr. Snyder smiled as pleasantly as a cat contem- 
plating a canary, then his features resumed their ordinary acidity of 
«xpression, and he snarled, 

‘Show her in, you blockhead !”’ 

Mary Deepswigg entered, looking very pale in her black dress and 
bonnet, nevertheless very pretty. 

“T have called in compliance with your letter,” she said, 

“ And a good job for you,” snarled Saul Snyder, “or I should have 
cent somebody to fetch you.’ 

“T don’t understand,” said Mary. ‘“ You wrote me to furnish you 
be an account of everything in my possession belonging to my late 
ather,”’ 

“Father be hanged!” snarled Snyder; “he was no relation.” 
“That is so, though I might have gone farther and fared worse, 
said Mary ; “he was only a father to me in that he took me in when 

I was a poor abandoned child.” - 

“But you won't take me in, you abandoned young woman, said 
Mr. Snyder: “1 know very well that if I had been wpe like you— 
I mean that anybody who wasn't a fool—I mean that any dishonest 
person in your position must have stowed away something in the way 
of pickings while the old man was gavorting round the continent. 
Now I want you to make a clean breast of it.” 

“But I assure you,” said Mary, “I’ve nothing belonging to my late 
adopted father.” 












“Oh, yes, I know all about her, She and my uncle were 
spoons in their youth, but they got parted by my mother— 
who didn’t want uncle to marry—making mischief between 
them. She married old Buxham, and their son, young Buxham, 
i a lawyer like me, only too much of a fool to hold a candle 

me, 

“ He is watching my interests in this case,” said Mary. 

“Your interests?” screamed Mr, Snyder; “ what interests 
have you any right to have? If he comes across me I'll give 
him a jolly good kicking!” 

There was a sudden rush from the adjoining ante-room, 
where, unknown to Snyder, Bob Buxham had been sitting 
waiting for Mary, and in a very few moments Mr, Saul Snyder, 
the solicitor for the plaintiff, for the receiver, for several of 
the defendants and parties having leave to appear, was being 
utilized to sweep the floor, which required the operation quite 
as much as Mr, Snyder, by the solicitor for Mary Decpswigg, a 
person served with notice of the judgment. . 

After the floor had been very thoroughly cleansed, Mr. 
Buxham turned—somewhat red, and a trifle out of breath— 
to his client, and said, 

“Come along, Mary, I think that blackguard’s had about 

enough,” 

When the door had closed after them, and the sound of their 
footsteps had died away, Mr, Snyder crept from beneath a 
chair and remarked, “ Let me get at him !' 

A form entered, and he again retired beneath ‘the chair, 
but observing that it was the youth with long legs and short 
trousers, he fell upon him with violence, and had not that youth de- 
fended himself vigorously with the coal scuttle in his right hand, and 
the letter-book brush well in his left, he would have suffered. As it 
was, however, Mr. Snyder received an avalanche of coals, which 
made him black all over, and then a shower-bath which left him 
beautifully ——————— 
streaked. 

( To be continued.) 





Ingratitude, 


THE Bard sat 
burning his 
midnight 
oil, 

And he 
prayed with 
a plaintive 


cry: 
‘Come hither, 
O Muse! to 
assist my 
toil, 
Draw nigh 
me, O Muse! 
draw nigh!” 


So the Mews 
came near in 
the darkness 
drear, 

Yet the 
Bard was not 
filled with 
glee. 

In rage from 
his room, 
through the | 
midnight’s | 
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A WRONG “END UP.’ 

ey enna nf part nt Vea (hic), 
d’yer know where I'm going?” 

rie old | P.O" Why, ‘ome and i bed, I should say by 

boots at the | the looks on yer!” 

Mews slung | J. P.—‘ Norrer-bit-of-it—wrong again, ole man | 

he | | I'm goin’ (hic) to have ‘nother two o’ Scotch ! 
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At that very moment, a shabby and 
underfed figure reached the top of the 


staire, and paused for a minute before the 
ottice door. 


" gaid the secretary of the 


Society for the Assistance of Released Criminals, 
&> marked that the number ot cases we dispore of gets yearly less, If things go on this 
ron’ another three ‘i 


any ! ed of the society at all in years, 











“ Appiication for relief. Name, John Smith. (¢ ertainly. 


What say? honest man and never been oonvicted ? 


What were you last convicted for, and when ?/ 
nly assist reformed criminals,” 


“Only assist criminal clarse? Bust 
Whatever possessed you to come here, young man? We me! but ‘ Honesty the best policy 


seems about played out.” 





4 
And as the wrathfal unfortunate emerged from the ‘ Well, here goes for an honest crust.” ‘“ Business is looking up,” remarked the 
at re ct 1x ef Tambo ine Pal., accom panied oD Thy (‘yy es secre tary of the wt A R ( be Here’s an 
verted Burvlar, sauntered |e isureiy up the street. application from one John Smith : 
~ Pound a wer i s vittiesecs a gettin, I ‘ears.’ [ 


| n Smith, which we must attend to, By the way,I fancy I have 
eard that name be fore somew!) 


where,’ P.S.—John Smith now resides in peace and plenty. 
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THE CHESTNUT. 

Jack (on a visit from Lunnon to his native village).—“ There, lads ; that story's original.” 
The Oldest Inhabitant,—' Ay lad, that it be Oi knows, cause Oi’ve yeerd moi gran’feyther tell it 
‘underds o’ times, an’ t’oud mon allus would hev it t’were ‘rigioal.” 





FUN-DB-SIBOLB FAROBS. 


THE DISTRACTED DRAMA UP TO DATE; 
Orn, MELPOMENE IN A MUDDLE. 
An Instructive Interlude as per Latest Advices. 


SCENE I.—TZhe home of the HiGHER DRAMA. Mk, TEERBOBM 
BREE discovered expounding his views to a large contingent if 
INTERVIEWERS, Sereral LEADING ACTORS AND ACTRESSIS 
are posed gracefully around, An EMINENT PERSONAGE 7s 
seated BR. of the RENOWNED EXPOUNDER, 

Mk, TEERBOHM BREE, 

Ab! yes. I feel that there can be no doubt 
That these variety theatres—so-called, 
These much-to-be-deplored music-halls, 
Are bringing blight upon the Highest Art. 
There is no bope for our poor Drama more. 
Farewe)], Hyceum and Laymarket Glories ! 
They're “ knocked ” (methinks that is the proj er word), 
As were the inhabitants of that far-off region, 
Which is (1 fancy) called the Old Kent Road. 
But, shall, O! shal) the drama’s mighty kinge—— 

Mk. T. PF, Indeed! I wonder! Well, then, to resume 
This 1 affirm—no talent can be shown 
In any sort of playhouse whatsoever 
"Mid the tobacco-fumes and jingling of glasees ! 

| INTERVIEWERS and others prostrate themselves humbly before 

the KENOWNED EXPOUNDER, and then exeunt, 


Mn. T. B, (taking the arm of the EMINENT PERSONAGE, hitherto 
Bh, ¢f the chair), What think you of my views, O Art-friend Fun? 

THE EMINENT PERSONAGE. Well, old friend, 7 think, and always 
have thought, that, though you are one of the very finest of cur extra 
tuperfine actor-managers (Al both as Actor and Manager), in this 
eflair your tone is too lofty and standoffish, old chappie! (As they 
walk out.) J can hardly think that the Masterpieces of the Dramaand 
the best possible playing thereof can be jeopardised and ruined for ever 
(as you and our other great actor Irving seem to hold) just because a 
portion of England's hard-working population now and again prefer a 
comic song orasketch with their pipe, cigar or cigarette! [ Exeunt, 


SCENE I1.—The Vestibule of the Valhalla of Varieties (Limited). 


THE GREAT LITTLE DANBERT LEVALIER (to INTERVIEWER, who 
is kneeling with appropriate reverence). 


Am I prepared to be interviewed? Yes, if it won't take long. 
mrst cff it to Mile End instantly to tip ‘em a high-class song |! 


What do J think of the Drammur, eh ? 
Well, it’s a “ knock-out ”—the higher 
sort. 

And J can’t agree with Art-Brother- 
Bree, who thinks it of good report, 


There’s him and there's ’Arry Irvin’, 
both well-meaning covies, no doubt, 

| But, just you take stock of the class of 

lays those Johnnies both trot out! 

All about murders and ghosts and things, 
and dancers and queens gone wrong. 

And where’s their elevation, pray, com- 
pared with a comic song? 


And where's their ’igh-class teachin’— 
wot !— compared with a clinkin’ 
sketch ? 

Thirty-nine minutes’ instruction, all 
sweetened with gags that “ fetch.” 
Teerby’s long-speeched Spook on the 
midnight prowl and Irvin’s old 

Dotty Rex 

Are creepy enough to make coves and 
their Datchescry: ‘ Yere! where's 
the pass-out checks?” 


And there’s them Scandinavery plays, 
as ‘ud bring a blush to a “ hall,” 

They ought to be heard in Cameron, if 
ever they’re heard at all! 

A mixture of narsty-minded wives, and 
husbands a trifle worse, 

Yet, O! if a squeeze of the “ blue” 
bag ever gets into owr patter or verse! 


What do I think of Non-Smoking? 
Why, I think it a Shameless Vice! 
And if Irving and Tree were to banish 

it, then plays might be much more 
nice. 
And as for the Drinking in theatre bars—well—but now I must 
chuck it, please, 
For I’ve come up with my little lot of views, and, at least, they’re 
as wise as Bree’s | [ Ewit INTERVIEWER, deeply impressed. 


‘. MR, DAN LEV (as he steps into his brougham and rejoins his friend). 
Well, what did you think of my interview—eh, FUNNY Old Sonny? 

F, O. 8. (as they dash along), Well, for my part, Danbert, I think 
that while Teerbohm-Bree was too lofty and haughty, yow are too 
cocky and rorty! You both need a little more tolerance. Indeed, 
that quality is sorely needed in both your professions, But let me see 
—you are bound for the Royalsex. I'll get out at the Playgoers’ Club. 
Henry Arthur Jones is going to lecture there to-night, and he is sure 
to say comething good. Thanks (stepping out). So long. 


ScENE III, AND Last.—The Playgoers’' Club. Mr. A. F. R, C., ETC., 
RALEIGH, in Chair; around him are many other Clubbers, 


THE CHAIRMAN, Gentlemen—I would say Ladies and Gentlemen, 
but that this club lately made a cast-iron rule that no Ladies were to 
become members—especial Real Ladies (laughter)—the latter are 80 
often Warm Members! (loud laughter)—it is my duty—my pleasant 
duty this evening (louder laughter)—No ; the Member who interrupted 
me is wrong—not to announce that the Guardsman is going strong, 
and that we presently shall do nine matinées a week—No ; I leave that 
to George Sims—who is now walking nervously on the roof, as he is 
afraid to come in—this being a first night, Besides, his Cook is after 
him for sending that play to “ Hood’s Annual” (sereame of laughter 
and cries of “ How's his liver?) Nicely, thank you !—happily for 
me, Gentlemen, I have the pleasure to introduce the Great 
Little Jones, of the Silver Kingdom, who will tell us whether the 
Drama is only Art-ful or Amusing. I mean, only an Art or an 
Amusement. (Jntroducing) Henry Arthur Jones, Playgoers’ Club— 
Playgoers’ Club, Henry Arthur Jones. (Sits.) 

Mr. J. Gentlemen; or, shall I say, Fellow-Playgoers? I deny 
that the Whole Duty of the Drama is to Amuse. I say—— (One of 
the P.C.s Most Distinguished Members soe enters and hangs up 
his hat.) But,ah! See! Whatisthat? Horror! It isa Playgoer 
with—— (Faints under the table.) 

THE CHAIRMAN, Great Scott! What’s the matter? (emptiesthe water 
bottle over him). What have you done to him, Fun, Old Chap! 

THE DISTINGUISHED MEMBER, I see it all! Alas! I have quite 
unthinkingly come here in a Billycock Hat! But 1 will withdraw. 
Tell Henry Arthur it shall not occur again. 

[Exeunt Fun and Billycock. JonEs revives and proceeds 
with his lecture, For full reports see Daily Papers. 
CURTAIN, 
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(1) “ Yes, begor!” observed Pat Rooney, the .other day, “the 
land-grabbin’ thafe’s evicted me agin, all for choppin’ the ears off his 
ould bailiff, and me only owin’ twinty years rint, begorra!”’ (2) 
So the boys determined to hould an “ Evicted Tinants’ Commission ” av 
their own at Ballybooze. But first they took steps to secure the 
attindance av Pat's landlord, to spake for himsilf, to prevint the 
Orange divils sayin’ it wasn’t a fair troial, (3) Mick Malligan was 
prisident, and sure he opened the procadins wid an’ ilegant and 
impartial spache. Och! it would do ye good to hear the new names 
the cratur invinted for the landlords. (4) Pat’s most important 
witness was ould Biddy Malony. She tould ‘em she was stone deaf 
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THE BALLYBOOzE COMMISSION. 
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for the last fifty yeara and bloind for twinty, but sue remimbered 
there was foine doin's at the Battle of Vinegar Hill when she was a 
young colleen, She thought praties was fine food, and she'd dhrink 
his honour’s hilth in a drop av the cratar wid playaare, The Prisident 
said Pat's case was as good as won through this evidence, but he'd 
hear what the Spalpane on the other soide had to say. ©) So they 
brought in the mane-spirited oppressor, and the Prisident called 
for the cross-examinin’ insthruments to get all the truth they could 
out av him. (6) When a sneakin’ thraitor burst a strong-smellin’ 
cask av whisky outside the door, to defate the inds av jastice, and 
—Whirroo!—the court was clared in a pig's whisper, begorra |! 
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How(ard) (A)Paul(ing). 


| “THE KOMIKAL KALEN- 
DAR” for 1893 is now out, 
It contains in clear type and 
bold figures, the month, date 
and day of the week, and on 
each leaflet there is a funny 
story or a clever jest, 
Howard Paul is the editor, 
and he announces that his 
Kalendar presents ‘‘a smile 
for every day in the year, 
with an occasional laugh,” 
It is handsomely mounted 
to hang up in offices, and 
Parkins & Gotto, of Oxford 
St.,eell it for the modest bob. 








Counting on_a Good 
Crop of Hay. 
“NINE of my sons,” mut- 
tered Farmer Brown, 
| ‘ Most industrious young- 

sters be, 
But the tenth is by far the 
laziest clown 
That ever my eyes did see, 
Yet the tenth is of vastly 
more use to me 
Than the whole of my 
boys beside.” 
“Good farmer, good farmer, 
how can that be, 
1 would have thee ex- 
plain!” I cried. 
“ Why, I force him to tramp, 
whether dry or wet, 
Through my fields, likea 
slop on his beat ; 
And so slow are his move- 
ments he’ssure to ‘ let 
The grass grow under his 


THE GATE, AND HOW HE GOT OVER IT. feet?!” 











JOHN Burns, the Socialist agitator, the “ moved on” and the “run 
in,” was—well,a rather dangerous character. John Burns, M.P., 
L.C,C,, is a practical, sober politician, dealing with weighty questions 
calmly and sensibly. Witness his speech on the 13th in Trafalgar 
Square. It was the same with Bradlaugh ; it isso with most. Were 
I unfortunate enough to be a great prince, when truculent agitators 
arose in my dominions I would put them down by making them 
Privy Councillors, clapping Right Hon. before, and as many letters as 
possible after, their names, »* * * . 

Mr. Justice Mathew has got into hot water, It is urged on his 
behalf that, since the commission over which he is presiding is not a 
judicial one, there was no obligation upon him to follow judicial 
procedure. Then, in that case, why was a judge appointed? because 
it is notorious that great judges and lawyers are, as a rule, fai!ures in 
lay controversies, Witness the very back seats taken in the Hovse of 
Commons by the men who take front ones at the Bar, 

. 7 * a . * 
Last week the Liberation Society met in de-Liberation, with a \iew 





MCKINLBY FEELS HURT. 


to establish movements for Disestablishment. There is much to be 
said in favour of Disestablishment—and much against it. My expe- 
rience has been that those opposed to it say the things in its favour, 
and those in favour of it argue very strongly against it, To my mind 
it ought to be quite distinct from party politics, A good many men 


STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


| 
| 
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object to Disestablishment simply because it is part of the Liberal 
programme ; others favour it because the Tories are against it, The 
main considerations are—in my opinion—would Disestablishment 
strengthen the Church? Would it serve the cause of religion and 
Christian charity? I think it would, 

* . . * * * 

Mr, McKinley is not makin’ leeway. He has been decorated with 
the “ order of the boot,” and he naturally “ feels hurt.” 

* > * * 7 * 

The Tenants Commission—what there is left of it—has, at all 
events, served one purpose, it has amused most people, Mr. A. L. Tuck 
has delineated Mr, Justice Mathew singing, “ Oh, stay with me!” 

* e << * * * 

“When rogues fall out,” etc., etc. When princes quarrel, truth 
comes to light. Up till now folks have been blaming the late Emperor 
Napoleon and poor Eugénie for the Franco-Prussian war; now Bis- 
marck admits that he doctored the Ems dispatch in order to bring on 





TRYING TO KEP THE COMMISSION TOGETHER. 


that war, he knowing that Prussia was—and France was not—ready. 
Diplomacy may be a distinguished walk in life, but it is not one 
wherein the cardinal virtues are encouraged, 

THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER. 
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“" MRS. SLASHINGTON AT HOME. 


Mrs. 8S, (in the middle of her most popular recitation),—“ WRETCHES ! 
Hannah (the new housemaid, hearing her mistress’s upraised voice).— HELP ! 


FouL MURDERERS! 
HELP! 











Vanitas Vanitatum, 
MARK the masher’s mien and style, 
Watch the wool-white hand, which is 
Deck’d with pseudo-jewels, while 
Carving two poor sandwiches, 
Hindering Phyllis in her work, 
Hear his vague inanities, 
Spot his self-conceited smirk : 
Vanity of vanities ! 


Mark the modest maiden, cast 
By an old, manceavring, 

Shrewd mamma upon the vast 
Marriage market, ‘“ You've a ring 

From some wealthy wight to win ; 
At the stark insanities 

Of young viscounts you must grin!” 

Vanity of vanities ! 


Mark the various hobbies ridden 
By the men with manias, 

Brown would bare the secrets hid in 
Regions subterraneous : 

Jones would learn how far from earth | 
Every other planet is, | 

Smith the place of Homer’s birth : 

Vanity of vanities |! 


Hear the unctuous, unco-guid, | 
Ultra-pious minister 
(Whom to vice and turpitude 

No temptations sinister | 


E'er did in his life allure) 

Boast his Christianity’s 
Power to keep his spirit pure : 
Vanity of vanities! 


Mark the miser, gaunt and bare, 
Hoarding wealth diurnally, 
While his spendthrift son and heir 
Thus reflects internally : 
“ When the old ’un, by and bye, 
Cold as yonder granite is, 
Won't I make his fortune fly!” 
Vanity of vanities ! 
Mark the rate at which our race 
Through the world goes scurrying. 
What avails the frantic pace, 
What the toil and worrying? 
Naked came we to the birth— 
All we poor “ humanities,”’ 
Naked we return to earth : 
Vanity of vanities ! 








AT the Strand they call it Niobe (all 
smiles). Then somebody, having regard to 
its success, called it all tiers; but on the 
250th night Fon’s man about town told 
genial Mackay Robertson (one of the original 
Scots wha hae) that he considered it Niobe 
all cheers, After all, it isn’t surprising that 
the Niobe that reposed so long upon the shore 
should come to stay at the Strand, 
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Now I KNOW MY Doom. Hal!” 
Morper!” 


[ Delightful merriment among the guests, 








JUST OUT—PRICE ONE SHILLING. 
Post Free, 1s. 24d. 
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Hood’s Comic Annual 


For 1898. 


Full of Comic Stories and Pictures by 
Leading Authors and Artists of the day. 


“Brimful of the wit of a amart circle of authors 
and artiste.”—Lioyd'’s Weekly News. 

“Ohoke full of good things, both In the way of 
narrative and illustrations,”— Topical Times. 

“ Puller than ever of droll pictures by the best 
comic artista.”—Referee, 

“Smart text and lively illustrations compete for 
supremacy... An excellent number.”—2Zntr’ Acie. 
“Brighter and more attractive than ever.” 

— Brechin Advertiser. 
** Age cannot wither nor custom stale its infinite 
variety.”"—Dower Telegraph. 
“We never fail to find a host of genuinely 
amusiog things in this popular favourite.” 
— Lady's Pictorial, 
“Well sustains ite reputation as a bright col- 
lection of miscetlanies in prove and verse.” 


—Daily Telegraph. 
NOW READY, 


FUN ALMANAC For 1893, 


Price 2d, Post Free, 3d. 
“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET. 








, or pay for Contributions. Inno case will they be returned unless 
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LATTER-DAY FABLES—WITH MATTER-OF-FACT MORALS. 
THE GEOLOGIST AND THE HAM SANDWICH. 
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An enthusiastic geologist Was making a nine hours’ journey by Borne along by this attacing party who, with wild yells, pro- 
rail, when the train pulled up at a ceeded to storm the buffet, he was fortunate enovgh to secure a 


dreary “ junction” for the customiry ‘three minutes for refreshments,” ham sandwich, 
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Returning to a convenient corner, Le pulled A weary porter aroused him fromthe trance into 

And, emerging from the crush, forth some necessary tools, and, after a protracted which he had fallen, and informed him that all trains 

was in the act ot conveying it tohis struggle of three hours, during which he broke were gone. “Man,” cried the geologist, “what is 

mouth, when an exclamation of two cold chisels and utterly disabled his pet missingatrain to discovering traces-of a period between 

awe, wonder and delight brokefrom hammer, succeeded in detaching a fragment the Glacial and Palwozoic epochs? To-morrow I shall 

his lips, from the triangular object of his attack. prove to a startled world the existence of a sawdust and 
red granite era!” 

MORAL,—There are deeper mysteries in Railway Refreshment Rooms than are dreamt of in common or garden philosophy. 





The Unemployed—the Irieh and the Fnglish Question. 


(SEE CARTOON.) 





It isan Ancient Unemployed, He holds him with his skinny hand : The Welcome Guest perforce is stayed, 
And he stoppeth Mr, G,: “l’ve got no work,” quoth he, He cannot choose but hear ; 

“ By thy starving looks and glittering eye, “ Unhand me, my uncanny friend, And thus the bright-eyed Unemployed 
Now wherefore stopp’st thou me?” I wish you'd let me be,” His piteous tale makes clear. 

“The Home Rule doors are open wide, He holds him with his glittering eyc— “T’m well-nigh starved, and many more 
And jaunts must soon begin ; The Welcome Guest stands stil), In England, Mr. G.; 

The guests are met, the feast is set, And listens Jike a grand old man ; So what are you a-goin’ to do, 
They want me to cme in,” The Ancient hath his will. Please, for the likes o’ me?” 
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“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 








ocenit. S\e — Ana how ss It You 
fhe game? 
tte — eg See, /tmates 
ooh Such a fool. ¥'| 

She — Oh, butone can 
easily look That without . 


playmg lacrosse. 
xs He — Fr—w-e77, p—er- ha — ps 
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(1) La Crosse is in fashion, but some who don’t play it. 
Display much (la) Crosse-ness—if e’er you betray it. 


(2) A roaming canary-bird causes a shindy— ' é 
The small feathered bird-en got near the wrong “ windy. 


(3) When robbed of your purse, don’t make wrong accusations— 
For such purse-onalities lead to p’lice-stations ! 
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Alarming letters To_Sunday-schoo) leachers. From Palace lo prison cet? 
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A-couple thal objected 
lo be m the dark. 
(4) Hypnotic affairs appear daily to thicken— 
But wherefore be hypnotised, pray, by a chicken / 


(5) This sending wild letters to Sunday Schoo! teachers 
Doth prove the concocter the maddest of creachers, 


(6) A deserter who played a Grand Vizier was nobbled, 
And from playhouse to prison soon wofully hobbled, 


(7) These lovers—although they to darkness objected— 
Soon learnt that e’en lamplighters must be protected, 











° nana = 
 —~ -peweeere ow ee 













om. ee eee 

















; 
SR ean Nii AO, SON HR A TN NL AGG: AC LUNRE A" CEI 


‘ ies - 
* dae tte os ne 
3 * Bae 4 Se * Sage 


Heeeaate 


ey 
cae 


NOVEMBER 30, 1892, 

















ig? G C7 TO" (OR, as 
Z P one might 
Y > * RA say on this 
~ ty occasion, 
} “the much Cri 













THB CRITHRION.—ROOT-TI-TOO-IT |! 


not be confused with Haddon Hall, by the way, 
or suspected of being a conversion of that 
historica! edifice to modern requirements !) had 
scarcely credited him with much power over 
the humour stop. Humour, in fact, always has 
been the weak point of his dramatic work. It 
was, therefore, with a wholly improper mental 
bias that I sat me down in sweet seclusion 
behind a pillar to see what I was to see in The 
Old Lady, 


and little 

/7 } wool! ”’).—Those 
’/ who had had the 
eye of observa- 
tion upon the 
works of Mr. 
Haddon Cham- 
| bers (who must 


A RATHER SOFT 
COLONBL. 


ALAS! I couldn't see much in it. There 


myself, 





Measrs. Dale, D. S. James and Valentine are ex- 
cellent in ‘character parta. 
Colonel has hitherto been cruelly disappointed in 
his hopes of succeeding to his aunt's money, | 
don’t think The Old Lady will be with us long 


But although the 


THE ROYAL AQUABIUM.—A new exponent of 
the art of fisticuffs has arrived here from the 
Antipodes, They call him Kangy 
kangaroo. It is claimed for him that he fights 
strictly under the Queensberry rules. I am not 
sufficiently acquainted with the laws of ,boxing to 
be sure, but I rather doubt the existence of any law 
permitting the combatant to stand on his tail and 
strike with his hind legs. This is Kangy’s habit, 
and suggests a predilection for the F'rench school 


, because he isa 


THE CaiTerioN.— of la savate, He has a very good “attack” with 


CHARLIE, WEO his “mauleys”— somewhat 
oeComES Hun resembling a drummer at 
DABLING. tattoo—but his defence, I 
regret to say, is simply con- 

temptible. He takes his corner at the call of 
“time” with submissive hops, and sits the:e 


ness, try- 
in g to 
loosen his 
g ] 0OVe€és 






























are a number of good actors and actresses in 
it, including two handsome young ladies. The 
dialogue was good enough, too—very good, 
some of it—and the glamour and joy thereof 
lasted us for the first act. After that we 
wanted some story, and there wasn’t anything 
we hadn't heard over and over again, nor any 
character we hadn't seen over and over again. 
So we got tired. Then we began to notice the 
all too frequent use (on the stage) of a little 
word beginning with d and ending with an n. 
That told us that all was lost. It is often the 
final sign of a failing play when the actors 
begin to-——— that little word I’ve mentioned, 
They forget that the function of—well—deeing 
belongs properly to “ our friends in front” ! 





THE CCBILL ZBION.—DONE ON BOTH SIDES. 





THe FALSE 
OCOUNT ON THB 
DAY OF RECE- 
ONING, 


what time his oppo- 


proprietor 


and trainer, Pro- 
fessor Land-a-man 


—I beg pardon, 
Landerman — re- 


orthodox, 
wholly un- 


necessary, aitten- 
tions from 4 
“ second.” (Pre- 
fessor of what, by 
way? Kan- 


garoos?) Of course there is no real “boxing” about it, but the 


exhibition is a quaint, novel, interesting, and, 
in some respects, a pretty one, 


















THE ORITERION.— 
PRETTY—GOoD. 


Mas, Joun Woop made a sweet Old Lady 

to look at, had a hearty reception, and acted 

- with all her wonted force and vivacity. It 
was scarcely her fault that much of the 
“humour” of her part consisted of horseplay. 
Mr. W. H. Vernon's experience and finished 


style made him pleasantly amusing as the 


lily-livered Colonel Lund. Mr. Standing’s “ villains” 
are never very convincing. I don't know that this is 
a fault exactly in a farcical comedy (though The Old 
Lady calls itself a comedy without the adjective), and 
his Count seems to regard himself as rather a pleasant 
jocularity than otherwise. Perhaps he is. At any 
rate, we knew that he and Mudlie. le Grande were in 
league directly we saw them, because they were clad 
from top to toe in the same shade of brown and wore 
red ties of identical hue! 





Miss ELLIS JEvreeys, made love to byatoo plump ; 


and grey-haired wicked person, and a rather bald- 
headed virtuous person (inclining much to the former 
at first, but finally transferring her affections with 
facility to the latter), looked (and played) prettily 
enough to have deserved a better cheice. Mr. Kerr 


was quietly effective as usual, Miss Fillipi handsome and dashing, and 





THE CRITBRION, 
—BARKEK'S 


LU N--WIiLLING. 








Nops AND WINKSs.—Sir Augustus Harris is 
happy in a commacd from Her Majesty the 
Queen to give a performance of Carmen at 
Windsor Castle next Saturday. The Waterloo 
Chamber will again be the scene of operations, 
and scenery to fit the stage has been painted 
expressly (which means “in double quick 
time” no leas than “specially ’), scenery, ap- 
pointments, orchestra, and chorus will, of 
course, be the very best in the trade. Mdlle. de 
Lussan will appear in the title role, Miss 
Esther Palliser as Michaela, M. Duafriche as 
Escamillo, Signor Cremonini as José, Mdlle. 
Riganti as premiere danseuse, and Signor 
Bevignani as conductor. Miss Agnes Jansen 


and Signori Caracciolo, Rinaldini, Corsi and 


Vaschetti will also appear. Vivat Regina /— 


The smell of the pantomimes is already in the 
air. Be-Peep, Little Red Riding Hoed and 
Hop-o'- My-Thumb, the comprehensive subject 
at Drury Lane, is busily employing all sorte and 
conditions of minds and hands; Dick Whit- 
tington is creating like activity (though with more homelv aims) at 
the Olympic. 
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RE DEEPSWIGG, DECEASED; 


Oz, WHERE THESE’S A WILL THERE'S A Way OvrT orf rr, 





CHAPTER VI, 
BLOOD may be thicker than water, but there was so much bad 








blood between the members of the Deepswigg family that, so far from 
sticking together, the family feud assumed a Corsican aspect. Each 
regretted that Uncle Dick had left so many relations; the only point 
on which the family was united was in denunciation of Saul Snyder. 

For Saul was absolutely wallowing in litigation regarding his uncle’s 
estate. Not a solitary claim upon it would he admit without the 
strictest proof. When he began to insist before the chief clerks and 
other officials, who retailed red tape at the Royal Courts of Justice, 
upon his aunts, uncles and cousins proving their births, and the 
deaths and marriages of those through whom they claimed, and to 
make allegations as to the marriages being bigamous or invalid, and 
that they were each and all indebted to the deceased to a greater 
amount than their respective shares in his estate, they began to pour 
the vials, or rather family jars, of their wrath on his offending head, 

Meantime Bob Buxham had become involved in another kind of 
suit—a love, not achancery one. He had for a long time been an 
ardent adorer of the gentle Mary, but had refrained during Deepswigg’s 
lifetime from declaring his passion lest it should be ascribed 
to a hankering after Deepswigg’s money; but when Mary became 
homeless and friendless, good Mra. Buxham, Bob’s mother, insisted 
upon her making her home, at all events for a time, with them, and 
though Bob spoke no word of love to her for many months his eyes 
said volumes, 

Shortly after her interview with Mr. Saul Snyder Mary received, 
with a palpitating heart, a summons to attend at the Royal Courts of 
Justice to be orally examined before the Chief Clerk to Mr. Justice 
Chatty, touching her alleged dealings with the estate and effects of 
Deepewigg, deceased. 

As Mr. Snyder observed to his London agents, Messrs, Screwem 
and Twistem, he was perfectly assured Mary had not in the least 
availed herself of her opportunities to help herself, but Mr. Snyder 
added, with what was intended for a wink, but seemed a preliminary 
touch of epilepsy: “It all means costs, y’ know, an’—we must live ” 

So Mary one morning arrived in London by an early train, and 
reached the Royal Courts of Justice at eleven o'clock punctually, the 
time at which her summons was returnable being twelve o'clock. 

It was as well she had an hour to spare, for it took her quite that to 
find the room of Mr. Boylover, the learned chief clerk to Mr. Justice 
Chatty, before whom she was to be examined, not that it would have 
mattered had she been a few moments late, for, at the moment she 
entered, Mr. Boylover was taking a summons timed for eleven o'clock, 
and Mary sat down and listened to a learned altercation between the 
emall office-boy of one eminent firm and the senior partner of another. 

After this was disposed of, the chief clerk called “Gammon ¢, 
“Spinach,” and a nervous solicitor’s clerk mentioned that he was in 
“ Cheddar », Stilton.” “ Cheddar ¢. Stilton’s struck out,” said the chief 
clerk, with asperity, “I called it, and you were not here,” 

“It was an eleven o'clock appointment, sir,” said the nervous one, 
timidly, “and—and, I waited till ten to twelve, sir 4 

“Then why didn’t you wait till I called it, sir?” said Mr. Boyl- 
Over, waxing redder. 

“ Because I had to attend another summons at a quarter to twelve, 
air,” 
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“Why the—who the—how the—where the— 
what the deuce has that to do with me, sir? 
How can I do my business if people are not 
here to time?” 

The timid man, in the desperation of trepida- 
tion, stammered, “ What's the use of being here 
to time if you don't do people's business !” 

Then that chief clerk collected all the heaviest 
bundles in the heaviest actions, and hurled 
them at the retreating form of the sacrilegious 
offender, who has never dared set his foot in 
the Royal Courts of Justice since. 

I'he shades of night were falling fast when 
Mr. Boylover took that twelve o'clock appoint- 





F . ment, and he prefaced the proceedings by re- 


questing the parties to look sharp about it, and 
not keep him there all day. 

Mr. Saul Snyder, who had come to town for 
the purpose, commenced to examine Mary touching her dealings with 
the property of the deceased, and proceeded to do so as offensively as 
possible, adopting the most bullying tone he could assume. 

Which was a mistake on his part, for whatever might have been 
Mr. Boylover’s mode of treating those who appeared before him, he 
never permitted anybody else to bully anybody else, and he was— 
if irascible—a gentleman. Then he, too, began to put questions to 
Mary, in quite a different tone to that which he adopted to the gen- 
tlemen who practised before him, and elicited sufficient information 
from her to prima facie establish an assumption that several hundred 
pounds’ worth of Deepswigg’s effects had been given to Mary daring 
the deceased's lifetime, and he directed Bob Buxham, as her solicitor, 
to enter a claim accordingly. 

( fo be continued.) 


In the Burglary Season. 
To keep us safe, throughout the dead 
Of night, from dangers dire and dread, 
Kind angels hovering round our bed 

Are not to be despised. 
Yet, though the power of angels we 
Acknowledge thus, a stout ?’.C, 
Around our door appears to be 

A lot more highly prized ! 


MR. AUGUSTIN DALY has accepted a new four-act comedy just 
completed to order by Miss Clo Graves. ‘Scene, Italy — period, 
fifteenth century. It is said to contain a big part for the inimitable 
Ada. 





SCHOOLGIRLS TU QUOQUE. 
Maud (aged 13, with withering scorn).—"1 pity the man you u 
for a husband, Ethel Smith!” . 
Ethel (aged 14, with lofty contempt).—" And I'd do as much for 
you, Maude Jones, only it would '# abeurd te waste pity upon what 


you'll never get!” 
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THE HORTICULTURAL BUTCHER. 
“ Leg of mutton not good, ma'am? Impossible! why, I grew it myself!” 


SOME WONDERS THAT WILL NBVER CHASE. 
(Cc mlin ued,) 
“ FURNISHED ’—FOR A SINGLE GENTLEMAN, 

WoNDER XII. Why the indelible ink mark always boils out of your 
fresh eggs, and they are invariably addled at breakfast, unless you 
boil them yourself over the sitting-room fire’? Why your landlady is 
wounded by this want of confidence ? 

WONDER XIII, Why there are always slugs in your cabbage and 
caterpillars in your salad? Why you calmly submit to endure agonies 
of indigestion because your landlady wil! make shrimp sauce with un- 
shelled shrimps, when a word would ! Whether a word would? 
or two—or twenty thousand? Whether it is not something in your 
luck that prevents your ever getting things done like anybody else? 

WonDER XIV, Whyall servant girls in lodging-houses have a ten- 
dency to tread down the hee!s of their shoes upon one side? Why 
‘Yeasir” is to them a mere formula innocent of any meaning, and 
* D’recklisir” a concentrated form of refusal to comply with any re- 
quest?) Why they are so greedy for tips, and so contemptuous of 
them when they get them? Why some of them have a passion for 
‘ugar and biscuits, and others for calome!, liver pills and ipecacuanha 
wine? Why you do not feel very sorry when the results of an orgie of 
the aforementioned, washed down by the last named, are such as tc 
prostrate the peculator 

WONDER XV, Why, when you have telegraphed from Newcastle t« 
fay that you arrive at Euston by the 9.30 express and expect to find 
supper ready and a fire burning, your landlady ehould make a point of 











going to weekday evening church with her whole family wit)- 
eut making any preparations for your reception? Why, when 
you remonstrate, she tells you that she is a freeborn British 
Englishwoman and not a black negro slave? Whether you 
would not be better off if she were? Why her religious exer- 
cises should sharpen up her temper and manifestly increase 
her stock of abusive epithets? Why you give in meekly, 
and apologize when you are the wronged party? Whether 
you are not a poor-spirited kind of creature, after all ? 

WonpDeR XVI. Why your newspaper always reaches you 
late, and in a greasy and crumpled condition, which would 
suggest its having been read by somebody else at breakfast ? 
Why the other lodgers in the house suffer from the same 
grievance? Whether it is possible that you are all made to 
pay for the same copy? Whether this is fair? 

WoNnDER XVII, Why you cannot keep cigars or retain 
tobacco—except under a Bramah lock? How it is that your 
landlord can afford to smoke Havanasand Latakia? Whether 
it was not a kind of audacity on his part to offer you, 
when flushed with your own port wine, one of your own weeds 
out of an expensive case which vanished from your possession 
some time previously ? 

WonDER XVIII, Why the beetles are of such prize pro- 
portions and such omnivorous appetites? Whether it was 
really a gigantic member of the tribe who ate up that pair 
of new morocco leather slippers? Why the mice, instead of 
nibbling bits out, always use a kitchen knife to cut my cake, 
and sometimes leave it behind them? Why the spiders 
seem livelier and their webs larger every week, although you 
are assured your rooms are regularly turned out every 
Thursday morning? 

WONDER XIX, Do the two Dutchmen who live on the 
floor above never go to bed, or do they take repose in turns, 
so that one sleeps while the other pounds on your ceiling, and 
vice versa) Whether, if you, remonstrated, bad would not 
become worse? Why they eat Dutch cheese with every 
and between every meal? Whether it is not foolish thus to 
sacrifice personal comfort to patriotic pride? Why they 
despise you so profoundly for tubbing every day instead oi 
once in every tour months? Why they smoke such awful 
tobacco and regard the well staircase as a spittoon? Whether 
Holland can be an agreeable country to live in if ali 
Dutchmen come from there? Whether they take in FUN 
and will read this and like it? 

WONDER XX, Why your coal goes so fast? Whether your 
having a separate coal cellar and a separate key does not 
make you the more helpless a victim? Why your box of 
prime Yarmouth bloaters should have gone bad in three days 
and a half? Whether those your landlady gets you are not 
1) really your own? Whether it is not an expensive proceed- 
4 gtale ing to purchase things and buy them afterwards? Whether 
\ \ you will stand this sort of thing much longer? 

WONDER XXI, Whether that was a real burglary that 
took place in your rooms, when you went for a week to 
Margate’? or whether the broker’s man had been in? 
Whether it was really the thunder that turned your half 
cask of ale sour? and the lightning that blunted your best 
razors’ Whether you had better look out for fresh rooms, or 
go on putting up with the discomfort of the old ones? Whether 
you would be better off if you did change? Whether you could 
possibly be worse off than where you are? Whether you would not 
be better off in a caravan—or in your coffin, than you are now? 
And whether every single young man, who lives in furnished lodgings, 
is not tempted to become a double young man—in the matrimonial 
sense of the word—yjust for the value of having new buttons sewn on 
the back of his neck, his socks darned—without lumps inside—his 
neckties nicely turned, and his weekly washing listed? And whether 
——if he yielded to the temptation he would——prove the—truth 
of———the old adage 


ut of Be Hrving-an Ento Ge Fire. 


Beauty’s Daughters. 

In the Christmas number of The Penny Illustrated Paper the ex- 

rienced ability of the Editor, Mr. John Latey, has enabled him to 

ring about a combination as novel as it is nice in the charming 
assemblage of “‘ Beauty's Daughters,” The stories are pioneered by a 
delightful one of his own, The Prima Donna,” the others are by such 
well-known and talented writers as G. M. Fenn, H. T. Johnson, Richard 
Henry, and others of whom he has reason to be equally proud. The 
comeliness of ‘“‘ The Beauties’ will be seen in the queenly heads that 
have been photographed from life. The coloured picture, “ Playmates, 
that goes with this excellent number, is both pleasing and highly 
artistic. 
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MORE BUSINESS SPOILT. 





“ Hullo! 





‘What on earth are you playing at?” 





“]’ll soon settle your hash, young master!” 
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What's up?” 


* Now, perhaps, you'll keep quiet,” 
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The Fickle Fair. 


(“Happy is the woman who knows what suits her! Very few of us do,”’— 


“X. AND Z.” in the Globe.] 

WHEN Miss May was a merry mad maid of nineteen, 

She oft sighed, ‘‘ It would suit me supremely, I ween, 

If some handsome young fellow would make me the queen 
Of his heart and his home!” But, eftsoon, 

When her wish and an excellent husband got she, 

To her female familiars she whispered, “ Ah, me! 

If from conjugal bonds I could only be free 
I should count it an absolute boon!” 


When the Belle of Bongtong was a new-married bride, 
“ How delighted I'll be,” to her husband she cried, 
‘When I’ve sweet olive branches to cling to my side! ” 
But her speech was entirely devoid 
Of delight (when ten summers had taken their trot), 
As she wearily puled, “‘ How I envy the lot 
Of those fortunate wives who are happily not 
By a parcel of children annoyed!” 


Madame Potey pin’s husband was none of the best, 
And with genuine fervour she used to protest 
That above all creation she'd think herself blest 
If the weeds she might only assume. 
sut, one gloomy November, the funeral bell 
For her husband was tolled, and—distreasful to tell! 
She once more in the snare of the marriage-god fell 


Ere the roses next year were in bloom! 


Beldame Bifkins to weeping and wailing was prone, 
And, when matters went wrong, twas her custom to moan 
In a seemingly perfectly serious tone 

That she wished—oh! she wished—she were dead! — 
Yet it suited her not her ambition to gain, 
For, on finding herself in articulo Jain, 
She bewailed her sad fate, and “ Alas, I would fain 

Live a year or two longer!”’ she said, 





The Lady's Pictorial gives in its Christmas number a complete 
story by Mrs. W. K. Clifford, which is both powerful and excit- 
ing, though perhaps more possible than probable, It is magnificently 
illustrated by Mr. Maurice Greiffenhagen. Some funny pages 
follow the story, two of them, “ For Family Use,” being by Mr. J. F. 
Sullivan. The coloured picture supplement is as beautifully bright 
and gay as Nature on a summer day.—With the December part of 
the Young Ladics' Journal is given a richly-coloured and highly- 
effective picture by that talented artist, Mr. H. French, illustrative of 
the ancient monody, “ The Mistletoe Bough,”—The Christmas number 
of The Gentlewoman ia a grand one, It contains “ Seven Christmas 
Eves,” the first or lead off being by clever Miss Clo Graves, The 
illustrations are all superb. Of things to delight and admire there are 
many more than seven, There is also a double-page engraving from a 
picture by G. G, Kilburne, and “ A Winter Idyll” by Mrs, Karnshaw, 
splendidly printed on satin.—The Young Gentlewoman, an offshoot of 
the other Gentlewoman, is to be a Monthly Magazine for the young of 
both sexes. Judging from the specimen number, a wide measure of 
popularity and success is before it, 
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in 7 There was once an enterprising local And one fine morning Where, being a youth of a cautious disposition, he first at- 
hes genius who had a great desire to appear on started off with it to Fun tempted to make friends with the oflice-boy, who looked dubious, 
% a comic paper. So he thought of a little Office. and said—* Mr. Simpson? Second door on the first floor. Mind 
: joke, and made a little drawing thereunto, the marble steps.” 
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80 he went, and when Mr. Simpson saw that comic So nothing was left now But FUN had received timely notice, and was not 
sketch, he died straight off. for our gentleman, but to to be found, so great expectations were dashed to 
interview the All Omnipotent Boes, so he proceeded farther still. the ground. 
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But years afterwards, FUN, in a weak moment, went to see a private exhibition of serious pictures, and in the artist recognised our friend 


again. “Great Scallywags!" snorted he amidst unseemly hilarity, “ what an ass I must have been ; why this mirth-manufacturer would have 
knocked all other comic artists silly.” 
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A PLAIN INFERENCE. 
(ood-natured Friend,—*“ What a nice-looking little dear it is.” 
Fond Mother—* Do you think he takes after me or his dada?” 
Good-natured Friend,—*“ Well, 1 don't see any resemblance to either 

of you just yet; but you never can tel), they change so as they grow 

up, and sometimes the prettiest babies grow up plainest.” 


For Home and “ Hall,” 


A Serics of Songs of all Sorts and Sizes for Family and Music-Hall 
Consum ption, 


ADVICE WorTH HAVING, 


Now the Fog’s here again, you will find it is best 
To carefully keep your mouth shut ; 
It may get up your note, but it won't clog your chest, 
If you carefully keep your mouth shut, 
But apart from the Fog, there are other affairs 
(Of which I will give you the Hows, Whens, and Wheres), 
And in these you'll escape quite a number of cares, 
If you jolly well keep your mouth shut. 
Chorus. 
Then shut your face, 
And give no trace, 
Yea, keep your North to South shut ; 
Don’t belong to the tribe 
Who jabber and jibe, 
But jolly well keep your mouth shut! 


Doubtless Goldwin Smith on the Canada side 
Now wiehes he’d keep his mouth shut ; 

When Ireland's Home Rule needs he recently guyed, 
He'd better have kept his mouth shut. 

For he had forgotten (Good Easy Smith), 

When he stigmatised Gladstone's Home Rule as a myth, 

He had clamoured for Canada Home Rule forthwith, 
So he'd better have kept his mouth shut! 














The Socialist leaders are having a fight— 
They can't, of course, keep their mouths shut ; 
Each thinks Ae, as leader, of course, wouldn't be right 
If the other would keep his mouth shut, 









r beggars with Aelp they have buoyed 
t to be made keep their mouths shut. 
But the loafers whose whinings are only pretence, 
And for drink and a doss would come g for pence— 
A dose at the treadmill might bring them to sense, 
And keep all their filthy mouths shut. 


There are instances, though, when it best may be found 
To be sure you don’t keep your mouth shut. 
Lo, here are examples, the other way round, 
When you oughtn’t to keep your mouth shut. 
To wit, say, whenever you see a wrong done, 
You must rap out at once—ay, be fearless—none. 
And whenever you're asked, “‘ Who’s your friend?” answer, 
“For ”"— 
On these points ne'er keep your mouth shut, 


Until some 








Judy Almanac for 1893. 


Judy has just published her Almanac for 1893, and once more 
proves herself to be the Queen of Providers in this line. Twenty-four 
pages of pictures and reading by those foremost in the ranks of art 
and literature for the modest sum of threepence should be enough to 
satisfy anyone. But beyond this there is an extra four-page musical 
supplement by Mons. G. Jacobi, entitled, “ Judy’s Valse,” which has a 
ring and go in it that is only equalled by the entire publication. You 
have our hearty congratulations, Old Lady. 
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SO AWKWARD, YOU KNOW! 
Major Martinette,—“ Haven't you got a kiss for your uncle 


Johnnie?” 
Johnnie (with dignity).—“ No! men never kiss each other, You 


give him a kiss, governess,” 
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MASTER OF THE SITUATION. 
Pedes. —“ GOING TO CHOWBOROUGH? THAT AIN'T THE WAY TO CaOWBOROUGH!” 
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Eques.— ‘I KNOW ‘TAINT; BUT HOW CAN I HELP IT, IF THIS OBSTINATE BRUTE THINKS IT Is/” 








STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


Sir AUGUSTUS HARRIS is going to lecture at the Playgoers’ Club 
What he wants and what he won't 
To my mind, what the L. P. wants and doesn’t get are about 


on “The London Playgoer. 
have,” 
the same thing. « * 


com * 
Mr. Waite has issued a No Rent Manifesto. Query—is the 


Wait(e)ing game worth the candle? 
. 


* 7 Pe * . 
Mr. Labouchere says the business of the Radical M.P.’s is to keep any 


Ministry up to the Radical high- 
water mark. The Ministry may 
count during next session on some 
high tides. * * 

The German Emperor's speech at 
the opening of the Reichstag is cal- 
culated to rather intensify than allay 
the war scare, The Kaiser contends 
that the peace can only be kept by 
drawn swords. So the game goes on. 
Hans over his lager and Jean over 
his Bourgogne may be as amicably 
disposed to each other as possible, 
but while diplomatists hunger for 
triumphs, generals for glory, and 
rulers for territory, the war cloud is 
always in thesky. *# . 

At the International Monetary 
Conference important changes will 
be discussed. The speeches will be 
silver and the silence of the mute 
members golden. Bank notes of the 

roceedings will be taken. Doubt- 
ess, the German delegates will make 
their mark and the French tone 
will be frank, while the Russians will 


| 









ACT tom Tre Gerrea 
|) PAYMGnT oF Tet 
INEMPLOVED 


'« - 


T veo Faye 


IN THE NEAR FUTURE. 


“I say, father, who's that funny-!ooking man 7” 
“Him! Ob, he’s what they call a Ratepsyer. They used to 
Ratepayers, in my young days.” 


rouble long as comfortabl 
| will probably be furnished 


a funny tael. 8 






be quite nobs, them 


by 


as possible, The musical element 
the Austro-Hungarian representative, 
who will possibly oblige with the Arewtzer sonata, while the Greek 
will infuse conviviality by inducing the compan 
* or two along with him, and the Chinese will kee 
pain will give it an air of reality, 
cents, and Japan of sen-timent. Let us hope that the position of 
the rupee in the exchange market will be an(n)alysed., 


y to take a drachma 
them lively with 
merica of common 


* - * 
The unkindest eut of all: The 
Panama Canal, 


. 7 « 

Mrs, Futinit has inquired of me 
whether the Armed Brothers of 
Sahara, whom Reuter reports as 
about to be disbanded, are relatives 
to Sarah's cousins in the guards, 


> * * 

The London County Council has 
done well in abolishing the con- 
tractor and creating a Works De- 
partment, BY this department in 
future we know it, 

* ca ~ 


So now it is p the School 
Board pupils should be not only fed 
and t, but clothed at the ex- 
pense of the unfortunate ratepayer, 


eared es gre bik co 

my artistic co has delineated, 
Truly, the Board rate is the 
rate that kills, 


Toe MAN IN 
THE ChOcK TowsR, 
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FUN’S FASHION PLATE FOR DECEMBER. 











FUN-DH-SIBOLB FAROBBSB. 
PANACEAS For THE PROBLEM; OR, DISAGREEING DOCTORS. 


SCENE—ENGLAND. Mr, B.P. discovered in a state of great per- 
plexity and anguish. 
Mr. B. P. Whatever is to be done about these thousands of Unem- 
ployed and Starving folk ? Would I could aid them ! Would that I could 
render them some help that would be permanent. But how? How? 
Enter to him Mr, LAS8EY-F AYRE, 
Mr. LAssgy-FAYRE. Don't be a blithering idiot! Why shoul! you 
worry yourself in this fashion? You are only giving yourself unneces- 
sary trouble ; these things)will right themselves—if you let them alone. 
Mr. B.P. Ah! but I don't know. I feel I ought to do something! 
Nay, that I must do eomething. But what’ What? That (as a 
similarly perplexed poor fellow would say), that is the question. 
Mr, DYSMALL-SYENTYST (entering with haste and a sncer). That 
is a question which is out of the question—a question that is (to put 
it we genomnaaney By highly questionable. What need to display this so- 
called sympatby with these Non-Toilers? These millions of the 
Unfit? You say they are Unemployed. How came they unemployed ? 
and why were they dismissed from their employment? and 
Mr. B. P. But pardon me,sir; I’m afraid you are just a leetle bit in 
error, Ali the poor fellows who are at present Unemployed were not 
dismissed from their employment, Many thousands lost their employ- 
ment through the storm and stress of Fate, Competition, McKinley 
Tariffs, and what not. 
Mr, D.8. (enceringly). Yes; especially “what not”! But never 
mind all that. That is no true argument, for you bave not built your 
thesis upon a purely scientific basis, Enough to reply to your query, 
‘What can be done /"'—Nothing can be done! 

A WOULD-BE JESTER (somewhat in a fog). If nothing can be done, 
why not at once do it! (He is at once offered engagements as (1) a 
Burlesque Writer,(2) as a Leader Writer on the Chief (Mis) Leading 
Conservative Organs.) 

Mr. HUGH TOPYAN (entering). May 1 be allowed to say a word | 








































If so—thanks! Well, what J was about to propose was this: Let us 
start Public Relief Works Everywhere for Everybody, whether they 
are wanted or not, and then relief will be given to all! 

Mr. Pessy-Myst (emerging). Yes; except to those who have to pay 
for it, such as the Ratepayers, who will thus be brought down to 
penury, and become members of the Unemployed thmselves, and 
will fill our Workhouses, Asylums, Jails and so forth; therefore my 
advice is, Give to Nobody! 

Mr. DYSMALL-SYENTYST. Quite so. A Sound Proposal! For all 
these so-called Unemployed are but members of the Great Body of the 
Unfit. It must be so or they would have found work long ago. 

Mr. B. P. (anziously). But suppose work isn’t to be had, you know? 
Ought we not to feed them—— 

Messrs. D.S., P. M., etc., etc. What Rot! Feed the Unfit? Never! 
This so-called Starvation is but a Beneficent Arrangement of Crue! 
Nature for the removing of the Untit! To interfere with this Great 
Law were to be Unscientific, and therefore Unsound ! 

Mr. SHORTER-LAYBER (advancing). Excuse me. J havea remedy 
which cannot fail. It is this: Simply to administer to those already 
in Employment Eight Hours, to be taken daily? 

Mr. B. P. Ah, my dear friend, that will never prove efticacious— 
taken all round on that hard and fast manner. It would come very 
hard on many of our best and bravest struggling toilers! Is there, O, 
is there no other way? 

Mr. RIGHTON-LOWTHER (ebbing up). Aha! Dear boys, you forget 
me! But J’myour man. I have (like my party) had many a rebuff, 
but I have watched narrowly for my opportunity, and here it is! 

ALL, What do you propose? 

Mr, R.L. Simply this: To administer large doses of my old Pro- 
tectionist mixture, for Inward and Outward Application only. Let 
us return to the good old days of 

FUN, THE FREE TRADER (bobbing up, serenely). Yes, the good old 
days of the Half-Crown Loaf, and of Imposts on all ordinary food, as 
was your habit in the long ago. No, no, Jimmy; not a bit like it! 
You are out of date, my friend, and therefore out of order. Yow stick 
to your Turf business, You're a judge of that. (Frit Mr. RIGHTON- 
LOWTHER.) Now, it seems to me that the only true solution of this 
problem lies in the Betterment of the LAND Laws, which at present 
are 80 constituted that those who might, could, would or should te 
able to thrive in the country are driven into the towns, and so help to 
crowd out the workers who otherwise might, could, etc., find plenty 
of employment. Moreover, Mr. B. P., it is obvious that while thou- 
sands of the working folk, such as ourselves, gladly do owr bit towards 
helping our fellow-man (or woman, as the case may be), much yet 
remains to be done—even by us. But, in conclusion, it is only right 
to point out that there are thousands of wealthy folk, especially 
among Society Do-Nothings, who spend on a bottle of champagne 
what would feed a poor family for a week, and whose needless expen- 
sive cigars would each find a starving seeker after employment in a 
day's food. This, sir, ought not to be. Let us, then, all up and be 
doing for the True Sufferer from Bad Times; and, while doing so, let 
us see that we retain a good Sound, Heavy Boot to give to the Loafer 
—where he least desires it! (TAG and“ RaG,” but no BOBTAIL.) 








On the Road to Civilization,—(SEE CARTOON.) 


Mk, GLADSTONE gets a heap of work to do 
For bipeds that arrive from over sea; 
Missionary business is forced upon him, too, 
Thus to an Afric bird sings he— 
‘*Goosey, goose, U-ganda, 
Where next shall I wanda? 
Must I with you and your erratic course philanda? 
{nd shall I teach your black friends the way to say their prayers, 
By sending them a Livingstone or a Lieutenant Stairs?” 


Geese are often driven or tempted to move on 
By waving from a stick some rag; 
That’s the sort of task our Premier’s upon, 
And he does it with the British flag. 
“ Goosey, goose, U-ganda, 
That I'd be a disbanda 
Of British enterprisers is, now you see, a slanda; 
Oh, no, I'd sooner help them to provide you British wares, 
And do my best to civilize your barbarous affairs.” 


Whether the ungainly object that he guides 
Be worthy of his aid, who knows? 
But he means to keep it straight, if possible, besides 
Protecting it from neighbours’ blows. 
‘' Goosey, goose, U-ganda, 
Yoar future might be granda, 
By far, than your past, so your prospects we won't squanda ; 
But, pending further measures the Government prepares, 
Within my sphere ef influence I'll guard you and your cares.” 
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MORE EXORCISM. 


(See recent case in Bavaria. ) 

















Mrs, Rooney (indignantly),—“ Dhrunk again! latsy. Take shame 
to ye! ye spalpeen!” Pat Roeney.— Shure, thin, ye’re wrong, me 
jewel! It’s not dhrink at all at all! Begor! it’s (hic ’) bewitched 
Oi am boy the Protestant divil, that kapes the shebeen at . Ballyboozy. ' 
He gave me the Ould Inimy himsilf to swallow in a drop av whiskey, Father Murphy.—*“ Sure, that’s roight, me daughter! Kape calm. 
and the cratur’s dancin’ jigs in me voitals this minit’!"’ Oi've :a prescription here that wud bring the divi! out av an Orange- 

Mrs, Rooney.—Ohone! Whirrasthrue! Oi'll away to Fathes Murphy!’ j man. Hould still a minit till Oi look it up!” 








SA 
~ 
) 
“ Begor, it’s a bad case whin the cratur shmoiles loike that! ‘Tis # 
shure soign there's more divilmint in him than enough! Hand me 





the bell, me daughter, we'll troi him wid 


“Now, begorrah! we'll see if there's a divil aloive can resist this 


Have no fear, we'll have him out if we have to send for 


apparatus ! 
a stomach pump 





Father Murphy (homeward bownd).—“ Begor!| Oi 
belave there’s more truth in it than 01 thought for! 


Pat Rooney (waking up).— Houly thunder and furr; '! Take that, ye epalpane | 
Oi’m not loikin’ the looks av it at all at all!” 


Can't a dacent bhoy cilibrate his birthday in pace, widout havin’ boilin’ tallow poured 
on his shnout?!! i'll twist yours off, ye black cow! 





Putt 9 (aw we he returned unless 
for Contributions. Inno case will they be retu ‘ 
‘ Pow wT yA , anal tide himnsel nouledae. return, or So t 
Be” TO CORRESPONDEN —The F f ind hin self to ackn mae, eee Pay a 
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LATTER-DAY FABLES — WITH MATTER-OF-FACT MORALS. 
THE OUTSIDE BROKER AND THE ’ORNY ’ANDED SON OF TOIL. 
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“ 


An outside broker who haa, metaphorically speaking, been al] his life skating on 
the thinnest of thin ice, having successfully (so far as concerned himself) closed 
a “pool” of “Texan Uniteds,” resolved, with the assistance of his “ Acmes,” to 
have a literal afternoon's sport upon the frozen surface of a neighbouring pond, 








And was at the very height of his enjoyment of the 
“outside edge,” when he suddenly found himself en- 
gulphed in something like twelve feet of water. 





“Why,” continued the ‘orny ’anded one, 
advancing nearer and eyeing him closely, 
“ bless’d if it ain’t Walker an’ Co., of Copall 
Court! Yer must be gammonin’! Yer 


“Help, help!” he cried toa 'orny ‘anded 
son of toil who chanced to be passing by the 
water's edge—“ Help me out and I’!! give you 
five pounds!"" “It ain't far, an’ the ice is 
thin,” returned the fustian-clad individual 
thus appealed to, “ Can't yerswim?” “ Not 
a yard!” gurgled the unhappy “ bear.” 


And, vahes ane on his heel, he left 


the unfortunate, and by this time, thoroughly 
submerged broker to his fate, 


managed to swim out of yer last ‘ ‘pool’ with five pound ‘cover’ belongin’ to my brother-in- 
law, surely yer can swim out o’ this with five pound o’ yer own! 
MoRAL—The display of too much ability is liable to handicap you in the hour of need. 


9 





A Fine Ola Beverage. 

THIS is what my bosom friend, Bonny Scot, 
said to me one night as he and I hobnobbed 
together and he looked lovingly at his glass, 
‘This is jeest the king o’ drinks, mon! It’s 
a pure undoctored spirit ; it’s mellow and it’s 
wholesome; it’s dainty, it’s harmless, and 
most of a’ it stimulates, but never produces 
disagreeable effects, It's the drink o’ the day, 
is this J. R. D.- —ay, and the evening too,” 


" “Walker, London.” 


“FROM some region that’s dim and distant, 
Nine Muses, O Bard, you call: 

But I see you've a male assistant 
That for usefulness beats them all!” 


eee 


‘’Tis false!" said the Bard, “I defy you 
To prove it!" I answered quick, 

‘Do your Muses ever supply you 

Such aid as your Rhyming Dic(k).?” 


By practical application I found that he was 
right enough, and many a night have he and 
I been happy together nn of it. 





JUST OUT 


rUN ALMANAC por 1893. 


Price rwcpence, Post Free Threepe ie, 





“Fun” Office, 158 Fleet St., London, E.C. 

















‘The Typical Cocoa of 
English Manufacture, 


Absolutely Pure.” 
—The Analyst. 
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WARNING. 


Refuse all Substitutes. 
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Disputed ovlnership of a Mog 
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; 3 
“ The Queen of the Soapy Fils. 
: (1) Up for the Cattle Show many more now voyage, 
But the cattle-logue often is found to annoy age. 


(2) A fight for a dog causes quite a fierce row, 
And neither doth curtsy because of bow-wow. 


(3) A fair sex young person in Sus-sex essayed 
To pose as a male sex, but soon was betrayed, 












“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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We Jahn, | think, Ts postlively sinful 


It ought to be slopped 





AY ler lhe annual x) ecu sahons Mhrough 
engineer) ainner, ° the hey -hole 


(4) Some thieves sought the Abbey, by way of try on, 
To make it a trade-Abbey-tation anon, 


(5) The soapy-fit queen was carried in state 
To a station-house throne, for a sov-reign, what a fate, 


(6) This anual cining is often the cause 
Of deeds that oft give a policeman some pause. 


(7) To baw] through a keyhole strange charges would : een 
To tend to keyholedness in fricndship's old dream 
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Tae TRAPALGAR.—A D&LIGHTPULLY DAINTY 
“DOLL.” 
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done!” All a composer has to do is to be 
as delicatel — and — ore ( , 
com 0 orothy, to get ght © 

seeeaae siog his music, the right — ees event 
to produce it at the right house in the right 

way at the right moment, and—there he is! Nothing could be 


simpler, Mis ainda? ati 

How charming a pines (musically) Dorothy is, is once more proved 
by the pleasure afforded by its latest revival at this, one of the 
pleasantest of the new theatres, It yields 
little short of the gratification of an absolute 
novelty. Miss Decima Moore makes the 
daintiest of English maidens ; she sings taste- 
fully and true ( it cannot be denied that 
she also sings small), and acts with the prettiest 
piquancy and point. Mr. Elton, under the 
disad van of following Mr. Arthur Williams 
ina which (in more senses than one) was 
a}l own, does uncommonly well—the 
audience got quite enthusiastic over his pictur- 
esque business in the “Under the Pump” 
chorus. It was admirably rehearsed. Mr. 
Tapley is an excellent Wilder, and Mr. Leonard 
Russell (also somewhat tryingly situated as a 
follower of Mr, Hayden Coffin in the part) 
makes a fairly thing of Sherwood, ob- 
taining the customary encore for “Queen of 
My Heart.” 





Tame TRAFALGAR— 
Oan*r say He'ut Lun. _ 188e8 FLorence Dysart and Carr Shaw, 


CHRR (HURT _ and Messrs, Furneaux 
ant) wot 4S agaum Cook and John Le 
Hay appear in their 

original re with their original success, and 
Miss M, A. Victor gee “funny old lady” 
as Miss Victor can. scenery is good, the 
dresses are pretty, the band is efficient, and the 
whole thing looks like the success it deserves to 
be, But the first night audience wouldn't have 


an advertising curtain at any price, 


THe ALHAMBRA.—The latest addition to 
the programme here (at the time of writing) is 
Victorina, the 8 Woman, She gives a 
strong turn ( y to those who have a 
dread of physical superiority !) and carries her Tus New Nove.ry.— 
business (which is neither heavy norcumbrous, ¢!4gent.— “H'm! 
however) through with ease and smartness. ee pe ~~ 
She also carries a pony, said to weigh 500lb. (I iixe?” 











didn’t lift it myself to see), across the stage, and finally carries the 
ee ee ee a ene There are numerous other good 

gs in the Alhambra bill. Soon one of the ballets will give way to 
for the holidays. Aladdin will be its name, and 
wonderful things in the way of costumes from some 


ops AND WINKS—Mr. Matthews Monck has 
the Novelty Theatre with The Serious 
Family, not without promise of success. What 
possesses him to call it the New Novelty, though ? 
He might as well call The Serious Family an “old 
ancient ” —Miss Jennie Rogers, the “call 
boy ” at the Prince of Wales’s, goes to play the hero 
in Mr, Walter Hatton’s pantomime at the Theatre 
Royal, Edinburgh, this Christmas. That hero’s name 
is Aladdin. And Miss Lillie McIntyre will go 
(from the Gaiety) to play the second girl and dance 
some of her nice dances in the same production, with 
which Mr. Hatton is expected to perform his annual 
tere of excelling himself.— Ma Mie Rosette 
been produced at the Globe.—The International 
Toy Congress, which is now open (and will remain 
so until January 27th, 1893) at the Westminster 
Aquarium, is an amusing and interesting gathering of the “ Toys of 
all Nations.” It is a capital show to take the youngsters to when 
they come home for the holidays, It would be as well, however, to 
mislay your purse 
before doing so, or 
leave it behind.— | 
The 20th Middlesex 
(Artists) Volunteers 
gave a tremendous 
smoking-concert at 
their headquarters 
on the 24th ult, All 
“star” artists and 
in their best form, 
and I promise you 
Nicotina, St. Cecilia 
and Bacchus were 
enthusiastically 
honoured.—The In- 
dependent Theatre 
Society will give 
their second r- 
formance this 
season at the 
Royalty on the 9tb, 


























































THE TRAFALGAR.—* DOROTHY DRAGGLETAIL.” 


to be followed by a matinée on the 13th, The piece presented on 
each occasion will be a “didactic play” by Mr. Geo. Bernard, called 


Widowers’ Hous:s, Let’s hope there'll be good houtres, 
NESTOR. 





——— en ee 


A Gruesome Discovery. 
I'D a friend in the “ pious philanthropist” line, 
And he said to me lately, referring 
To all his ambitions so bold and benign, 
“ Human hearts to iniquity e’er will incline, 
So ~ aim, while there’s breath in this body of mine, 
Will be always to rescue the erring |” 


Shortly after I called at his diggings, and grave 
Were the thoughts that began in me sweiling 
When I learnt that the so-called philanthropist brave 
Was no more and no less than a cannibal knave, 
He had vowed he intended the erring to save, 
But I found him devouring the ‘erring |! 
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AN UNATTAINABLE AMBITION. 


Agnes.—“ Why, Jessie, what is the matter? You look as if you 
wanted to commit a murder! ” 

Jessie.— A murder! One murder would not tatisfy me, I should 
like to commit two or three murders, and half a dozen suici les!” 





_— 





At the Cattle Show. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


WHILST the unemploy’d 
Are, with reason, much annoy’d 
When they're wanting work but cannot get a job, 
There are certain folk 
Who find labour is no joke 
When they practically do not make a bob. 


For the farming class 
Times are very bad, alas ! 
And some think they couldn’t easily be worse ; 
But howe'er that be, 
Everybody must agree 
Agricultural Depression is a curse, 


The poor farmer slaves 
Like a nigger, and behaves 
In a way that, on the whole, ensures respect ; 
Yet he loses hope, 
When one needs a microscope 
His attenuated profits to detect. 


Would you further know, 
If you sought the Cattle Show, 
The contrariness of things you'd learn within ; 
The produced grow fat— 
There is not a doubt of that, 
Bat preducers, on the other hand, grow thin. 


——— 
— 


* Ally Sloper’s Christmas Holidays.” 


THE Eminent has done it thistime. Ali former efforts have been 
eclipsed by the F.O.M., in his Christmas Holidays, just out. For two- 


pence The Ruin gives sixteen pages, containing one new and 
original sities and an amount of Christmas literature that would 


take a week to read, In addition, there is a large double-page 
plate by W. F. Thomas, “ Sloper’s Christmas Dinner,” and a delightful 
piece of music composed by Leopold Wenzel, entitled, “ Tootsie’s Ser- 
pentine Dance.” Altogether, it is a big show, and would take a lot of 
beating. Goon, Ally, old man! You're a long way shead of all of 
them—they can’t come within a mile of you. 
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ts accom the Annual—the well - known 

os y Boy,” “ Pluck,” “Curiosity,” and “A Merry 

meng be all.”—“ Noel-Tide,” a Christmas Number for the 

& few good stories suitable to the season, and a 

a B nay ee ae with clever coloured pictures, A 

ae goes it, of course, of a pretty girl “Sweet 
“Phil May's Illustrated Winter Annual” has a brillian 
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perey paren: A ype mn se § several , a writers and one somaher 
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al’s e Pictures,” published by Eden, Remington and Co., is 
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pen high character and wide reputation they have hitherto 





— 


THE subject of their conversati : 
“@aemene on is Theosophy; their drinks are 
* Do you believe in being haunted by spirits?" asks Spennymoor, 
who has just rung the smoke-room bell for “jAnother go, Alfred.” 
pe RS - t ee — mag mg says Gantish, “but I've 
an once n overtaken ‘em at night, 
after a house-dinner here at the club,” — 
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(SCOTCH) SECOND SIGHT. 
Glasgow Landlord—* When ye gae ooteide, Jock, ye'll see twa 
cabs ; tak’ the first yin, for the ither yin’sno’ there, Guid-nicht, 
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LONG-TAIL OR SHORT-TAIL. 
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“Good morning, darling, so pleased to see you have joined te “Long skirts, sir? By gum, sir! they're an abomination, only fit 
the short skirt movement, so cheeawmingly becoming, isn’t for Lot’s wife and those sort of Johnnies,” — Vide the Hon. Highstepper. 
it?” “Well—’m—I don’t auite know so much about that, - . 


Matilda, one can't agree with all these new fashions, you know.” L 











Major Rangoon Curry.—“ Say, old chappie, doosid elegant sort “Young inan, would you mind telling me what you are staring 
of thing this short skirt business, don'tcher know, ain't it?” at?” “Well—er—marm, excuse "m—aw—pardon, but—aw—was 
The Hon, Dovetail,—“ Can't see it, deah boy, eo awfully shaky in wondering why you'd got those kicking straps on.” 
the peepers; but, gad! "tis bound to be.” ict, (. 
Ty 
ee. Td 











Acd now in vain the lithe and agile skirt-dancer cavorts around. “’Iam't good enough,” say the chappies. Result—General cx7dus, 
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AT THE CATTLE SHOW—THE PRODUCER AND THE PRODUCED. 


Prize Animal to British Farmer—“WELL, OLD MAN, I THINK I'VE ABOUT THE BEST OF IT.” 
[See Cartoon Verses, p. 235, 
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REPARTEE. 
“ Wot, Johnny! leavin’ you in charge of a hoss that size!” 
“ And ‘oo ‘ave they left in charge of a bass your size?” 








Ohoice Readings 
From Mr, ¥un'’s Edition of the Classics. 
No, 4.—Lorp BYRon. 


In the heavenliest joy there's some earthly alloy : 
So the stripling who starts osculating his dove 

Must no murmuring make, if he's forced to partake 
Of his first sip of paint with his first kies of love! 


Maid of Area! ere we part, 

Ere upon my beat I start, 

Give, oh, give me in a bottle 
Just a drop to wet my throttle | 


There was a sound of revelry by night : 
A hed gathered there of gambling men. 

But ! the foe! the foe! ... Ere morning light, 
The slope bad made a raid upon that den ! 


My clothes are drenched all o'er, 
And I'm wet as wet can be. 
I came to thy back door 
With a serenade for thee : 
But I fear thou dost not love me, 
For—ha to relate |— 
Thou hast poured from the room above me 
Cold water on my pate! 
There is a pleasure in the priceless 
by running up a long, long score : 
There is felicity in owning “ duds” 
Which one can pawn at dear old Uncle's store ! 


Know ye the man (when the stud in his shirt'l! 
Not clasp, though he coaxes it time after time) 











Who will wor through the air in his agony hurtle 
Irate Maranathas, more strong than sublime ? 

Know ye such man? Then I guess and opine 

That the spirit, forsooth, of that man is divine ! 


“ Bring forth the horse! "—The horse was brought. 
The auctioneer declared that he’d 
Ne’er offered such a noble steed 
For sale—two hundred pounds it ought 
To fetch. But all his soul grew wild 
When for a quid—oh, baleful thought |— 
The steed that he’d so splendid styled 
Was by a cat’s meat vendor bought ! 


I speak not, I breathe not, I trace not thy name 

When I tell of my passion’s unquenchable flame 

In the “ Agony Columns "—’cos why? If thy spouse 
There beheld it, great snakes! there'd be ructions and rows |! 


The Smiles of P’lice! the Smiles of P’lice! 
How smile our peelers, old and young, 

Wnaen, ere the pubs. are husbed to peace, 
They, up the court, from courteous Bung 

A copious pint of porter get, 

With which their thirsty throats to wet ! 


Like the leaves of the forest, when summer is green, 
Are the numberless hosts round the street singer seen : 
Like the leaves of the forest, when autumn hath blown, 
Ere the hat passes round, they are scattered and strown ! 








“ PEOPLE on idiotically abusing fogs,” says Stooper. “ Bah! 
they don’t haif-know their usefulness P Be 4 ‘a 

“Their usefulness!” cries Weezeling, who hates a fog as much as 
(he says) he hates his wife's mother. ‘“ Of what ure are they?” 

* Plenty—if only to enable a fellow to pass boldly by a shop where 
he owes money, instead of going a mile out of his way to avoid it.” 

















NOT SO WIDE. 


She.—" Charlie, tell me all about that ‘New Humour’ they were 


speaking of at dinner.” 
He.—“ Oh—er—y’know, what's new about it isn’t humour, and 


what's humour, y'know, isn’t new, y'know,” 


















































































































A CRAMMER. 














Tom— "I say, DICK! THOSE YELLOWBACKS DON’T LOOK LIKE CRAMMING,” 


Dich (going up for Army Exam,)—“ OH, BUT THEY ARE, THOUGH! 


It's FrencH I’m WEAKEST IN, Y'KNOW.” 








STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


THE men who are preaching Anarchy as the remedy for the 
destitution in our midst are fools or knaves, or both, who are 
inflaming instead of healing the scre. 

* o * * * es 

The majority of these men are fellows who prefer talking to 
working, or scribblers whose work has brought them neither fame nor 
fortune, and who are utilizing the case of the unemployed as a means 
of cheap advertisement. + * * . 

What to do with 


ss e , > our unemployed is 
Ox ay, a question which 


| 
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not by tub-thump- 
", be /~@ ing scallywags. 


a) 1 Nee * * * 
pie ! ahi t Mr, Bumble 
t\ io ahi stands 
aghast at 
the latest 
coup of M. 
Fowler, 
the Presi- 
dent of 
the Local 
Govern- 
ment 
Board, 
who has 
reduced 
the rate- 
paying qualification of a poor-law guardian to five 

r. Bumble is strictly Conservative, and views the possible exaltation 
of the working classes into tions of authority over “ porochial 
orficers” as a blow at the “ pillows of the constitution,” 
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Sir Williiam.—“SHALL BE DELIGHTSD TO FIND A HOME FOR THE 
YouNnGc WOMAN AT—A-EM—THE OLD PENITENTIARY.” 


Speaking of these pillars reminds one of the Lord Chief Justice's 


| 





declaration the other day, that the House of Lords, in allowing an 
spgens Sem 0 rele at one) See etree meee Habeas Corpus, 
undermined another of them. The House of Lords has a singular 
aptitude for doing the wrong thing. Even its judicial members seem 
Samson like—more in their blindness than their strength. 
a * -_ * . . 
But then Justice is supposed to be built that way. 
. @ « * a . 

Well done, Mr, Shaw Lefevre, It is much pleasanter to read that 
the mnemplaged. oso te bo ont. th werk. palling dae galeens. then 
"Sak nen resybohion, cho: am nabedion, poaasonyol, Wee 

ut w who are no at own 
sweet will, to demand, = 
on behalf of the un- 
employed, that work 
shall be denied to the 
Englishman who 
comes from the coun- 
try to London to seek 
it, it is time that the 
unemployed sent the 
self-employed about 
their business—if the 
have any—except : 
dling in other people's. 

aa 


o 
promoters of the 
World's Fair 
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The BALFOUR BEGINS TO BUZZ AROUND ONCE MORE. 
have lecided 
have not to close the exhibition on Sundays, What folly if 


they had done otherwise, If the show is to be it is to bs 
cosmopolitan, What sense would there be in upon a day 
sacred to a her Ring iy bee Ke po. Hobe By equally 
sacred to ? Every day in the serves as the to 


some nation or other, * . 7 . 
Whatever may be the advan of the Panama Canal as a 


way between Pacific and Atlantic Oceans, M, Brisson 
found it a short cut to office, 
Tue Man 1s THe Clock TOWER, 
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Mrs. G. I’m eure, Willie dear, I 
don’t want to stop you.. . . But come, 
your Home Rule—I mean, gruel is 


waiting—— 
\\) Ba G Me. G. Gruel me no _ gruels, 
y fy \ ey, | Catherine! Aroint thee! ... Nay, on 


second thoughts, aroint thee not ! Stay, 
thou shalt e’en with me to the Lyceum 
to see my old friend, Harry Irving, as 
the Leary King! Come away, away!.. 
My Kate, my Kate, my bonny Kate! 
(Throws Mrs. G. across his shoulder 
in approved bravo fashion and exit.) 


SCENE IIl.—The same, only more so. 
Tune after the tragedy is over. 
Enter Mr. and Mrs, GLADSTONE. 


Mrs. G. (stil weeping). Oh, dear! 
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SLIGHTLY MIXED. 
Another of Them—* Gill o’ whisky.” Shopman.—* This is a coffee-shop, sir !—we don’t keep it.” 
A, of T—* Gillo’ whisky.” Shopman.—*I tell you we don’t keep it!” A. of T.—* Gi-ll o’ whis-ky!” 
Shopman.—* I have told you in plain English we don't keep it; now, what will you have it in— 


French or Dutch, eh?” A, of T7.—* Insh bottle,” 


| TERT 


FUN-DH-SIBOLH FAROBB. 
THE G.O.M.’8 REAL MISSION, 

{A magezine-writer recently pointed out that Mr. Gladstone displays dramatic 
genins in such a degree that he ought really to bave been ap actor. . . Mr. Giadstone 
went tosee Mr. Henry Irving and Mies Ellen Terry play in Aing Lear at the Lyceum 
the other evening ] 

SCENE 1.—The Home Sweet-Home-Office. MR, GLADSTONE dis- 
corered solus and solemn, He thinks awhile, and then, with a 
burst of Homeric laughter, rises and stands proudly before an 
cdjacent mirror, 


Mr, GLADSTONE (to himself, vid the mirror). Yes, it must be so! 
Magazine-writer of the open mind, thou reasonest well, or why thus 
lorging after stage renown ; this strong desire to tragedies of some 
three cOurses—I mean, Acts? I feel the dramatic afflatus welling up 
within me; yea,even my very collars become, as it were, impregnated 
with the Pious Opinion. I will, I will act! Why not? I have 
voice, physique and intellect, and, if it be comedy that is needed, am 
I not good at gagging? Did I not recently gag Lord Salis——? But 
no matter! I will act! and that straightway, for, besides my 
qualifications, I am comparatively young yet——- What is 84 for the 
stage? Nothing! Then, by Agamemnon, I will be a leading juvenile! 

| He reciteth, 
My name is William. On Midlothian Hills 
I rather catch a flock! ... 
To be or not to be! That is the Home Rule question... . 
Ia this a bragger that I see before me, 
His caddy towards my hand? Come, let me clutch thee! 
You'll have me not, although you see me still! 
For Randy’s occupation’s gone ! 
Ah! by the pricking of a pin, 
Someone wicked now comes in! [ Strikes attitude, 

Mus, sah wriiee Wicked! Not all, Willie,dear, It is I, your own 
wifie, . . , But, whatever are you doing, Willie? 

Mr. G, (loftily). When Roscius was an actor in Rome, then came 
each actor on his ass-ociation! (Glowers.) 

Mas, G. Come, come, why this play-acting? It is all throvgh mad 
magazine-writer | 

Mr. G. Catherine, avaunt, and quit my sight! This hair I tear is 
mine! Come not between a Premier and his wrath. If I choose to 
quit a mere political profession for the profession, who shall say me 
nay, forsooth f 
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Oh, dear! how very pathetic Mr. 
Irving and dear Miss Terry were; my 
tears are flowing even now. (Weeps.) 

Mr. G. Ay, ay, my Cordelia—I 
mean Catherine! —my old friend 
Henry is, in sooth, a great actor, but 
(as actors mostly say) wait—wait until 
you have seen ME play the part. By 
Michelstown (which you will re- 
member, Cor——Catherine), but I will 
be a Grand Old Lear! (Starting up.) 
A truce to politics! Politics! faugh! 
I’m going todo without ’em! I will 
at once study the part with an open 
mind, J will put more Homer into it, 
for am I not a Homer Ruler? Ay, 
every inch aruler, What, ho! without 
there. (Later an attendant.) Give 
me ink! in fact, as they say on the 
stage, bring me Writing Materials! I 
will at once proceed to adapt Aing 
Lear into Greek, and my study of the 
character will serve to while away 
many a tedious hour in the House 
while the Tories are holding forth! 











Meanwhile (rising and rending off his 
historic collars), off! off! you lendings! 

Mss, G. (reproachfully). But, Willie, dear—— 

Mr. G. Peace, Catherine! (ater attendant.) First let me talk 
with this philosopher. What is the cause of thundering at the door in 
this manner? 

ATTENDANT. May it please your right honourableness, a wire ! 

Mr, G. Then wire you not quicker? (Mrs. G. faints.) 1 beg your 
pardon, Catherine, I forgot that this is not a burlesque. That's the 
worst of a Prime Minister going to the Gaiety and the Prince of 
Wales’s too often, and hearing Reslie and Loberts—er—I mean (open- 
ing telegram)—but what have we here? 

Mrs. G, (reviving). Not another request for you to give a kindly 
puff to a new book, I hope? 

Mr, G, (to attendant). Leave us. (EFzit attendant.) Hearken, 
Catherine (reads)—“ At midnight we learn that, when the Premier 
honoured the performance of King Lear at the Lyceum with his 
presence to-night, negotiations were entered into behind the scenes 
between our Prime Minister and our premier actor, whereby the 
former will, on and after Thursday, take up the part of King Lear, 
and the latter will, on the same date, undertake the Premiership until 
further notice!” 

Mrs. G, (dazed), And is this true, William ? 

Mr. G. Catherine, it is! And now to go and get a par. putin FUN 
about my appearance in this play, which I will re-name “The Grand 
Old King Lear ; or, the Premier's Bag of Mystery!” 

[ Music (appropriate and otherwise) and 


CURTAIN. 








Nothing Lost. 

‘“ THEY take tremendous precautions at the Mint so that no specie 
shall be lost,” said Jones, with a reminiscence of an article he had 
been reading on the subject. ‘‘Every scrap of refuse is burnt in 
order that not the slightest vestige of metal shall be wasted. The 
working clothes of the men are burnt, too, when they are worn out, 
and they even burn the carts which are used in carrying the bullion 
to the mint.”’ ‘“ Well,” said the American in the corner, contemplating 
his cigar, “ I guess we go one better than that in our immortal country. 
We burn the refuse, and the clothes, and the carte, Yes, sir, we do 
all that; and, what is more, when a man dies who has worked there, 
we have him cremated.” Then they talked about the weather. 






































































DECEMBER 7, 1892. FUN. 241 











Farmer Hogwash (to reporter)—“ Ho! You're co!- 


privation—ah, wot you wouldn’t believe! ” 
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“Then ‘ere’s my son at Hoxford. If you'll believe wot I’m 
a-tellin’ on yer, I can't give the poor lad more than a beggarly two 
’undred a year pocket money! An’ ’im always kind o’ luxurious 
in is ’abits!” 











HARD TIMES. 





lectin’ notes on the agricultural depression for the press, “There's my gal, now. If you'll credit me, I can’t ‘ardly afford to pay for ‘er 
are you? So you may an all! We farmers can’t live pianneyfotey an’ singin’ an’ drorin’ lessons, let alone sendin’ 'er to Girton! And as 
nohow. I could tell you a ’orrible tale of sufferin’ an’ to the missus ’ere, she ‘as to wear a gownd a ‘ule month afore I can give ‘er a noo ‘un,” 





“ And my little fellera at Heton, too, It ‘ud be downright crool if I 
‘ad to take ‘em away and send ‘em to an ordinary grammar school where 
they'd ‘ave to mix with the common ‘erd! Bat if things gets much worse 
I might be drove to it!" 





“ But this ’ere ’Odge, ’e’s the wust aggravation of the lot! ‘Ere’s this feller with a “Eh! wot a ‘As necessary for 'im to live as it in 
wife an’ fourteen kids, and I can't get 'im to work for less than two boba week, Talk for me’! Ere— elp! police iM This bloomin 
about the extravagance of the lower horders! Eh? ‘Looks starved,’ does’e? There penny-a-liner’s gone stark starin’ mad! 


ain't no pleasin’’im, Let ’im starve, I say.” 





Be” TO ConRESPONDENTS.—The Editor does not bind himself te acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions. Inno case will they be returned unlew 
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THE SCIENCE OF USURY. 














There breathes not a more “ Now, you're quite sure five hundred will be “Now, this couple of Correggios ! Nice, quiet, 
affable man than Moses Ben enough? Have a thousand if you like. Just as soothing, tasty subjects, You shall have ‘em dirt 
Solomons, who occasionally you please, if five hundred is sufficient! I can’t cheap. It’s giving ‘em away, I know, but I'll make 
lends money out at interest. force money down your throat,can 1? Of course, you a present of ’em at a hundred and fifty apiece. 
May his tribe increase |! you don’t want it al in cash, eh?” That'll be three hundred,” 
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“And such a cigar! You never smoked a “ And this sherry! The Prince of Wales him- “ Thanks! Good morning. Sosorry you 
weed like it in your life! I import’em my- self doesn’t drink such stuff! Saya half-cask,at |§ wouldn't have a thousand; but you know 
relf, and they’re snapped up like wildfire. forty-five—that’ll be four hundred and ninety- best, of course. Always look me up when 
You're in luck to find a box or two left. Say five, and, with a fiver ‘ready,’ you've got the five you happen to be pressed—I’m at home 
fifty boxes, at sixty shillingsa hundred, That'll hundred, Interest? Oh, the merest bagatelle! any hour of the day. Only too pleased to 
make another hundred and fifty,” Say fifty per cent, tacked on to the principal ; accommodate you, Don’t forget! Good 

that'll make seven hundred and fifty. So, if morning!” 
you'll just give me your note of hand for six hundred, and a hundred and fifty ‘ready’ for the 
accommodation—I regret asking for the interest in advance, but it’s my invariable rule—we shall be straight.” 
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Picture Shows. | those who exhibit are mostly well represented. Sir John Gilbert has 

THE Royal Society of Painters in Water-Colours’ Thirty-first Winter | one small work, but there is a grand feeling about those old trees, 

Exhibition is remarkable for the collection of works by Holman Hunt, | J. W. North has a most refined and delicate picture. Thorne 

many of which are intended as illustrations to Sir Edwin Arnold's | Waite is at his best, Ernest Waterlow is very strong, The collection 
“ Light of the World.” Some of the old favourites are absent, but | generally is a good one, 


“Gol Medal Awarded. Health Exhibition, London. 


be Bigh-st Award Adelaide, 1887 C. BRANDAUER & Co.'s 
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| Jy Frosty December 
Ooty EC € OV? wee 
fant Tabitha — Thy weather 1s nol becoming, 1s if girls ? 
The girls —= LO: nf you think 50, Nuntie “ia [ Clancing al dear 
Arantie’s nasal organ] Well,nol lo some people perhaps. 


*~ 


— 


~ 
a 








Hot water for baliffs 


oy, 
















Apgronishing The sanilary imspeclor. lceebergs im procession. . Sin unwise) Solomon. 
(1) Cold weather is trying to many comple xions— (4) To pour boiling water on innocent bailiffs, 
Seems worthy some frightfal and flint-hearted Caliphs! 


It splits up the face into several sections. 


(2) To sneak a “ collection ” and go on the rollic, 
Betrays a mean-spirited kind of a frolic. 


(3) Garroters again seize on folk and nigh smash ’em— 
There’s only one way for such vermin—to “lash” ’em. 
7) When as “trav” bond fide one Solomon shineéd— 
That Solemn-’un wasn’t a gay ’an—when fined ! 


(5) 'Tis likely to cause an “ Inspector” some foggery, 
When he thus sees a big Cattery-Doggery. 


(6) An ice-berg procession’s & sort of disaster, 
That even would startle a (n)ice-Berg-omaster, 
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—WHEN 42 
play brings to 
the minds of 
most and the 
lips of many 
the names of 
Robertson and 
Dickens — and 
that in the re- 
verse of dispar- 
agement — the 
author may not 





Tag Sr. JAMEeS'’*.—THE BABES IN THB 
Woop; on, Taz TwWo ORPHANS, 





unfitly take himself into a corner - 
and with a hearty grip of the Tux UncLe TO wHoM THKY NATUR- 
hand, hint boldly that he has ALLY TUKN WHEN STONEY-BROKF. 

written something worth listening 

to. This, after Liberty Hall, Mr. Carton is certainly entitled to do. 
He may even, with my permission, go beyond a hint, and put it as an 
actual fact. For a piece to recall those names it must contain 
humour, tenderness, character, and as much wholesome common sense 
as may be consistent with a romantic view of things. For Mr. Carton 
—thanks be—has by no means lost faith in romance, 








Liberty Hall, in fact, tells a story romantic enough for anybody. 
Ite characters are individual and clean cut as cameos (I rather pride 
myself on that expression, it is so frankly unoriginal), and its “lines” 
fall of sprightliness, with a sort of genial satire in its humour, It 
would be none the worse for a little cutting, but its construction and 
stage-craft generally are admirable. There are two wonderful sets 
provided, each of which will repay minute examination, although 
their details are so perfectly proper to the situation that they may be 
easily overlooked —a triumph of naturalism 
wherein there seems a hint of paradox, 


THERE is something to be said for the 
acting, too. A good deal, I wonder how often 
I have seen Miss Marion Terry misjudge the 
man “for whom a love has grown up in her 
heart almost against her will”? Not so often 
but that I’m content to see it again and again. 
It is beautifully done, every calculated and 
delicate inch of it. And isn’t it magnificent 
when she gets “real cross” with him, and 
bullies him for doing something he never so 
much as dreamt of doing? I should think it 
is, indeed. One delights in the consistency and 
tireleas truth of the whole thing. I felt a little 
unhappy about the facial make-up, though ; it 
was too hectic, whereof the effect was jarring 
and unpleasant. I wonder if ladies know that 
Tue Br. JamMes’s.—Tax 8 careless “dab” of red on the cheeks has the 

BoUNDBH, WHO effect (horesco referens /) of making them look 

a ag ner elderly ! The bloom, as Miss Terry knows as 

AND xBEcome a Well as I do,should be graduated, and then, 

BOOK-BOUN DER. like the peach, the exterior of which it should 

resemble, it will be “sweet.” Excuse me, Miss 
Terry, won't you? I can't bear any spots on my suns (I know you are 
all modest and only call yourselves “stars,” but it's different with me). 





THEN there is Mr. George Alexander himself, who plays with that 





ease and nice discrimination which characterises all he does and which 
cause one almost to forget how well he is doing it—Ars celare, etc., of 
course. As for Mr. Righton’s performance 
of the tender, sweet-souled old bookseller— 
well, author and actor between them have 
produced “the dearest old gentleman,” and 
author and actor have every reason to be 
pleased with him and each other. All the 
parts are well played. There is a dreadfully 
real slavery-cum-charwoman—it is the char- 
woman in her which cooks an incidental 
“haddick”—played with unrelenting and 
self-sacrificing humour by Miss Fanny 
Coleman, Then there is a shop-boy—owa 
cousin to young Mr. Corney in Little 
THE Sr. JAMES'S —LOvVE’sS Dorrit, barring the epitaphs—with blighted 
PANE | affections and a poetic gloom upon him 

which Master Saker gives for all he’s worth 

(if I may be allowed to express myself with such critical refinement), 





A BOUNCING bounder of a vulgar tradesman is played, not, perhaps, 
with much depth—though (also perhaps) 
much depth is not called for—but in a 7 AGELE A 
broadly effective style by Mr. H. H. Vincent, tify 
and Mr. Nutcombe Gould appears with all 
credit in a not very prominent character, 
while Mr. Ben Webster, as a thoughtless 
young aristocrat, and dainty Miss Maude //7 
Millett, as a sweet but not overwise “‘ younger . tha 
sister,” carry on an under-plot with point /// y Shi 
and prettiness, vigour and finesse, There Yj Uy / 
are two slight character parts introduced My | Z 
into the third act which afford Mr. Holles / U's YA 
and Miss Ailsa Craig each a well-used oppor- 1 
tunity. And that is all I have to say abovt mag gr. James’s.—WHAT 
it, except that you are aduffer, if you don’t Arisa? Nothing alLs- 
go and eee it early.and-often. HER—She's ALL RIGHT. 





é/ 


/ 
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Nops AND WINKs.— On Friday, 16th inst., a gorgeous ‘Grand 
Costume Carnival” will be on at the Knightsbridge Roller Rink (ia 
the High Road) where prizes—what with “ missing words,” “art 
competitions” and what not, life seems ) 
“all prizes and no blanks” nowadays— 
of considerable value will be handed 
over to those who are lucky enough to 
win them. A picturesque scene is an- 
ticipated.— To-day was very successfully 
produced at the Comedy the other day ; 
I will tell you all about it another day. 
—“8o long ago”—the pretty soprano 












THB COLEMAN—(“ WE 
WANT MORE OOALS.”’) 


Solo in Did You Ring ’— 
has just been issued by 
Messrs. B. Mocatta & Co. 
27 Berners’ Street. It is 
one of Mr. Landon 
Ronald’s most successful 
numbers, will be found 
becoming to the prettiest 
lips, and is ex 

(by tke author and com- 
poser) to be very popular 


THR St. JsoEs's—HoLDING A CANDLE To THE 4¢ all the evening parties 
(Youne)——! Licut on THE SircvaTion. this season. NESTOR. 








NOVELTIES IN CHRISTMAS CRACKERS.—These are abundantly 
evident in Tom Smith and Co.’s preparations for the present season. 
That every effort has been made to combine novelty with art, refinement 
and amusement is clearly apparent, and doubtless there will be thou- 
sands of young people made both happier and jollier bya free use of them. 
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RE DEEPSWIGG, DECEASED; 


On, WHERE THERE'S A WILL THERE’S A WAY OvT oF IT, 





CHAPTER VII. 


THERE was exultation in the court of Mr. Justice Chatty. The 
great action of Re Deepswigg, Deepswigg v. Deepswigg was coming 
‘ on for fur- 

ther con- 
sideration. 
The day had 
arrived 
when the 
court was to 
declare what 
shares the 
various 
claimants to 
the estate 
ought to 
take, and 
most mo- 
mentous 
question of 
all, how the 
costs were to 
be borne, 

All the 
Queen's 
Counsel 
practising 
before Mr, 
Justice 
Chatty were 
briefed upon 
the further 
considera- 
tion, and 
several 
others had 
come in 
with special 

fees. 
Through all 
the exulta- 
tion there 
was indeed a 
certain alloy 
of natural 
regret that 
so beautiful 
a litigation 
was coming toan end, The Bar was crowded with counsel briefed 
in the case, the well with the solicitors engaged in it, and the rear of 
the court with the various parties who had crowded to learn the result 
direct. 

Saul Snyder was, if not in the seventh Heaven, as near one of them 
as he was likely to get in this life or a subsequent one. He was 
buoyed up with the hope of getting the greater portion of his uncle's 
estate into his own hands and of absorbing the portion remaining for 
division amongst his relatives in costs, They, on their part, were — 
and all equally sanguine of cog og ee claim to an infinitesima 
amount and of getting their own in full, ae 

The hea ta Seluasingt, the arguments long and intricate, 
and the various points were so stubbornly contested that experts 
present declared, at the close of the hearing, there was “ nothing 
The excitement was at its rye yore Mr. Justice Chatty com- 

liver his judgment in the great case, 
err - was abet = do 80 0 Saul Snyder, who had edged 
himself next to Mary, whispered to her : 

“ This ‘dements hewsil $0 go in my favour, You'll be ry Ae 
beggar. I shall get everything, either by way of my share of the 
estate or as costs. Now, here’s achance for you. Will you be my 
re Saul Snyder had conceived a violent dislike to his late uncle's 
adopted daughter, and had determined to make her life as miserable 
as possible, The best method of so doing, that he could conceive, was 
marrying her. 

Gar” however, declined the honour, for young Buxham, her 
solicitor, had anticipated Saul, and although knowing she was poor, 
and friendless, almost homeless, had, with the approval of that dear 
old lady, his mother, laid his heart at her feet, and she had 


accepted it. 





if / thas.” 





“Tt is very clear,” said Mr. Justice Chatty, “ that whatever may be 
the decision of the Court in this matter, the costs of the various 
parties will in nearly every case eat up their shares, It is easy to 
understand the reckless litigation that has taken place in this matter 
when one remembers that the plaintiff and the moving spirit in it is 
Mr. Saul Snyder, solicitor, whose sharp practice has ere now engaged 
the attention of the Court. 

“If I could make Mr. Snyder pay the whole of the costs of the 
action I would willingly do so. As it is, I fear he has been sharp 
enough to avoid sailing too close to the wind. If it were possible for 
the late Mr, Richard “aa to learn how his wishes have been 
disregarded by his relatives—his nephew, Mr. Snyder in particular— 
and how unfairly they have treated the young lady whom the 
deceased always treated as a daughter, and to whom undoubtedly he 
intended to leave the bulk of his fortune—I say, if he could learn all 
this, it would be sufficient to cause him to, if he could, arise from his 
grave to protest against it,” 

Mr. Snyder, to avert the stern gaze of the judge, looked steadily in 
another direction. As he did so, his eyes rested on a burly form clad 
in travelling garments that had just entered the Court, Then Mr. 
Saul Snyder sprang erect, and his hair followed his example, his face 
turned more livid than usual, his eyes started from their sockets, his 
teeth chattered and his hand trembled as he stretched it out towarda 
—the form. 

Attracted by his gasp, his relatives gazed also upon the new-comer, 
And then, en masse, they arose, and with a chorused howl fled from 
that Court as if for their very lives, 

And little Mary, rising from her seat, rushed towards that corpulent 
figure, and flinging her arms around it, exclaimed with hysterical joy, 

“Uncle Dick—Uncle Dick—alive, after all!” 

(To be concluded in our next.) 


Our' William. 

WILLIAM is getting sad because the winter is coming round ; as if 
it mattered very much whether the winter came round or square or 
oval. “I keep myself braced up,” says William, “and am not in the 
least afraid of the weather.” So William goes and sees football 
played at the Oval. and the cold strikes well into his feet. “It's a 
lovely game,” says William, as he sneezes himself almost to death over 
the glass of hot rum that only helps to make him more feverish than 
usual, But Mrs. William remarks, ‘Why am I bound toa lunatic 
like this? I believe the man’s mind’s so mixed that he'd keep a penny 
ice in each pocket in the summer-time to try to make believe that it 
was Christmas,” 





HOWE) OR WHY; OR, HIGH AND DRY. 
Tommy Atkins (soliloguising) —“ After all, the strength of Britain 
lies in us, for, instead of having the finest navy afloat, we'll s00n 
have, if things go on at this rate, the finest navy on the rocks, 
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MORE LABOUR TROUBLE. 





Mr. Howlingrough (the agitator).—* Wot ‘ unem- Tom Springit, —“ That Miss Minerva Syntazr.—“ But I cannot possibly 
ployed’ are yer? Nothing doin’ in your line? Then ain't a bad tip, neither! employ you, my good man! I have nothing for you 
why don’t yer up and dimarnd employment, like a Blessed if I don’t tryiton!”’ to do.” Tom Springit.— Look ’ere! This isa gals’ 

school, ain’t it? Well, I’m a professor of calisthenics, 


man, from the fust party as don’t want yer that yer 
| and I demarnds employment to teach them gals! see: 


COmes across 
. = 





“ Forty bob a week and beer and bacca free! Drop your cross-eye 
on me and I'l] learn yer hexercise.—One! two! Whoop !!—TLat’s the 


fust position!” 


‘“ Hoop-la! !—That’s the second! There's grace for yer! Pretty, 


ain't it?” 
Mf Vf 
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« t ’ 
“Mind yer, mum, I! don't work at this job more’n eight hoursa “Wot! Lock me up! ‘cause I'm a follerin’ my perfesesion? Pretty 
' ‘ ,*? ‘anitalist Svatem 


day ! ‘cause 1'm a Trades Union, but 3 r vals ‘ll tind that e1 sort o’ free country this is, and all! There's yer ‘ Capitali 
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GREAT COTTON MILL. 


ON STRIKE—THE 


R KAN( 


AGAIN. 


+ 99 
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STRIKE 
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HIT. 
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[See Cartoon Verses, p. : 
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A CHARITY MATCH. 
Acting Manager.—" We're getting\up a football team in the com- 
pany to play a press team for the benefit of the local hospital. You'll 
play, of comet Your name's sure to draw.” 
Popular Comedian,—“ Can't, old man, Don’t know the least thing 
about the game.” A, M.—‘“ What! never played when a boy?”’ 
P.C.—" Never!" <A, M—“Neverseeagame?” P,(.—“ Never!” 
A, M.—" Then we'll have to stick you down for referee.” 


New Leaves. 


“ Pansies and Folly Bells,” by Samuel Reid (Isbister and Company, 
Ltd.). A pure spirit of poetry runs through the more serious parts of 
this book, and through the less serious the pure spirit of humour.— 
“The Sinner’s Comedy,” by John Oliver Hobbes (T. Fisher Unwin), 
“The Sinner’s Comedy” goes near to being tragedy, by which we are 
more saddened than enlivened, Ita well-deserved appreciation has 
brought it a second edition —‘ Mixed Humanity,” by J. R. Couper 
(W. H. Allen and Co., Ltd.). This is a stirring story of camp life in 
South Africa, where the mixed humanity is evidently very mixed 
indeed, The style is graphic, the incidents interesting, and the cha- 
racteré are clean cut, if not over-comely. Strange seems the blending 
of humanity and inhumanity in the human.—From David Bryce and 
Son, of Glasgow, we have “ Notable Women Authors of the Day,” by 
Helen ©, Black. It is a delightful vol., with exquisite photo-por- 
traits of the ladies, and charmingly-written word sketches of them 
and their surroundings. —“The Story of Prince Charlie,” by 
A. H, Millar, F.S.A., Scotland. The glamour of romance that 
hangs about the story of Prince Charlie has full play in this little 
volume, The maps on which his wanderings are traced add 
considerable interest to the tale-—‘ The Thumb Autograph Book "’ is 
very nice as a toy, but not large enough for that play of hand so 
many people require when signing their name. The gems of thought 
from claesical authors sre interesting as showing the sources of so 
many well-known commonplaces,.—‘“The Thumb Birthday Text 
Book” is a companion vol. subject to the same comment.—From 
Biggs and Co. we bave “ Popular Lighting by Electricity,” by Captain 
KE. Ironside Bax, It is a clear and useful exposition of the ways and 
means of electric lighting, with good practical hints for intending 
users —“ The County Councillor's Directory,” and “ The Handy Book 
of Household Law" are both excellent for frequent reference.— The 
Handbook of Spelling” is a capital book for beginners. The foreign 
words and phrases in common use are useful additions,—“ Her Little 
Ladyship,” by J. L. Tomlinson, “ Home, Sweet Home,” and “ Poor 
Mies Morris,” by L. E, Tiddeman, are nice little books for children, 
and i My Noah's Ark.” by Cc. H., Ww. Bigge, os just the thing for the 
little ones, who delight in such chats about animals, 











FUN-DH-SIHOLH FAROBBS. 

DRAMATIC DIPLOMAS ; 0B, ACTING TAUGHT BY EASY STAGEs, 

(An Eccentricity, in as many Eccentric Acts as may be found 
necessary.) 

(See account of the recent meeting re the founding of a Dramatic School, with 
Diplomas for proficiency.] 

SCENE I.—4A hitherto Happy Home, PATERFAMILIAS to MATER- 
ditto, 

Pat. Ah, see the long worrying problem as to what to do with Our 
Boys is at length solved ! 

MAT, How, dear—how ? 

Pat. Listen! (reads)—“To Parents and Guardians”—not Poor 
Law Guardians, my dear, he, he !—(reads)—‘ The Theatrical High 
School of Art and Culture is prepared to take Pupils of either sex, on 
Easy terms. Proficiency guaranteed in Six Lessons!” .... 

Mart. But surely, dearie, you wouldn’t put our Son and Heir to 
such a trade? 

Pat, Ay, that would I, and our Daughter and Heiress too! Besides, 
why “trade”? ’Tis a profession! Nay, I have even heard that it is the 
Profession. Put on thy bonnet and shawl, good wife, go summon 
our offspring, we will e’en go forth to this Play-acting College forth- 
with—not to say at once. (They go.) 

SCENE Il.—Jnterior of the Theatrical High School of Art and 
Culture, Masters, Mistresses, Visitors, etc., discovered during 
an Examination, 

TEACHER OF ELOCUTION, Pupils, you will now. proceed to recite, 
all at once and unanimously, that soul-stirring speech from the 
tragedy of Douglas, 

A Voice, What, the Isle of Man Douglas? 

T. oF E. No,no! the Douglas that was written by the Rev. Home, 
Home, Sweet Home. 

OMNES (0f the Pupils), “‘My name is Norval!” etc., etc., etc. 
( Rest of speech cut out.) 

FENCING MASTER. Fencing lessons, please. Thanks, (us.) 
Carte—Tierce—Passado, etc., etc. Thanks, very much. 

ANOTHER MASTER, Ten minutes for Deportment, ladies and 
gentlemen. Keep your eye on me, please, This is how you deport on 
the stage. Just imitate me, please. (Bus.) 

TEACHER OF D, Brava! admirable! By St. Turveydrop, admirable ! 

[ Singing and dancing now take up the strain (or strains), then— 

THE GAGGING MASTER, Low Comedy Classes, please. (Bus.) I 
will now proceed to examine your exercises in gagging. (eads.) 
“On seeing Hamlet in a brown study, say ‘’Ullo, at it again! Brown 
study,eh? He forgets this is Shakes not Browning!’” Yes, 
that’s all right. “On seeing Othello enter at the Sagittary. ‘ What 
cheer, Sooty-mug! Is this the First of May?’ Then drop in Venice 
in London wheezes ad lib,” etc., etc. Yes; they are all good—I pass 
them all. (School then breaks up in most admired order.) 

SCENE IIL—A Theatre Royal, Manager discovered addressing a 

group «f diploma’d applicants for engagements. 

MANAGER. Well, dear chappie, I am very sorry to have had to 
engage un-diploma’d Johnnies for my company—especially as I’m a 
patron of your high school—for you are proficient in all the curricu- 
lum, etc, But, you see, the pros. I have engaged are engaved because 
they can AcT! Confusion and CURTAIN, 


WRINKLES FROM THE RANK. 
PHIL FLYWHIP ON NUMBERS, 


I WISHES there wasn't no sech things as numbers. If I ’ad the 
drivin’ of the coves as invented ’em, if [ wouldn’t hupset the keb 
takin’ a sharp corner, my name ain't wot it is an’ my number ain’t— 
but never mind wot my number ain’t. That jest brings me inter the 
main road, I wishes there wasn’t no numbers. 

There's a lot of people—specially the third-class orfice boy an’ cash 
three fardens persuasion—as thinks any cove as wears a number on 
his badge or his ’at or vollar isa fair mark. A cove like this ’ll give 
yer a tanner short o’ yer bare fare, an’ reckonin’ up yer keb an’ yer 
tit. "ll say, sneerin’ like, “Job lot?” Then, when you arsks him 
‘* Wot's this? my fare’s anotner tanner!” he’ll arsk yer if yer thinks 
he’s goin’ to buy the bloomin’ show, and inform yer as ’ow ’e ain't in 
the cat’s-meat line nor yetold iron. Well, you're jest givin’ ‘im up as 
a bad job, feelin’ certain as ’ow if yer held him wrong side up yer 
wouldn't shake another tanner out of his clothes, w’en ’e chy-ikes 
sarcastic like an’ says, “Git yer 'air cut!” Then you does a bit o’ 
chippin’ an’ ses as ‘ow you ain't come outer quod so recent as ‘im, an’ 
he strides up to yer like a bloomin’ beadle beatin’ bounds, an’ ses, 
‘'Ow dare you, you low feller! Jest give me yer numbah!” An’ 
he calls a copper, and when the copper tells ‘im to sling ‘is ‘ook ’e 
ses, ‘ Look ‘ere, orficer, if you don’t take this man's numbah I shell— 
take your numbah!” An’ blowed if he don’t go an’ tell the bloomin’ 
maginstrate as ‘ow you was Hoodman Blind speechless an’ called ‘im 
all the names in the languidge as is hunfit for publication, Numbers? 
Numbers is bally nuisances ! 
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IS NO ROBBERY. 




















| Vie ’ “\ | 
Mon 


UV } Z \ 
VIVy, war | 
a fi 












‘These patent voots inske my feet very sore. I1']] take 
them off for a few minutes and have a snooze 
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To a Serenader. 


You career with flying feet 

To the dull suburban street 

Where resides your sweetest sweet ; 
You invade her 

Pretty garden-ground by night, 

While the moon is shining bright, 

And your heart is blithe and light, 
Serenader ! 


You are glad to ascertain, 

From the glimmer on her pane, 

That the girl you fain would gain 
Hasn’t laid her 

Pretty head, as yet, to rest ; 

And you straightway make the best 

Of your time with eager zest, 
Serenader ! 


While the mandoline you ply 























Can you ’elp a poor chap along the road, kind gir’? 











Makes a myriad pussies fly 
With the screech it shrills on high, 
You persuade her, 
In a soft, pathetic song, 
That your love, your whole life long, 
Will than Sandow be more strong, 
Serenader ! 




















Oh! asleep are yer? Well, I'll make so bold as ter 


try on them dainty little shoes. 





For the simper and the smile | 
That she gave your rival vile 
Yestereve, in trenchant style 
You upbraid her ; 
You declare with rancour grim 
That you'll rend him limb from limb 
If she speak again to him, 
Serenader | 


Then your strain more solemn grows, 

And from kissing other beaux 

You endeavour, lachrymose, 
To dissuade her ; 

For your body, so you sing, 

Off the Lambeth Bridge you'll fli 

If she e’er do such a thing, 
Serenader ! 


Yet, though sombre be your tone, 
Full of bliss your heart has grown, 
For you feel that all your own 
You have made her ; 
TILL above you looms your sweet, 
And a footstool, hurtling fleet, 
Is of your discreet retreat, 
Sir, an aider ! 
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Two of the Most Famous 'Arrys :— 
Arry Osto and ’Arry Adne. 





Oh.Elizah! Ain't that nobby neither, I'll just 


take a walk. 





On Strike, 
(SEE CARTOON,) 


You've at any rate heard of the 
kangaroo 

(The Aquarium pet, not one at the 
Z90) 

Which puts on the “ mittens” and has 
a set-to 

With a man whom it thumps till he's 
black and blue— 

That's to say, it might if it wish'd so 
to do, 

And were moved with the spite of a 
vixen or shrew, 

This animal's sure to give rise to a 
crew 

Of more or less good imitators 
who, 

Disdaining temptations to bill and 
coo 

Or the cud of contentment to calmly 
chew, 

Will try how far they can manage to 
strew 

The floor with opponents that stick 
like glue 

To the task they attempt at their 
rendez-vous, 

And one such curious contest you 

May see an you list—alas ! ‘tis true !— 

At a Cotton “ Mill,” where hard 
knocks brew, 

And Capital strives to put on the 
screw 

Whilst Labour thinks it can just pull 
through, 

Victory thus do they fiercely woo, 

Amid no end of a hullaballoo ; 

But whether the man or the 
kangaroo 

Prevail, their partisans well may 
“ boo,” 

For the net-result both sides must 
rue 

Because the money goes “up the 
flue,” 
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“ON THE WRONG TACK.” 
Hubby.—* Oh! oh-o-oo! Snakes! jewillikins! roaring thunder! 
Who left these tacks on the stairs?”’ 
Wifey.—‘' I did, darling. I wanted to hear what time you came 
home. A little bit after one to-night, isn’t it, dear?” 


“Billing Strictly Prohibited!” 
[ The shop-assistants of Hackney and Clapton are in arms against an attempt by a 
tradesman to give ap assistant into custody for distributing early closing bills. 
— Newspaper.) 

EVEN yet there are tradesmen who, strange though it be, 

Take it ill, oh! right ill, oh! right ill, oh! 
That toilers, one night in each week, should be free 

From the mil], oh ! the mill, oh! the mill, oh! 
So those slaves (who would fain to the public repeat 
The sad tale of the way that their masters them treat), 
As they pass through the street, to each person they meet 

Hand a bill, oh! a bill, oh! a bill, oh! 


“ Now, I'll stay this vile system!" said Shopkeeper \. 
“Yea, I will, oh! I will, oh! I will, oh! 

And with fear a)l the serfs who have dared me to vex 
Soon I'll thrill, oh! [I'll thrill, oh! TV'll thrill, oh!” 

So he seized on a “ biller’’ (off duty) one day, 

And “I'll have you locked up,” he did savagely say, 

‘ For presuming, in such a contemptuous way, 
Me to bill, oh! to bill, oh! to bill, oh!” 


But the scheme of good Shopkeeper X. will, of course, 
Come to bil, oh! to nil, oh! to nil, oh! 

Not his servants with fear, but himself with remorse, 
He may fill, oh! may fill, oh! may fill, oh! 

And, unless he will let both his heart and his head 

Be by justice, good sense, and humanity led, 

Why, his “ hands” will not cease—to their praise be it said— 
Him to bill, oh! to bill, oh! to bill, oh! 


“Or what are you thinking?” he asked, as she gazed sadly and 
long upon his last picture; and she replied, “ Of the fallacy of 
popular similes. Why do people say ‘as pretty as a picture?” 





STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


Poor Holme:, the North-Eastern Railway signalman, has been 
convicted of manslaughter and bound over to come up for judgment 
if called upon. Even if railway companies must be allowed to treat 
men as machines, it is time they began to understand that even 
machines occasionally get out of gear. The man gave his superiors 
notice he was “in bad fettle,” and it was clearly risking human life 
to refuse him the relief he asked, Until somebody, besides the man 
in the box, is made responsible in these cases, I fear our signal system 
will continue to be a signal failure, 

7 7 * * * * 

The painter of the portrait presented to Mr. Gladstone at the 
National Liberal Club on the 11th inst. has no politics. A Tory artist 
would represent the G.O.M, with a cloven hoof and a tail. A Radical 

ould paint him with wings, a halo and a harp—of course, a crownless 
one. My recollection of the picture at the Academy is that it lacks 
all those features, 

* * * * - * 

What is the meaning of the frequent visits of Ministers and 
ex-Ministers to Windsor? The presence of the Grand Duke Serge 
doesn’t, to my mind, quite explain them. What if a surprise-packet 
is being prepared for us? 

7 aa * * * * 

The Panama affair grows, Not only is the fat in the fire, but now 
they have upset the Grévy, 

a * . - * * 

I received with dismay the news that Mr. Moody, of Sankey- 
monious fame, had been upon the spree. I was glad to ascertain 
later that the Spree was a steamship, dismayed again to learn of the 
danger through which she had passed, and once more delighted to 
gather that she had emerzed from it safely, 

# o ” * * * 

Dropped in at Farmers’ Conference—about time there was one. 
Foreign competition goes against the grain in more senses than one, 
Heard the best agriculturists of the day express their views of the 
situation. Then the man Smith, late of Salvation Army, now of 
I..C.C,, had the impudence to tell these men from all parts of the 
land, who have been born on the land and live, or strive to live, by 
the land, how to manage their business, Smith is the sort of man 
able, in his own estimation, to manage everybody's business but his 
own. IHlow long will this class of person be tolerated ? 

= * * * * * 

John Bull finds the political thermometer in the neighbourhood of 

Zero. No matter, after January we shall have much warmer times. 
* ca * . * * 

Naturally, trees as well as statesmen indulge in the stump. 
Beerbohm Tree was at it last week, and played this, as all his parts, 
capitally. 

. s + * * 
The occasion was a kind of inaugural meeting of the Society of 






Moz | 
British Dramatic Art. Glad to 
see Tree there; but surely 
sritish Dramatic Art could get 
| on very well without the aid 

4 of several gentlemen on the 
platform more prominent as 
professional agitators than 
authors or actors, 

aa * 7“ 

My artist colleague has 
represented the denizens of 
-£ the farm-yard also in Con- 
THE POLITICAL THERMOMETER ALMost ference—sort of Hen Con- 

DOWN TO ZERO. vention, 
THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER, 


Ls 


“LYMPER is talking of taking a week's run down to Brighton,” 
says Tincker, for the sake of saying something. 

“The muff! I'd undertake to hop it in half the time!” snaps 
Wrenshall, for the sake of having a fling at L., who won a fiver of 
him at poker last night. 
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‘Look here, Newcut,” said Busterpile, “ bere’s 


a good thing for you. Let's get up a company to “We'll engage all the leading stars, Flossie Vere de Vere and Johnnie Snoblow and Little 
run the Shockmore Variety Theatre, and vote Snawky, and insert knowing clauses in all our agreements for them not to perform at any 
ourselves directors with a good margin to work other house Jess than four miles distant,” 


+? 


on, There now! 


f a“ - —_— 

SHOCK Oke 
VARIE Ty 
“THEATRE 


~~ 


TO NIGHT 
ENORMOUS | 























And it was done, and the thing “struck But it happened at the height of its prosperity that a certain member of the Middlesex District 
ile” like vaseline lightning, and the Board on the look-out for collaring paying concerns, cocked his eye around and spotted good business. 
crush on the opening night was so great 
that Policeman X50}, who was told off to keep order got squashed flatter than a Chelsea bun, 
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, ps : — 7 en ' at ditch water resembled cham- 
So he collared yet one concern more, Now, having unlimited control, a regular re- porn — vreea compared with the 
and the directors and shareholders were modelling was proceeded with, and the entertain- pagne at “ .. Phantie. ; 
: eae ’ ‘ a P . ” arie ne 3° 
kicked out of doors, compensated with mente were reduced from rollicking hilarity 8 ve ries Ags rrtunity for investors 
amounts not exceeding hninepence each, more sedate tone. P.S.—The re ia now another grand opp unity ° 
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LAPSUS LINGUA. 
Lady Violet. —“ THERE'S THAT DREADFUL WOMAN AGAIN, LOADED WITH DIAMONDS, AS USUAL, ANOTHER NEW NECKLACE, I DECLARE!” 
Sir Ronald.—“ YeS8; 1T CosT ME—I MEAN, IT COST MY FRIEND—OH, NO—I DON’T MEAN THAT, A FRIEND OF A FRIEND OF MINE 


GAV#t THREE THOUSAND FOR IT.” 


| More explanations necessary. 











THE FIRST FROSTS. 


So that Jones says he likes the winter. A pretty good lunatic idea 
that! As if anybody could like the winter unless he was born with 
a love of red noses and sneezing! The winter, indeed! “ The greatest 
delight under the sun is to sit by the fire till the chestnuts are done.” 
Is it? Well, I can't say that I ever found any particular pleasure in 
kuch nonsense, Chestnuts, indeed! I've a little too much respect 
for my digestion, 1 can tell you, to go in for that kind of thing. 
Hesides, who wants 'to go poking for the beastly things among the 


\ ) 
aeilCs i 


And what, after all, are the principal joys of winter? Skating? 
What do I want to go skatiny for, I should very much like to know? 
Have I any pleasure in cutting figures of eight? I leave all that sort 
of thing to the curates who've nothing clse todo. And then about 
the hoar-frost, I never see any particular beauty init. <A solution 
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WARNING. 


Reckitt 
* Blue. 





Substitutes. 


- Refuse all 


of Epsom salts on the window-panes looks every bit as well. 

The joys of winter! Well, as I don’t happen to be in the baked 
potato line, and am not a pantomime costumier, and don't sell play- 
bills in the street, it docsn’t make very much difference to me whether 
it’s winter or whether it’s summer, Seasons don’t trouble me very 
much, I know it’s summer because I leave off my great-coat. And 
| know it’s winter because I put iton. That's about all the note I 
make of the seasons, 

Winter! Who has any particular delight in holly and mistletoe? 
Why, nowadays they import both of ’em,and you can see ‘em in trucks 
coming from Harwich! As to robins, why is the robin such a well- 
beloved bird? It’s only a parish-beadley-looking sort of creature. 
There's really no good colour in it. To me it’s always more suggestive 
of a strawberry ice than anything else, Winter! Bah! 

DIOGENES TUBBS. 


Cadbury 


‘‘The Typical Cocoa of 
English Manufacture, “NENIUAIS 
Absolutely Pure.” (As in the 


—The Analyst, "rae 
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Musical neiggoour’s. The princess d the cosler. The false news (Gail 
(1) Here's Christmas close upon us, 80 let’s join the youngsters’ glee ; (3) This cruel-hearted coster cost a lot of deep — Le 
Pa’s say, like Fun, “‘ Let care go run, and blow the £ s. d.” | To his tamed, untiery mokelet, till pulled up by this princess 
(2) These inharmonious neighbours added to each other's cares ; (4) A feathered-head fellow found drunk made him nee Stee 
They'd too many airs and graces—with the accent on the “airs.” | For he fancied he was feather-winged, and flying like @ Dir 
(5) These criers of false news should really stop their little game— 
Or else they should be pu! ished with the writers of the same. 






























































FUN. 





DECEMBER 21, 1892, 





SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


$7 HE in- 
EI 3y dividual 

who enters 
“Terry's” 
(during its 
business 
hours) does 
so with the 
expectation 
and inten- 
tion of “ get- 


TERRY S,—TUS SPIDER AND THE FLY (Waicn 18 Waica?). 





ting a laugh.” If the “ proper-rioter” (as I’ve heard 
him call it in my time) is at home the enterprising 
theatre-goer is quite certain of getting what he 
bargains for. Sometimes he gets more than he 7 
bargains for, and goes home with aching sides and in Mcca tHovent 
4 state of exhaustion in consequence of a OF — NO ONE 
cachinnatory plethora—if I may so simply express {O° 1.1 0'*% 
myself. But this end, so satisfactory to all parties, uxn. 

cannot be attained without a good play. 


Uncle Mike, with which Mr. Terry has just opened his season, 
cannot honestly be placed in this category. In the abstract the idea 
of a hard-hearted money-lender being a tender-hearted children-lover 
and generally benevolent fairy in private life asa basis is good—if 
not particularly novel. (Quite novel enough, 
however—especially in this case, the story 
being adapted from a novel, I believe.) But 
it wants expert handling, and Uncle Mike 
scarcely presents it. Uncle Mike's acts, in 
fact, seem motiveless and purposeless, and 
there is little to compensate for the lack 
either in the characters which surround him, 
or their words or deeds, 


THOUGH the play was a bit of a disappoint- 
ment there was plenty of good acting in it. 
Mr. Terry's quaint, humorous ways, and the 
genuine, practised ability which is the salt of 
Tun Palace. ee them, were particularly enjoyable, and the 

good of a seat if Ican’s /adies, who include Miss Carlotta Addison, 

get to it? Bow!” Miss Helen Forsyth, Miss Alexes Leighton 
and Mise Annie Hill, are, every one of them, 

delightfully artistic. Mr. Fred Thorne, too, was 
really uncommonly good, and Mr, H. V. Esmond 
none of our feelings as the cold-blooded, 

selfish young Neville Stapleton Turner, Mr. C, 
Fulton's was a decidedly good performance also, 
and several less prominent parts were excellently 


played, 


THs Comepy.—My sub-under-deputy-substi- 
tute having expressed a wish to see a new piece, 
I thought nothing could better suit his tender 

ears than a nice translation of a pretty little 

rench play such as Divorcgons,so I packed him Tax PaLace. — The 
off (carriage paid—at least, omnibus paid) to the = jocular Oalif — and 
Comedy, where Mr. Hawtrey, Miss Lottie Venne, didn't Shakespeare 


, . take Ca-lif out 
Mr. Brookfield and others are amusing the com- his book ! . 











munity in the last-named gentleman’s adaptation of the Sunday- 


school drama referred to. He came back radiant, and says he’s going 


in, even if he bas to pay for himeelf he’ll try and “ work 


again 
it” on some of the office paper. (Will he!) 


He says Miss Venne is delightful and funny - 
and “ fetching.” I’ve explained to him that the 
latter is not a technical term in criticism, but he 
says he doesn’t care — it expresses what he 
means. She's quite as good in the part as some- 
one he calls “ Showmong,” he says. He says 
he’s never scen Showmong, himself, any more 
than he’s seen Edmund Kean, but he considers 
that no reason why he shouldn’t mention them, 
Mr. Hawtrey, he says, is “screaming” (this is 
another idiosyncrasy of his vocabulary), he’s so 
quiet about it, he says, he takes you off your 
guard. You are not expecting him to be funny 
for the minute and, all of a sudden, you find he’s 
done it, and then you just yell, He says it’s 
simply lovely to see him aggravating Miss Venne 
about another girl until he nearly drives her 
mad. He doesn’t think much of the plot of the TB™ Pausce.—A dark 

, ’ e. Ha! Not his 
piece—at least, the Johnnies don’t seem enough frst appearance in 
to make all the fuss about. Mr. a 4 a Abe anne te eh ? 
funny specimen of the tribe, though, and the ow about the York- 
in ge the whole thing is good and some- pron Me ne bom 
times extra smart. I shall go and see the piece go-little? 
myeelf soon, and see if that boy is to be trusted. 

He’s a pretty smart boy, too, as you will admit when I mention that 
he considers Mies Ethel Matthews very handsome. (Poor lad !) 





THE PALACE.—It was a chilly night, and fitful snow fell feebly 

through the raw air, but a prolonged struggle to reach my seat through 
a closely-packed throng which completely filled the gangway warmed 
me up nicely, and I sank into my gorgeous saffron-hued stall in a 
ruddy glow, and with the buttonhole of my collar burst beyond 
redemption. Sir Augustus and his myrmidons have certainly trans- 
formed the interior of what was once the home of English music, and 
then of French music in English (!),and then of French music (Sara’s 
coos)in French. I’m notsurethat : 
I like the new colouring so well | No RENT pel — 
asthe old,though. Theglaringgilt |) “° ™*** 
of the original scheme is retained, JNO NOTHINK 
and the peacock-blue stalls have 
been altered to the saffron hue 
hinted at, the woodwork being 
white, and the whole effect (under 
the electric light, too) was to bring 
back my chilly feelings with a 








Tas COBBLER WHO RE 
FUSES TO MEND. 


rush, Or was it the 
music-hall entertain- 
ment seen in col 
blood, without the 
glamour of smokes and 
drinks, that did it: 
Anyway, I shuddered. 
THE show is a pretty 
good one—in fact # 
very good one—but 
feel about it pretty 
much as the gentleman 
who examined the 
celebrated jumping frog previous to matching a stray one against it— 
“I don’t see nothing more than ordinary in that variety show. 
There is a ballet that begins as though it were going to be & 
burlesque or a pantomime. NESTOB. 


THE PALACE.—MI8S FINDLEY GIVES A 
NOURE(A)DDIN. 
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CHAPTER VIII. RE DEEPSWIGG, DECEASED; us royally to fatten 
Yes, it was in- Or, WHERE THERE'S a WILL THERE’s a Way OtT oF It. us against the com- 
deed Deepswigg, ing of age of hte 
alive and inclined heir-apparent, 
for kicking, who ap- The king was very 
before the fond of me. He said 

court to generally he could eat me— 
disorganise Deep- he meant to, The 
ewigg, deceased. day prior to the 
The solicitors and counsel coming of age we escaped to 
in the case were scan- the coast, hailed a pe 
dalised. Mr. Blackthorne, Q.C., ship—and here am, 
declared that after a man’s Mary, you must get married 
will had been the subject of John; and, Mrs. Buxham, 


a Probate action, letters of 
administration had been taken 
out, an order made directing 
inquiries as to his real and 

rsonal estate, his in hand 
and outstanding, a receiver 
appointed, his accounts 
passed and the balances paid 
into court, and a certificate 
answering the : inquiries di- 
rected by the judgment filed, 
it was nothing short of in- 
decent for the man, even if he 
didn’t happen to be dead, to 
reappear. And Mr. Wither- 
ingtone, Q.C., turning a fishy 
glare at Deepswigg, asked if 
it was not possible for a 
friendly arrangement to be 
come to between him and the _— aoe side 
parties, by which he could die within a time to be fixed by the court, " 
and the proceedings could be adopted ex post facto, ' 

Mr. Deepswigg, however, did not see his way to assenting to any 
such an arrangement, 

“I’m afraid you’re out of time to vary the Chief Clerk’s certifi- 
cate,” said Mr. Blackthorne, Q.C, Mr. Justice Chatty, however, came 
to the rescue by making an order varying the previous one, directing 
inquiries in the action, discharged the receiver, directed all the funds 
in court to be paid out to Mr. Deepswigz, and his other property 
handed over to him, and ordered Mr, Saul Snyder to pay the costsof | 
all parties of the action. 


od r a * a * * 


“ But how did it all happen, dad?” Mary asked her adopted father, 
as she sat facing him at Mrs. Buxham’s supper-table that night 
between Mrs. Buxham at the head and John at the bottom of the 
table. 

“Tt was all through Splodge,” said Mr. Deepswigg. 

“ What kind of drink is splodge?"’ asked John Buxham. 

“Tt never was a drink; it wasa man!” replied Deepswigg, “ though 
certainly the man was generally in drink. Splodge pitched me over- 
board in the Channel, crept into my cabin, annexed my baggage, 
represented himself at the Dindon d’Or Dodu at Dieppeas me, took | 
fever, died in my name, was buried in my name.” 

“ But what became of you, dear?” asked Mary. 

“T was wearing, unknown to Splodge, a life-belt under my clothes. 

It kept me up, only, through slipping down, I floated for a time 
wrong end up. When I had remedied this trifling defect I found the 
steam-packet was out of earshot. She soon disappeared in the night, 
and I was alone—alone in a life-belt in the chops of the 
Channel,” 

They shuddered. 

“ This is getting Christmas numbery,” said John Buxham, squeezing 
Mary’s hand under the table. 

“T was, however, shortly afterwards sighted.” 

“Which caused you to feel excited,” said John. 

“ By the crew of a sailing-vessel bound for Australia. They took | 
me in the dark for a porpoise, and the passengers left off shooting at 
bottles with rook rifles to shoot at me. One man hit me—in the belt, 
which, collapsing, only saved me from being shot, to preserve me to 
be nearly drowned.” 

“Then you were not quite drowned?” exclaimed Mary. “Thank 
goodness!” 


here was a double wedding. 
Deepswigg undeceased married 
Mrs. Buxham, and John 
married Mary Deepswigg, 
besides giving his adopted 
daughter a handsome dowry, 
settled the whole of his for- 
tune upon her subject to the 
life interest of himself and his 
wife, his reason for so doing 
being that 

Where there's a will there's 
a way out of it. 














“They heard my shout of despair. There was a man aboard who | 8 we Si _ 
had fae sansa Nipecehig to amuse the other people. He | DID SHE MEAN THE DECOLLETEE cuT 
practised on this occasion on me. Just as I had risen forthe second | Lady Gadfly.—* Yes, Jenny, one can't help at Christmas time, 
time his harpoon caught me in a fleshy part. It made mesitup,and | when thinking of ones own nice dresses and things, remembering those 
it disinclined me for some time to sit down. Theyhauled me aboard. | who haven't any. * sloshed a0 
On our outward voyage we were shipwrecked. We took to the boats, | Jenny. —* Jast 60, my lady. I was only thin ng, ~ - = 
even I, who had never before taken to boating. We landed on an (| your new gown, as there's some folks as hasn't got a decent gown 


island peopled by savages. They took the greatest care of us—fed their backs.” 
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SMART WORK. 




















“Come on, Bob, turn out of this; I want to compete for the “ No, I don’t care about the looks of any of these. Just get me out 
National Skating Association's Medal, and am going down for a two pairs of double-twisting Fenn Runners, like Champion Fish 
week's practice in the Fens, I want a chum to come with me, 80 Smart uses. That's the ticket.” 


hurry up.” (Muttered imprecations.) 

















“There you are! Here's the Fens, and that’s the Inn we're going to ‘Now, then, hurry up ani get my skates on. Do you think I’m 


stop at. Lovely spot, ain't it? Whatsay? Bleak? You don’t care about going to freeze on this hillock all day? Whatsay? Fingers cold? 
= sort of scenery f Ah, just wait until ycu have got those Fen Putting your own skates on will warm Big ' és 
unners on. 





Later on. ‘Look here, old josser, strikes Liverpool Street, 11 p.m. “Good gracious, 


“Off we go! Now for some sport!” me you've been knocking the landsca ifyi 
pe about Spooker! are you quali for fourteen 
a bit. Glad I ain't an artist. You had better days without the ontien ? ae 0, dear boysh, 


have some brandy neat at the inn and hook it off home. Skating ain’t your forte.” been imitashun Filsh Shmark. Goori.” 

















DECEMBER 21, 1892, 





i NT, oe Ce 
ih } Hh} ie ‘4 ay 
i | ny YUNG 
May | Ta i il Ye 
Bed ihe , 


- - 
= —s 
7 ’ 
>. “e 
. > 
= 
‘ 













: i d 


AK 


hi vin) 
1 








ie 








ry 


~ 


ja A, Vat ; 
1 at lB: Box lh j : y} s2 —~w\ 
RN GS 8 
\ / ' t ull . sh Ui {i p— ~ “= = 





» 











VERY STRANGE. 
Remarkable rush of traffic observed on a usually unfrequented country road the morning after the Christmas party at which Belle Fetchington 
happened to mention her intention of taking a lonely canter in that direction, 








STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 





Sir JAMES SAWYER the other day sentenced a Birmingham lad to 
a month’s imprisonment in default of paying a fine of twenty shillings 
for—what do youthink? « “ * ” 

Backing horses on a racecourse or in aclub?—No. Backing a word 
to be identical with one in a sealed envelope?—Of course not; 
hundreds of thousands of shillings are staked daily nowadays at that 
game. Putting cover on options, perhaps?—No, Baccarat ?—No, 

* * 


* * * * 

This hardened criminal was sentenced as above for—playing at 
pitch-and-toss, If there’s one game in which there’s a greater element 
of chance than another in this tight little island, it’s the one called 
the law. . * 

Ere long the Christmas bells will be 


* * * 
pealing throughout Christen- 
dom their message of peace on earth, 
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“Goodwill toward men" the Spirit of Christmas will whisper 
through the land. May the voice be heard, and the angry mutterings, 
the groanings and the moanings that appeal to/thinking men who read 
coming events by their shadows thrown before be silenced, 


” 7 o « a a 
The Gospel, according to Bis Mar(c)k, is not that of peace and good- 
will, Among the articles now being “made in Germany” is a bi 


struggle, in the course of which some of those not hitherto rega 


as among the weakest will go to the wall. 
e o 7 * 


” * 

A Merry Christmas and 
a glad New Year 

To all our friends and 
foes afar and near. 

Before the New Year, 
soon beginning, ends, 

If foes we have, may they 
become our friends ; 

May and plenty 
bless our dear old land, 

May man and master 
grasp, not clench, the 














y G4 7 M tri 
Pf ///// / , ay statesmen strive 
Lp ij together for the weal 
Wn yy, y £ Of Britain ; and before 
ttt; y ! iy, again the peal 
ey y Of Christmas bells shall 
ti oe M E p Resp Gers “Too Bic ron 
iy May we have spent a ASTER EDWAR " 
f ya truly happy year ! His BARECHRS. 
al * + . . « . 
M. Rouvier has—and France is—resigned. ‘ 
“ ” * oe - + 
ANOTHER “GRAND OLD MAN” WHO IS ALWAYS WELCOME The She field Tories met Mr. Balfour in their Drill Hall, Query.— 
And the nations listening will hear beside those bells the clank of To practise the political ons In THE CLock TowsR. 





arms, the hiss of the sword upon the grindstone, 
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A “RING” RETORT. 
Mademoiselle,—“ 1 did not find much difficulty in jumping through 
your heart, ‘ Frisky.’”’ 

The Circus Clown,—“ Ah, no, Mademoiselle ; for when we first met 
you made a hole in it.” 








SOME WONDERS THAT WILL NHVER OCBASE. 


CONCERNING THE STAGE, 


WonDER I, Why a travelling theatrical company always carries a 
travelling theatrical baby about with it? 
Wonper II, Why the young ladies, and the old ones too for that 
matter, invariably address one another as “dear,” or “ ducky"’? 
Wonpber III, Why the stage manager, the acting manager, and 
males of the company generally, address the old ladies and the young 
ones too, only more particularly more so, as “ ducky” or “ dear”? 
Wonper IV, The less impatient a leading lady is, the more she 
uires to be grovelled to. hy? 
ONDER V, The more invertebrate a leading a man is, the more 
exacting he becomes; would dress in two rooms if he could get them ; 
considers a cracked looking-glass a slight, a missing capital letter in 
the poster a deliberate insult, and has to be led about by his Astrachan 
overcoat collar and pacified with drinks, Reason required ? 

Wonper VI. Why the thunder-sheet in minor provincial theatres is 
invariably a superannuated tea-tray? Why the property man, a sane, 





intelligent creature, to judge by outward appearances, should consider 
one biock-tin pineapple (top leaves painted green), one pantomime 
ham of Brobdingnagian proportions, and one gilt wooden goblet suffi- 
cient table furniture for the breakfast scene in Peril and the supper 
in Camille? Why the water- wheel won't revolve and there are never 
any peas in the rain-box? Why ghosts and things that have to come 
slowly and gracefully up traps are invariably shot up from the bowels 
of the earth like indignant Jack-in-the-boxes? Why, when their turn 
comes to go down again, do they manifest such visible apprehension ? 
Why, when compromising papers, such as wills and forged deeds, are 
to be burnt, there is never any fire to do it with? And why, when it 
snows, should such queer things as old hats, and sometimes clay pipes, 
fall from the ekies, as well as pits of white paper? 

Wospekr VII. Why ali the young men, who engage for eighteen 
shillings a week to play utility, should have made successes as Romeos 
and Charles Surfaces? Whether their not being able to speak parts 
of three lines distinctly has got anything to do with this—unintelligi- 
bility being a fashionable artistic qualitication in these days? Why 
their high collars and lovely cuffs vanish as soon as the metropolis 
recedes several hundred miles in the distance, and they button their 
coats up over an aching void of bosom, slightly protected by a check 
silk neck-wrapper ? 

WonDER VIII. Why all the young ladies, who sign for one guinea 
and matinée performances, and are sadly shy if required to say, “ Oh! 
what a bright morning,” by twos instead of altogether, intend to play 
Juliet by and by? Why each of them possesses a friend who is going 
to set them up as manageresses by and by? Why he never does? 
Whether he would not be an ass if he did ? 

WonpeR IX. Why at the end of a long, dusty, sooty, cindery 
gritty journey North, when the men turn out like so many tinkers, 
the ladies should turn up apparently fresh, clean and rosy? Whether 
a lemonade bottle of zinc and glycerine, one sponge, one hare’s foot, 
one pinch of rouge in a curlpaper, one little looking-glass, and one 
comb will not suffice to smarten up a whole saloon-carriageful of 
the darlings? And why a countess with rice powder on the end of 
her nose should turn that feature up at the chorus girl who has only 
got chalk on hers? 

Woypbrr X, Whether the cold mutton and the soiled linen ought 
to be packed in the same carpet-bag? Whether those innocent-look- 
ing soda-water bottles, that the middle-aged ladies are always sipping 
at, contain the liquid element or ardent liquids? Whether much 
sipping renders the temper snappish, or the reverse? 

WONDER XI, How the two middle-aged married ladies, who play 
benevolent market-women and haughty female aristocrats with im- 
maturely-whitened locks, turn and turn about, should have come to 
the conclusion that the young married lady, who dresses with them, is 
not respectable? Whether that condition of character is supposed to 
be contagious? Whether if it really snould be so, the mere setting 
up of a screen—three feet high—across the apartment, as desired, 
would have restored peace to their troubled minds? 








This is the Reason. 


THERE is wrath on the red, red sun, 
There is rage in the heart of the sea; 
For the tripping season is done, 
And is not for a space to be. 


And the waves may buck and rear, 
But—the cockney has ceased to ride ; 
And the sun may glint and glare, 
But he’ll blister no town-bleached hide, 
So 
There is wrath on the red, red sun, 
There is rage in the heart of the sea. 


Not as Smithical as it Sounds, 


A BAD burglar rejoicing in a Gcod(e) name attempted to burgle 
the premises of Mr, Jacob Smith, at Hammersmith. Jacob S. saw 
him, and gave chase. Mr. Plowden gave the gentleman a month to 
reflect on his iniquities. Mr. Smith is a vestryman, and has ably up- 
held the dignity of the law and the ganctity of the front doors of 
vestrymen and other respectable inhabitants. Burglars will please 
take note that at Hammersmith Smith hammers burglars, 





On the Cards, 


THE reputation of Messrs, Hildesheimer and Faulkner is more than 
well sustained by the novelty and beauty of their preparations for the 
present season in Christmas and New Year cards, illustrated books 
and booklets, presentation calendars, and such like things for gracious 


gifts and greetings, 
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Squire Barieycorn.— Well, good-night, boys! Pleasant journey Cheapside (driving).—“ Hullo! What's that? Scott!! Wolves!! 
to you! Careof yourselves!” I didn’t know they had ’em in this part of the country ! Chke! Come 
up. Cats’ meat!” 
7 
eptecoe ames. 70277": 





find him a good tough meal, and we may do 
“By Jingo! Bounder, my dear friend, you must be sacrificed ! it, yet! Ger-r-r-r-on with you!! 
You'll delay ’em a bit and die a hero’s death for your pal! Out yon go!” a shert cut!” 


They’re gaining on us! 


” Nothing like presence of mind! They'll 


We'll try 








Unluckily, the short cut, at full gallop through an unknown 
country, proved but a doubtful success, and when the scapegoat 


Bounder arrived on the scene, matters appeared somewhat 
complicated. 


‘ 
“Take that, you chunk-headed booby!” he yelled, as he cut out a slide 


with Cheapside’s nose. ‘“ You ought to be broken up and burnt if you don’t 
know a couple of old sheepdogs from a pack of wolves, You bumpona 
log ! ” 














$5 FUN. 


DECEMBER 21, 1892. 





eee ee ee 
7 etki 


f 








Wiad 


72% 
« 


Mrs, Bunkett (with eight unmarried daughters, to B., retired pork 
butcher, who has been complaining that they don’t go off).—* Don't 
you think, dear, they'd ‘ave a better chance if we ‘ad a nice Conserva- 
tive attached to the ‘ouse?”’ 

Bunkett.—" Lor, Maria! Wot next?” 
The geod soul meant * | ‘onservatory.” 




























New Books of the Season. 


“Englishman's Haven,” by W. J. Gordon (Frederick Warne and 
Co.). A remarkable story of exciting adventure is this “Story of 
Louisbourg.” It is told in a most enticing manner, and the beauti- 
fully-printed illustrations are both characteristic and clever. We 
have a lot of other books from Messrs. Warne and Co, First is 
“* Merry Moments for Merry Little Folke,” by Rose KE. May, illustrated 
by Emily J. Harding. Both Rose and Emily have done their work 
with great sweetners, tenderness and delicacy, resulting in a charming 
combination and a beautiful book. Four others are Play-hour 
Picture Books: * Dog Pictures,” “Cat Pictures,” “ Bird Pictures,” 
and “ Animal Victures,”” In each and every one of them the illustra- 
tions are strong, powerful, artistic and numerous, the letterpress 
timple and appropriate. Then comes “Aunt Louisa’s Book of 
Nursery Rhymes” which is a perfect treasure-house of inexhaustible 
entertainment, as there are hundreds of pictures, and the rhymes, 
though rhymed for hundreds of years past, will be rhymed over again 
for hundreds more. Next ia “Our Noah's Ark,” where the animale 
are marching in two by two in a surprisingly novel way, and will be 
frequentiy followed through and through. Another is “The A BC 
Nursery Rhymes,” by Alf Johnson, who, with clever drawing and 
glowing colour, bas made up a book of laughter, delightful for many 
& mother’s son for many a year and after. And one more is “ From 
Toyland,’ in the form of a box brought by the railway. It is beyond 
description, such nice things in it. Somebody or other should send 
one to every good girl and boy.—' Lear's Nonsense Birthday Book.” 
Although it is said that Lear “never deviated into sense,” there is 
very sound sense in his nonsense. Asa birthday book it is a relief 
from the pious and the purely poetic quotations we have had so much 
of.—" Daily Dinners,’ by Nancy Lake, For three shillings and six- 
pence you can buy this book and have a good dinner for every day in 
the year—cheap, isn't it, to live and dine with Nancy” !—“ Every 











Morning and Evening” is from David Bryce and Son, Glasgow, and 
is compiled by K. R. and Alice Crowther. It is not exactly a prayer- 
hook, but is a book of prayer and praise—as euch we can praise it.— 
From Eden Remington and Co. we have “ Masterpieces of Crime,” by 
Albert C, Vandam. Meat for morbid minds. 








Puzzle Picture: The Missing Words. 
(Sze CARTOON.) 


Ip one above all other times be favouring 
To kindly thoughts and charitable deeds, 
If one above all other names be savouring 
Of help to fellow-mortals in their needs, 
It is Christmas-tide, 
Welcomed far and wide, 
Which for the poor and hungry ever pleads. 


Sweet are the fruits of sympathy; and true it is 
That they who, in warm-hearted cheerfulness, 
To them who lack give of their superfiuities, 
Learn that the gift will oft the giver bless: 
And the season now 
Bids all ponder how 
They best may comfort brothers in distress. 


But Christmas, too, brings numerous festivities 
Wherewith ita noble duties are combined, 
And people let their natural proclivities 
Induce the jaunts to which they’re most inclined ; 
So some odd sights we 
May expect to see,— 

Odd sights that rise up quickly to the mind. 
Thus, here and there an unemploy’d ex- Minister 
Howling his woes to an unheeding world ; 

Athleta, victim to a fashion sinister, 
A-struggling with the Boa around her curl'd ; 
And the dame’s long skirt 
That sweeps up the dirt, 
And dancing-skirts that into wings are twirl’d. 


Then, hosts of “* Missing Word” crazed competitioners, 
Who drove their editor to sheer dismay ; 
And various “Snap Dragon” exhibitioners, 
Eager to snap up husbands by the way ; 
And the Princess Blank 
With her donkey-prank, 
Bezides—etcetera, etceteray. 


Aye, Christmas with its bounteous benignity, 
Aye, Christmas with its feasting and its mirth, 
Its happy blend of mummery and dignity, 
Is coming once again to a new birth. 
Let the steeple-bell 
The glad message tell,— 
And may joy and peace be paramount on earth! 





Cur Champion Idiot Plays Low. 

Ovuk Champion Idiot will have to die. He has deceived us, taken 
us in, and played upon us one of the lowest of low games. It happened 
this way. We havea heart that can feel for another, and Our C. |, 
knows it. He called upon us the other morning with a most dejected 
and forlorn appearance, and looking the picture of misery. ‘“ What's 
up?” we inquired, “I have lost everything!" he weepingly replied 
—*‘all my clothes, except what I’ve got on, my books, my other pipe 
—everything I possessed in the world, through—through a fire at my 
lodgings.” And he sobbed hysterically. 

Were we men and brothers to stand by and see Our Champion in 
such a plight, Idiot as he was, without rendering a helping hand? 
No! And, to cut the matter short, we raised a subscription for him 
all around amongst ourselves and our neighbours, with the result that 
we handed Our Champion fifty solid gold sovereigns, who departed 
showering blessings on our head, and we felt good. 

For days Our Champion kept away from us,and we wondered. 
More days passed, and we still wondered; and then up rose one 
amongst us who was sinful, albeit wiser, and said, “I will sally forth 
and inquire into these things.” So he went forth, and we waited. 
Anon he returned, and his gaze was wild, and he used profane words 
in reckless profusion. 

When we could induce him to speak, he exclaimed, ‘ Our Cham- 
pion Idiot has done us, That fire pe 

“ Well, wasn't there a fire at his lodgings?” 

“ There was, but it was the Champion himself who was ‘ fired’ by 
his landlady for not paying his rent, That's all! Oh, yes, there was 
a ‘fire’ right enough, and if I catch ' 

But we soothed him, and armed ourselves with blackthorns against 
the reappearance of ()ar Champion Idiot, and don't you forget it. 
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Lady Sarah._—* HE OUGHT TO HAVE BEEN HUNG.” 





AS THE LADIES WITHDRAW. 
Lady Gerty.—' I WONDER WHO STARTED THE IDEA OF LADIES LEAVING THE ROOM JUST AS THE MOST INTERESTING TALK COMMENCES,” 


Lady G.—“ PERHAPS IT WAS A SHE.” 


Aunt Deborah (an advocate of Woman’s Rights),—“ DO YOU THINK A WOMAN COULD HAVE BEEN SUCH A FOOL, CHILD?" 








Gilpin Out-Gilpined., 

{The practice of “omnibus racing” is still exten- 
sively carried on in London. Mr. Magistrate Cooke, 
recently addressing two drivers charged with this 
offence, “doubted whether he ought nct to send them 
to gaol.”’] 

’TWILL be well for the turfite who racehorses 
breeds, 
If this omnibus racing goes on ; 
He’ll be freed from the need to keep pedigreed 
steeds, 
If this omnibus racing goes on. 
For he’ll certainly find himself able, ere lony, 
To pick up, for the price of an obsolete song, 
An old hack that’s as swift as the lightning’s 
fleet prong, 
If this omnibus racing goes on! 


'Twill be well for the plunger who cannot 
leave town, 
If this omnibus racing goes on. 
He to Leicester or Aintree need never go 
down, 
If this omnibus racing goes on. 
He a fortune may lose or a fortune obtain, 
By diurnally betting which driver of twain 
Will the omnibus terminus earlier gain, 
If this omnibus racing goes on! 


Twill be well for the men who conveyances 
build, 
If this omnibus racing goes on: [ filled, 
To repletion they’ll all have their order-books 
If this omnibus racing goes on. 





For the ‘buses that through our metropolis 
ply 
Will collide with big waggons as onward they 
hie, 
Till, while yet they’re brand-new, into fire- 
wood they’!l fly, 
If this omnibus racing goes on! 


Twill be well for the surgeons and chemists 
and quacks, 
If this omnibus racing goes on ; 
For of riders o’erwhelmed they will daily find 
stacks, 
If this omnibus racing goes on. 
And the starving reporter will Burgundy 
swig, 
And the newspaper boys do a business that’s 
big, 
And the gaunt undertaker grow fat as a pig, 
If this omnibus racing goes on! 


’'Twill be well if the law will stern measures 
adopt 
While this omnibus racing goes on ; 
For, though here-and-there-one of those 
drivers gets stopped, 
Still this omnibus racing goes on. 
And, all joking apart, we shall shortly, though 
brave, 
se afraid to climb up on an omnibus, save 
We've first ta’en extreme unction, and ordered 
our grave, 
If this omnibus racing goes on ! 
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Our Clerk. 


ONE of the best things that our clerk does 


is to go to attend at auctions. He is always : 
ready to buy something or the other that he 
doesn’t in the least want. Meat-screens he 
has a great fancy for. Old carpets are the 
loves of his simple heart. When you call on 
our clerk at Holloway, you might take his 
happy home for a marine-store dealer's, The 
last thing he bought as a lovely bargain was 
an old portable dustbin. He'd vague ideas 
that it might be converted into a weather- 
proof rabbit-hutch. The other day he bought 
a plaster statue for his back yarden, In the 
night-time the cate were livelier than usual 
in the yard, Our clerk has got an old con- 
stabulary carbine. He had ideas of burglars, 
and shot that plaster cast out of the kitchen 
window. Its nose and eyes are rather spoilt 
now. They are thinking of using it for 
whitening for the kitchen. 


ee 


Proverbial Philosophy. 
“ HUSBAND, husband, since we twain 


Cannot here in peace remain, 

Hie thee, hie thee o'er the main, 
Seek a distant world out yonder, 

Surely, when the raging sea 





Rolls and roars ‘twixt thee and me, | ‘ 
Dearer each to each will be— | 
Absence makes the heart grow fonder!” 4 
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FITIN. 


LATTER-DAY FABLES—WITH MATTER-OF-FACT MORALS. 
THE COMPLAISANT HOUSEHOLDER AND THE ASTONISHED BURGLAR, 
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Having, by means of an open window and a convenient 
spout, effected an entrance into a semi-detached suburban 
villa, was about to retire with what portable property he 
had been able to lay hands upon, when, to his extreme 


consternation, he was suddenly confronted by the airily-attired master of the house bearing a lighted lamp. 


Who, ambiguous as it may appear, had, 
nevertheless, on more than one occasion, 


A certain burglar, n 01 
‘‘done the state some service. 
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“Don’t meation it!” chirruped the latter, 
affably. ‘The fact is, I'm tremendously 
short of ready cash myself, and was at my 
wits’ end how to raise the wind. What you've 
got is worth about sixteen pounds; but, as I’m 
insured in the Burglar Protection Society I 
shall, to-morrow morning, send in a claim for 

unchained the front door, attempted three hundred. Good evening! Take care of 
to give utterance to some confused expressions of gratitude. the bottom step!” 
MORAL,—There is method in every kind of madness. 





You can easily carry it upon your 
back, Allow me to give you a lift;” 
and suiting the action to the word he 
assisted in hoisting it upon the 
shoulders of the, by this time, perfectly 
astounded burglar, who, as his host 
conducted him along the hall and 


“1'm afraid,” said the latter, pleasantly, grasping 
the situation at a glance, “ you've made but a poor 
night’s work. Do you think you've got everything?” 
“ Ye-e-es,” stammered the disconcerted marauder ; 
“T b'leeve so!" “ Look here, now,” continued the 
householder, “there's that grandfather's clock 
yonder, It would fetch a fiver, 








New Leaves. 

THERE is no lack of varied entertainment in the Christmas number 
of The Idler. It well repays the time and money spent upon it,— 
Tennyson is still uppermost, There is a fine portrait of him, and an 
article about him in The Eaglish Jllustrated, “ Pickwickian 
Topography" is delightful and picturesquely illustrated.—Nothing 
can exceed the beauty and charm of St. Vicholas, The pictures and 
reading-matter are equally fascinating.—In Longman’s “ Mrs. Juliet” 
is at last completed, and much may be learned from “ A Whitsuntide 
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‘| C. BRANDAUER & Co.’s 
Circular-Pointed Pens. 


C.BRANDAVEREC®: 





Cctt® PENS 


f pens write as smoothly as a lead penci 

and neither scratch nor spurt, t f ts | 

by a new pr ess \ rte ain} I 
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Sanitary Pilgrimage, with Lessons.”—J/ousehold Words has a good 
(‘oris‘mas number, and Bric-a-Brac a Philatelists’ Almanac.—The 
New Year's double number of Zhe Young Gentlewoman is full of 
beautiful things, one of the mo:t pleasant being Mr. Pask’s fairy 
story, “The Stork.” The art is abundant and admirable. 








‘“ BLopps is looking quite seedy,” says Scroomer, sympathetically, 
* Ought to,” replies Boocher, logically, “ with corns on every toe, as 
he goes about saying he has,” 





Cadbury's 


‘The Typical Cocoa of 
English Manufacture, 
-i Absolutely Pure.” eb 


x for 7 Stamps to —The Analyst. 
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Ola Year! J 








Of lo lhe pantorime. 


<1) The New Year now approaches to drive out the Old’s heart- 
burnings, nings! 
May the New One give us longings for the good in our New Year- 


(2) Truth’s toys again give gladness to the mites whom woes be- 
spatter, 
Truth lieth at the bottom of a “ Well done!” in this matter. 
(3) This sweep pooh-poohed cold mutton from his master (sometime 
‘‘ keeper”), 
But a C.erkenwell-come judge soon scorned the crying of this 
(s)weeper |! 
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“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 


Frunnng off with the : 
next a nec gpbour 





Seasona ble giypls for the suffering 
little ones, al the Aiberf Ha 
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Wandsworth rowAes 


(4) Ab, foolish one! to make a Temperance drink doth need a wise 
map, . 
Or you'll haply be upsetting an excitable Exciseman |! 
(5) Gay Pantomime is with us, so avaunt all furs and frowning— 
Harlequintessence Jet's have of Pantaloonacy and Clowning |! 
(4) These Holloway elopers found themselves in yuite a gay lure, 
And all their H»)!oway-wardneas resulted but in failare, 
(7) These Walworth “rowdy "-dowdy boys foun! revellings of sma)l 
worth, 


lor if you fall azainst it, what the dickens is a Wa)l-worth 






















ees 


Bo piles: 


wh aman 


a 


re 










Mt se 


= 


eS 





So Ester 


iahtapie =: -ihgeiinine ab deakes titkartiteeie eae ms 
5 preiees ~~ ns t ma 


‘ee 


~ 
- 











266 HUN. 


DECEMBER 28, 1892. 










SLASHES AND PUFFS. 





ey. eT aEACe hae ae 
We Sad observing, when 
a space cut me short 
J last week, there is a 


ballet at this house 
that begins as though 
~==, it were going to bea 
‘ burlesque or a panto- 


THE PALsce.—JUMrPING GEoroiEg. ° 


mime, and suddenly breaks off 
without finishing its story, and 
lays iteelf out to te a balletand > 
nothing else. It is a very taste- 
fully-dressed and cleverly- 
danced ballet; tut I've seen 
tastefully - dressed and cleverly-danced ballets 
before. There is another ballet which, they tell 
me, is even more atriking, but I didn’t wait to see 
it—things being very belated, and last trains wait- 
ing for no man, 





TRICKS GIVEN AWAY NIGHTLY. 


The Round Tower is “ matter out of place,” and 
will probably soon retire. The rest of the items 
ia the programme are ordinary music-hall turns, 
good enough in their way, but certainly not con- 
stituting “the finest variety show in the world” 
(why not the universe while we are about it?). 
M. Francois de Blanche creates “ 
some amusement by exposing the 
methods of some of the better 
known conjuring tricks. Miss 
/ Sy Ada Lincoln sings what the pro- 

J\ fp} gramme calla an * Ava Maria" in 
HI Uy gocd style; the Hulines “ oblige”’ 

- with their well-known “act” ; 
Covent Gsnpex.— Marvelle and his Doga (includ- 

pled ee a a. ing the little animal who is 

Benavine-Iut-ixc- ¢!imed to be the “ fust” to turn 

TON. a back somersault); a Mirs 

Georgie Parker, who sings and 
dances in the manner of a“cullud vocalist” which 
the audience scarcely seem to understand; Mr. 
Arthur Ring, whose imitations are clever, but so 
badly managed as to be tedious; Mises Marie Loftus, \ \ | 
as fresh and expert as ever; Mies Ada Blanche and | 
Don Juan Caicedo—all give turns which class well; 2 # 
and the orchestra, under the joint command of M. 
G, Serpette and Mr. J. M. Glover, is a rattlin: 
good one. But the spirit of tlhe County Council—the 
only spirit allowed in the auditorium—is over it al), 
ari! one cannot igaore the frequent presence of 
gloom, 








THk ALHAMBRA, 
—VERY MARIE- 
TORIOUS, 





CovENT GARDEN.—The Prodigal Daughter 
has left her home at Drury Lane, and her sorrow- 
ing relatives, friends and enemies have gone after 
her to this commodious residence, where, by strict 
attention to business—that is to say, prodigality 
in costumes, scenery and good acting—she hopes 
to command a continuance of your favours, 
There are “differences'’ in the household, how- 
New Lrnic Ciun—a ever. Miss Marie Ilington appears as the 

JUVENILE OuT-ERIE. — one (Miss Millward being unwell, I 

elieve); Mr. George Barrett is the tempted 
but honest groom, and Mr. Dalton Somers occupies Mr. Harry 
Nicholla’s place as Lord Banbury, All theee do their duty well and 
acceptably, and with Messrs. Boyne, Neville and Fernandez and Miss 
Fanny Brough (to say nothing of “ Voluptuary”) in their original 








parts, the attractions of the Garden are pretty strong for the gay and 
giddy seagon. aie 

THE Comepy.— Mr. Brookfield’s adaptation of 
Divorcons has mace itself quite at home here, and (like a 
wise adaptation) seems inclined to stay in comfortable 
quarters when it finds itself therein. It is far from being 
the strongest piece ever presented at the Comedy, but 
there is a lot of fun in it, and, for my own part, when I 
get Miss Lottie Venne, Mr. C. Hawtrey, and Mr. Brook- 
field himself all together, it is not often that I do not 
have a rattling gocd time if the dialogue and situations 
of the piece are only a few degrees atove mediocrity. 
And in this piece there is some good acting on the part of 
Messrs. Wyes and Milton, and Misses Featherston, Polak .. 
and Henderson to be added to the general account. 








D RAMA TIO 
Nops AND WINKS.—Already things in general (in the dak Sy Scey 
theatrical world) are beginning to look lively and susr now. 
Christmassy. As I write the ALHAMBRA is opening the 
ball (one might almost say—although 
. several houses have “put up” their 
Christmas programme and got it into 
working order) with Aladdin. Much 
grace and gorgeousness of costume will 
characterise the production, I under- 
stand,and Mdlle. Marie and Signorina 
Legnani will pose and gyrate as hero 
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WRECKING SILLY LOVE TO WRECKING-SILLY-’ATE. 


and heroine—The ROYAL AQUARIUM 
is making itself pretty busy about a“ Four 
Weeks’ Carnival,” which will include all the 
"4 specialities that have been laid on from time 
ie “, totime: the numerous Art Galleries, the Toy 
Exhibition, the Iren-headed Man, the Boxing 
Kangaroo (a specially enjoyab‘e attraction, as 
it affords us the gratification of making unc- 
tuous reference to him as a “ marsupial”’), the 
Variety Entertainment, the Swimming Show, etc, and an entirely 
new show of The- 
atrical Relics, Curi- 
osities, Mementos 
and other articles of 
interest —The West- 
minster Orchestral 
Society is in such a 
state of robust health 
(judging by the 
rather stupendous 
prospectus I have 
just received) as ro 
reasonable society 
need complain of. 
Musically inclined 
persons can, for the 
small charge of one 
guinea, find them- 
selves entitled to 
four grand crchestral 
concerts (one in St. 
James's lHlall) and 
two chamber (emok- 
ing) ditto, to say 
nothing of rehearsals 
and other joys (gen- 
erally on somebody's 
birthday, I notice). 
Bat anybody who wants to know a// about it had better just send to 
one of the secretaries, at the Westminster Town Hall. for the 
prospectus. NESTOR. 


Tar Oomepy—A FAIR 
(BROOK )FIaLD AND Nu 
FaVOUK, 





T. R. Most PLACES.— Miss PANTOMIME. 
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CIRCUMSTANCES (H)ALTER CASES. 
Free Kirk Minister (buying a horse).—“ Aye! I like the beestie 
tine—a’ but her heid—she’s owre white i’ the face.” 
Horse- Dealer.—: Hoots, sir! that’s naething. If ye’d bin looking 


999 


thro’ a halter as lang as she hus, ye’d be white i’ the face yersel’. 





The Half Season. 

“TT's such a comfort to know that we've got a ‘half season’ nowa- 
days.’ Jones has been sayiog this. He’s one of those people who 
like to talk about what he calls “ Sassiety.” I believe once in his life 
he met a Colonel of Marines at Brighton, who borrowed a sovereign 
of him, and ever since that he reads the Peerage every morning 
before breakfast. ‘“ Quite a lot of people in town,” says the imbecile ; 
as if, if they were in town, they would be very likely to take any 
notice of him. Yet he walks up and down Jond Street, and I believe 
he tips the policemen to touch their hats to him to make it appear 
that he’s a somebody. That’s the lunacy of the man. 

As to the “ half season,” as they call it, it means that people come 
into London for a while before going to their places in the country, As 
far as I'm concerned, I don’t care whether they come or whether they 
stop away. I daresay the country could do without them, and I dare- 
say the town could do without them, Who cares, for instance, about 
the Country Squires nowadays? They can hunt, and give bad 
dinners, and patronise the country townsfolk, and it doesn’t worry 
anybody in the least. They've had their day, even if their wives do 
get a little cheap popularity by giving coals and blankets and things 
to poor people. And it’s the same with your aristocracy. They may 
be in town, but people don’t go rushing to see them like they used to 
do. Who cares to go and stand on a frozen kerbstone to see some 
ma le-up, ruddle-haired, frizzled old creature go to court? We'd be 
much more interested in seeing the night charges taken from a Black 
Maria to go into a Police Court. The day for all that sort of thing is 
passed long ago. ' 

In this half season the West End shops manage to do a little busi- 
ness, so sweet wives and daughters and nieces, and all the rest of the 
creatures, drop on to you, and are sweetly affectionate, on the off 
chance of getting a five-pound note. They wouldn't be likely to get 
it out of me, though, in face of all the “balf seasous” in the world. 
I suppose, though, the servants like the business better than board 
wages, and there’s more whisky sold at the Running Footman at 
this time of the year than there used to be. It’s a pleasant, happy 
time, too, to stroll in the Park, and catch cold, and pass the rest of 
the evening sneezing the buttons off your coat. That's one use of the 


half season. I’m sick of hearing the words, thatI am. Bah! 
DIOGENES TUBBS, 








Or what Poet is one reminded by the seashore ?—Shell-ey. 





Repenting, but NOT At Leisure. 
FROM shop to shop, from street to street, 
All heedless of the noontide heat, 

Trips Madame Brown on dainty feet, 
With just a tiny satchel o'er 

Her arm. Her spouse, behind her, bears 

A hundredweight of purchased wares, 

And murmurs (while he sweats and swears), 
“Would Heaven I'd stayed a bachelor!” 


It is the Unexpected that Happens. 


THE little village of Puddlington-on-the-Puddle was of that Arca- 
dian simplicity seldom seen off the Adelphi stage. All the inhabi- 
tants were fresh, contented and trustfal, believing in the all-round 
goodness of man in general and of their immediate neighbours in 
particular. Tne Squire, though a baronet, was a highly respectable 
country gentleman. The good old farmer had no mortgage on his 
farm, and his daughter, the village schoolmistress, had nothing on her 
mind, this being, doubtless, the reason of her being chosen for the 
post. In fact, there was only one person in the village looked at 
askance, and he was the rate collector. So they all! jogged along in 
peace and serenity, until one day a hero arrived from London, Then 
things began to move. First, without any apparent means of gup- 
porting himself, much less a wife, that hero engaged himself to the 
schoolmistress, Then he turned himself into a private detective, and 
hung around. He caught his fiancée talking to the Squire about her 
scholars ; this gave him a very bad attack of blank verse. Then he 
started off in the dead of night to call on the Squire, to discuss with him 
the “English Wives” question, On his way he discovered a keeper 
who had shot himself accidentally. Naturally, he took the gun, and, 
pointing it at the body, waited patiently for the police. He was 
found guilty and executed. The schoolmistress married the rate- 
collector, and they all lived happily ever after. 




















PLATE FOR JANUARY. 


FUN’S FASHION 
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ENCOURAGING. 


Pat (to Mr. Craner, cut with the Ballymurder 1 unds),—“* COME ALONG, Sor! NO FEAR! IT'S A LONG DROP DOWN THIS SIDE, BUT 
THE MUD's AS SOFT AS BUTTHER!” 








STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


THE suspension of trial by jury in a portion of Bengal sounds as if 
the authorities had been reading that chapter of “ Innocents at 
Home” in which Mark Twain condemns the system as having done 
well enough for Alfred, but keiry just a bit out «f date just now. 
Apparently, however, to the natives the change is I’en-galling. 





. » . o * * 

A Happy New Year t. the Grard Old Basker in Baimy Biarritz. 
It's pretty certain to be a lively one, and that’s the kind he likes Lest. 

* . . * * * 

1898 is close upon us; 1892 is slipping away with noiseless feet. 
Good-bye to the sad (id and welcome to the (as we trust) glad 
New Year, 

7 ° ° . * * 

But who knows what the New Year brings us? Some who profess 

to know declare that Fe br’:.gs for Furope a sword ard a scourge ; for 





Orr TO THE SCNNY SOUTH. 


Britain, as near a revol:ition as makes no difference; for Ireland, a 
very good imitation of civil war, Who knows? 
. e . 7 . a2 
What every wise nan hopes is that 15‘ brings peace ‘twixt nation 
and nation, class and class, A settlement of the Irish and the 
astern Questions. And yet, after all, if these two perennial puzzles 


were solved we should be thrown back on the weather for topics for 
conversation. ~* * . ~ ~ 

l’m not very fond of the Salvation Army, and I think General 
Booth has had his own way a lot too much. But it must be admitted 
that he comes out of the Darkest England inquiry with flying colours, 
and stanils before the world as an honest, well-meaning and, in many 
ways, a well-doing man. THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TuWER, 


Odds and Ends. 

‘‘T SHOULD like to see an iceberg—a real iceberg, you know,” says 
Chamberry to his club chum, Blugden, « propes of the proposed new 
Arctic expedition. 

“ Go to the capital of Scotland,” says Blugden, 

* To see an iceberg?” 

“If you don’t consider that a nice Burgh, you're hard to please,” 
replied Blugden. 

Chamberry would willingly give a sovereign toa parish pcor-box, to 
be able to dash off a withering retort, but can call up nothing stronger 
than “ Get out!” and feels that to be in the last degree iceffective, 
not to say feeble-minded, and becomes low-spirited, 


“ OF course you intend to ‘turn over a new leaf’ with the coming 
of the New Year?” says Trimmer. 

“I don't know about that,” replies Rankstead; “the last leaf I 
turned over was so confoundedly blank, I've more than half a mind 
to shut up the book.” 

“That would be a volumincus idea!” cries Trimmer, whose “ ready 
wit” never deserts him, as his three unmarried sisters and a deaf 
maiden aunt over and over again assure all their friends arc 
acquaintances. 





Inquiring Infant —“ Mamma, with such a lot of squares in it, how 
can the world be round /” 

Instructive Parent.—“ When you are old enough to understand 
tuch things, darling, you'll learn all about what is called ‘squaring 
the circle "—ard then you’)! know.” 


Welcome the Coming, etc. 
GOOD-BYE, old Eighteen Ninety-Two, 
We've had atout enough of you; 
Some younger friend I'd sooner see,— 
Ah! how do, Eighteen Ninety-Three? 
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Another Feather in our Cap. 


THICKER than leaves in Vallombroea fall the honours on the head 
of Mk. Fon. Let the genial Jester (while the violence of his blushes 
sets his cap a-quivering and his bells a-jangling) call your attention 
to the following lines, culled from a cleverly-written turnover which 
appeared recently in The Globe :— 


‘The word ‘ window’ has been very badly used in the attempt to shape 
it into a rhyme, but with very little success, apart from the artitice of 
the exclamatory, ‘O,’ which, like the window itself, is somewhat trans- 
parent. Perhaps the best effort appeared in Fun Almanac for 1892, 
which, under the heading of ‘Yet They Say There Is No Rhyme For 
Window,’ gives this quatrain :— ‘ . 

* By stealth to the bakehouse the little boy came, 
And he swallowed a basin of thin dough ; 

And all the next week in that little boy's frame 
There was pain where there wasn't a window.’ ” 


There, ladies and gentlemen! what do you think of an encomium 
like that? Isn’t it enough to make Mr. FUN feel five inches taller? 
Oughtn’t he at once to take his stand in the literary Pantheon by the 
side of such demigods as Homer and Virgil and Shakespeare, whose 
record he begins to think that he has broken ? 

Yet, pray don’t imagine that the Jester is quoting the Globular 
panegyric in any vaingiorious spirit. He merely trots it out— 
modestly trots it out—as a preliminary to the pertinent (not to say 
impertinent) question: J/vw is it that, with a champion rhymist 
like MR. FUN extant, the Laureateship has gone a-beqging sv 
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Delightful “Five o’Clock” Gossip. 
i’VE only just a word to say, 
Just a word : 
The Wilkinses have gone away, 
Likewise forgot their rent to pay— 
Have you hear« ? 


To Spooker’s parties Spinks don't go— 
Wonder why! 
The Spooker gir!s are plain and slow— 
You need not mention / said s0, 
By the bye. 


You know the mess poor Dibbs is in, 
I’ve no doubt /— 

They say he’s right up to his chin : 

I thought his wite rich,—not worth a pin! 
All's come out, 


Punkah has put his brougham down— 
None too soon ! 

I'm told, eo very hard up, Brown, 

Last Friday, lent him haif a crown, 
Just at noon, 


Of course you weren’t surprised to hear— 
Brown's last smash | 

I’d been expecting it a year, 

aid I was sure that he was ‘ queer "— 
Too much flash ! 


You recollect—no ; it was gore— 
This is rich |— 
That garden-party giv’n by Blore: 
Smith's viris made all the dress they were, 
K very stitch ! 


But ] must turn away : such chat— 
(uite too nice! 

And on¢ may buzz too like a gnat— 

] wouldn t fur the World do that— 
Such a vice! 





William’s Summer-House. 

As it is winter-time, William is naturally constructing a summer- 
house in the back yard. It isa pleasant structure, made in what he 
calls the ‘rustic style.” It isa quiet place to smoke a pipe in, and 
doubtless the cats will find it a convenient meeting-houee. The ad- 
vantage of William’s summer-house is that it is under an aspen tree, 
so that it will never be without a proper stock of caterpillars. W illiam 
says, tho’, “I don't mind insects, Charles Kingsley liked insects. 
But then William is always a gocd hand at quotations. If you make 
a remark about the rent of a telephone wire hes pretty sure to come 
in with something about the last words of Guy Fawkes, William is 
now tarring the roof of the summer-house, and has spoilt his new 
trousers over the job. Good man, William, 
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‘WHEN HIGHLANDER MEETS HIGHLANDER.”’ 
Donald,—“ Have ye seen J. hn MacKillup this while back?” 
Dugald.—“ Och, yes, he askit me to his hoose the ither nicht, but 


I knew there wud be nothing but boosin’, and I don't like boosin’'——"’ 


Donald.— So you didn’t go?” 
Dugald,—* I said I wudn't go! but I thocht better o’t, and I just 


went. 


But, wud ye belecve it? 


Curse a thing had he but the cup o’ 


tea. Och! [ rcver saw John behave half as bad in all his life—niver, 


niver!” 


WEN fast on ‘er Hi claps my 


gyze 


“All Amugst the ’Ops.,” 


The regler mash I cops! 
‘’Ere’s a slap-up gal,” Hi s’ys, 
All amugst the ‘ops! 


Skies was blue, an’ green 


trees 


(Far from slops an’ shops) ; 
To ‘er wiste Hi gives a tqueeze 
All amugst the ‘ops! 


On ber rosy lips Hi lit 
Lightly as a wopse ; 

Us tat dahn an’ *magged a bit 
All amugst the ‘ops! 


“ Hi've a barrer smart an’ new, 
Does a treat in swops! 


Come an’ 
too!” 


shove the 


(All amugat the 'ops.) 
Somethink flushed me on the nob... 
(‘Tain’t the best bloke whops) 
'Er old man was on the job, 
The under'anded sneakin' swab, 
That d'y amugst the ‘ops! 


the 


barrer, 


“ Hi've a dad gone stoney-broke, 
Mother's give ter drops!" 
“Garn! Hi'll find ‘em tea and 
toke!” 
Hi s'ys amugst the ‘ops! 
“ Hi've a babby, too,” she sid— 
Er fair ‘and Hi clopse. 
“ Bring along the blessed kid |" 
(All amugst the ‘ops !) 
Then she ‘eaves up ‘er sweek 
heycs, 
Snivels, eniffs and flops ; 
“ Hi've a ‘usband, too!” she sighs, 
All amugst the ‘ops! 
Then Hi w'ispers in ‘er year, 
As ‘er mug she mops: 
“Chuck the bloomin’ lot, and 
clear!” 
All amuyget the ‘ops! 


xed. 
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ENCOURAGING. 
Pat (to Mr. Craner, cut with the Ballymurder Hunds),—* Come ALONG, Son! NO FEAR! IT's A LONG DROP DOWN THIS SIDE, BUT 
THE Mup's AS SOFT AS BUTTHER!” 








STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


THE suspension of trial by jury in a portion of Bengal sounds as if 
the authorities had been reading that chapter of “Innocents at 
Home” in which Mark Twain condemns the system as having done 
well enough for Alfred, but being just a bit out «f date just now. 
Apparently, however, to the natives the change is l’en-galling. 

* 


o * <2 7 7 
A Happy New Year to the Grard Old Basker in Ba)my Biarritz. 
It's pretty certain to be a lively one, and that’s the kind he likes best. 


* * . * 2 * 

1898 is close upon us; 1892 is slipping away with noiseless feet. 
Good-bye to the sad Old and welcome to the (as we trust) glad 
New Year. 

om « * 7” . * 

But who knows what the New Year brings us? Some who profess 

to know declare that te brings for Europe a sword ard a scourge; for 





OFF TO THE SCNNY SovuTH. 


Britain, as near a revolution as makes no difference ; for Ireland, a 
very good imitation of civil war. Who knows? 


* o . © * + 
What every wise man hopes is that 1593 brings peace 'twixt nation 
and nation, class and class. A settlement of the Irish and the 
Eastern Questions, And yet, after al), if these two perennial puzzles 





were solved we should be thrown back on the weather for topics for 
conversation. * * . . ~ 

l’m not very fond of the Salvation Army, and I think General 
Booth has had his own way a lot too much. But it must be admitted 
that he comes out of the Darkest England inquiry with flying colours, 
and stands before the world as an honest, well-meaning and, in many 
ways, a well-doing man. THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TuWER, 


Odds and Ends. 

“T SHOULD like to see an iceberg—a real iceberg, you know,” says 
Chamberry to his club chum, Blugden, 4 propes of the proposed:new 
Arctic expedition. 

“ Go to the capital of Scotland,” says Blugden, 

“ To see an ice " 

“If you don’t consider that a nice Burgh, you're hard to please,” 
replied Blugden. 

Chamberry would willingly give a sovereign toa parish pcor-box, to 
be able to dash off a withering retort, but can call up nothing stronger 
than “ Get out!” and feels that to be in the last degree iceffective, 
not to say feeble-minded, and becomes low-spirited, 








“ OF course you intend to ‘turn over a new leaf’ with the coming 
of the New Year?” says Trimmer. 

“I don’t know about that,” replies Rankstead; “the last leaf } 
turned over was so confoundedly blank, I've more than half a mind 
to shut up the book.” 

“That would be a volumincus idea!” cries Trimmer, whose “ ready 
wit” never deserts him, as his three unmarried sisters and a deaf 
maiden aunt over and over again assure all their friends ard 
acquaintances. 





Inquiring Infant —“ Mamma, with such a lot of equares in it, how 
can the world be round?” 

Instructive Parent.—“ When you are old enough to understand 
euch things, darling, you'll learn all about what is called ‘squaring 
the circle '"—and then you'll know.” 


Welcome the Coming, etc. 
GOOD-BYE, old Eighteen Ninety-Two, 
We've had atout enough of you ; 
Some younger friend I'd sooner see,— 
Ah! how do, E‘ghteen Ninety-Thrre? 
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Another Feather in our Cap. 


THICKER than leaves in Vallombroea fall the honours on the head 
of Mr. Fon. Let the genial Jester (while the violence of his blushes 
sets his cap a-quivering and his bells a-jangling) call your attention 
to the following lines, culled from a cleverly-written turnover which 
appeared recently in The Globe :— 


‘The word ‘ window’ has been very badly used in the attempt to shape 
it into a rhyme, but with very little success, apart from the artitice of 
the exclamatory, ‘0,’ which, like the window itself, is somewhat trans- 
parent. Perhaps the best effort appeared in Fun Almanac for 1892, 
which, under the heading of ‘ Yet They Say There Is No Rhyme For 
Window,’ gives this quatrain :— 

* By stealth to the bakehouse the little boy came, 
And he swallowed a basin of thin dough ; 

And all the next week in that little boy's frame 
There was pain where there wasn't a window.’ ” 


There, ladies and gentlemen! what do you think of an encomium 
like that? Isn’t it enough to make Mr. Fun feel five inches taller? 
Oughtn’t he at once to take his stand in the literary Pantheon by the 
side of such demigods as Homer and Virgil and Shakespeare, whose 
record he begins to think that he has broken? 

Yet, pray don’t imagine that the Jester is quoting the Globular 
panegyric in any vainglorious spirit. He merely trots it out— 
modestly trots it out—as a preliminary to the pertinent (not to say 
impertinent) question: How is it that, with a champion rhymist 
like Mp. Fun extant, the Lawreateship has gone a-begging sv 
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Delightful “Five o’Clock” Gossip. 


i’VE only just a word to say, 
Just a word : 
The Wilkinses have gone away, 
Likewise forgot their rent to pay— 
Have you heard ? 


To Spooker’s parties Spinks don't go— 
Wonder why! 
The Spooker girls are plain and slow— 
You need not mention J said so, 
By the bye. 


You know the mess poor Dibbs is in, 
I’ve no doubt 7— 

They say he’s right up to his chin : 

I thought his wife rich,—not worth a pin! 
All's come out. 


Punkah has put his brougham down— 
None too soon ! 

I'm told, eo very hard up, Brown, 

Last Friday, lent him haif a crown, 
Just at noon, 


Of course you weren’t surprised to hear— 
Brown’s last smash ! 

I’d been expecting it a year, 

aid I was sure that he was “ queer” — 
Too much flash ! 


You recollect—no ; it was gore— 
This is rich |— 
That garden-party giv’n by Blore: 
Smith's girls made all the dress they wore, 
K very stitch ! 


But I must turn away : such chat— 
Quite too nice ! 

And on¢ may buzz too like a gnat— 

| wouldn't for the World do that— 
Such a vice! 





William’s Summer-House. 

As it is winter-time, William is naturally constructing a summer- 
house in the back yard. It isa pleasant structure, made in what he 
calls the “rustic style.” It is a quiet place to smoke a pipe in, and 
doubtless the cats will find it a convenient meeting-houee. The ad- 
vantage of William’s summer-house is that it is under an aspen tree, 
so that it will never be without a proper stock of caterpillars. William 
says, tho’, “I don’t mind insects, Charles Kingsley liked insects.” 
But then William is always a gocd hand at quotations, If you make 
a remark about the rent of a telephone wire he’s pretty sure to come 
in with something about the last words of Guy Fawkes, William is 
now tarring the roof of the summer-house, and has spoilt his new 
trousers over the job, Good man, William, 
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“WHEN HIGHLANDER MEETS HIGHLANDER.” 
Donald.— Have ye seen J.hn MacKillup this while back?" 
Dugald,— Och, yes, he askit me to his hoose the ither nicht, but 

I knew there wud be nothing but boosin’, and I don't like boosin’——"’ 

Donald.—* So you didn’t go?” 

Dugald,—“ I said I wudn't go! but I thocht better o’t, and I just 
went. But, wud ye beleeve it? Curse a thing had he but the cup o’ 
tea. rt ! [ rever saw John behave half as bad in all his life—niver, 
niver!” 








“All Amugst the ’Ops.” 
Wen fast on ‘er Hi claps my | “ Hi've a dad gone stoney-broke, 


gyze Mother's give ter drops!" 
The regler mash I cops ! “Garn! Hi'll find ‘em tea and 
“’Hre's a slap-up gal,” His’ys, | toke!” 
All amugst the ‘ops! Hi s’ys amugst the ‘ops! 
Skies was blue, an’ green tke | “ Hive a babby, too,” she sid— 
trees | ‘Ee fair "and Hi clopse, 
(Far from slops an’ shops) ; | “ Bring along the bleased kid |” 
To ‘er wiste Hi givesarqueeze | (All amugst the ‘ops !) 
All amugst the ‘ops! | Then she ‘eaves up ‘er sweek 
On ber rosy lips Hi lit heyes, 
Lightly as a wopse ; Snivels, eniffs and flops ; 
Us sat dahn an’ *magged a bit “ Hive a usband, too!” she sighs, 
All amugst the ‘ops! All amugst the ‘ops! 
“ Hi’ve a barrer smart an’ new, Then Hi — in ‘er year, 
Does a treat in swops ! As ‘er mug mops : 
Come an’ shove the barrer, | “Chuck the bloomin’ lot, and 
too!” clear!” ; 
(All amugst the 'ops.) All amugst the ‘ops! 





Somethink flushed me on the nob... 
(Tain’t the best bloke whops) 

’Er old man was on the job, 

The under‘anded sneakin’ swab, 
That d’y amugst the ‘ops! 


* Talked. 
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A BAFFLEO VENGEANCE, 

















rhis Christmas wait is led by fate The man of crops with duck-gun “ pops,” The minstrel’s ghost, with vengeful boast, 
To pipe outside a farmer's gate, And thereuron the music rtops. Declares he’!l “have the chur! on toast,” 
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So every night the ireful sprite Whilst Farmer Giles, with placid smiles, 
With discord rends the “ robe of night.” Dreams on of pigs and loamy “ siles,” 
g . —=— ater 
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The spook peeps in in hopes his cin But soon looks glum, and yells, “ By gum! 
Has “ corpsed " the rustic man of sin. I find this bumpkin’s deaf and dumb!” 








Z 
p 
= 


.s 


SS! 
RRS 





WE, 











co 
“ 


. - 
<e wy 
Vs 
Ee ae + 3 
— 
dS 
’ Ne 
et P - a ~ ~~ = _—e 
ae >= =- ~~ . 
- ae eee NS _— 


a 


~ oe =. 


ee 
ER OES 


‘ ——_ 

’ oe TES 8 
\ I 
; ee 


aS . 


*. 
* e«% 
=“bie, 1 SS he 
*; —_— <-- se bE | ~ ~~ 
ae ele Les | > X 
. ‘ 


. 
SS 


‘ 
- ~ Bs SABO 


ee y 
. = 
“ SO aN aR AAO ; 
ee Sn 
S 
~ 


DROW AEN WARS 
SE 


BBA OS ~~ 
AANA 
al a 


ITT 

Fiay HT th 
eae Nagi iieass 
sea epee ts 


“a 
4 ee 


























S$ LUGGAGE 


SOMEBODY 


YEAR’S GIFTS FOR 


RYBODY. 


» 
4 
4 


EVI 


NEW 


[See Cartvon Verses, p. 276. 
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NOT QUITE. 
Taumas—‘ What! did you ken auld Pete Nicholson ?’ 
Jant—*kear'um?) I was at the schule wi’ ‘um.’ 
Tammo+— Gosh you maun be nae chicken!” 


FUN-DB-SIBOLB FAROBB. 
AUDITING THE ACCOUNTS, 


SCENE,—London in general, but near 153 Fleet Street in par- 
ticular, About Six MILLIOsS OF CHARACTERS discovered— 
but not (as 7. Carlyle would say) Mostly fools! Not much! 


THE 81x MILLIONS, Well, here’s the end of the year once more— 
and who'd have thought it? It seems to come quicker every year, 
doesn't it? Well, well, we've had a good many worries this 
twe! vemonth., 

A BLITHE BysTANDER. But remember, chappies, you have also not 
been without joya,eh?.,.. 

THe 8S. M. Ye-es; now we come to think of it, we have had a good 
many joys—at least, many of us have. And all of us who could 
afford the “dee” have had “dee"-light shed upon us by you, sir, for 
fifty-two Wednesdays this year ! 

THE B. B, (blushing audibly). Keally, you are very kind to say so! 
Proud, I'm sure, to have been of any use in cheering you all... 
Always glad so to do, as you know, But, really, you know—apart 
from what you are kind enough to say about myself—many of you 
have not had quite so much to grumble at as you think you have, 
have you, now ! 

THE 5, M. Well, no; perhaps not, since you put it that way. 

THe B. B. / know well enough, alas, dear chappies, how sorely 
pressed some of you have been, and this Fun-ly heart hath often bled 
for all such, even while I have tried week by week to troll forth merry 
quip and crank to lighten your cares withal ! . 

THe 8. M. Oh! you're all right, Ma. F—+! 

Tue B. B. (sternly), And, sire, let me take this opportunity of 
ointing out that some few thousands of you Six Millions have had a 

tter fate than many of you dese rre / 

SEVERAL THOUSANDS (wincing woefully), Why—er—what mean 
you: 

THE B. B. (not so blithely ae hitherto). This! That many of you 
have been lapped in lazy luxury—reeking of wealth and comfort, 
while around you—nay, even at your very gates—have been the sad, 





the sick, the sufferiog, the workless and the 
woe-stricken!. Shame on all ye who have 
thus been deaf to the cries of Poor Humanity, 
and have squandered fortunes in wanton wine- 
bibbing (at vast cost), ard gluttoning in 
gilded saloons and gambling for mighty sums, 
while your poorer brethren and sisters, and 
their starving little ones, have pined for 
bread! For shame,I say! Goto! Repent, 
and become human while there is yet time ! 

ALL (except the denounced’. Good old Fun! 
He’s a warm ‘an when hestarts! (Shouts 
without and sinkings “ within.’) Bat who 
comes here? 

THE B. B. Stand back, there! This is no 
other than FATE AND ForTONE, Universal 
Providers of Events by Appointment! But 
don’t be alarmed. As the heroines always 
say on the stage, ‘‘ My Place is by your side!” 

Omnes. Then Box and Cox are satisfied ; 
therefore (as they also say on the stage), 
“ Proceed! Your story interests us!” 

‘Mized Music. Enter in triumph and 

- arush, FATE and Fortuse, formerly 
Seloists, but now Duettiste on the 
World's Theatre of Varieti-s. 
Dcvo—FATE AND FORTUNE. 

Here we are again ! 

(Like the clown at Drury Lane). 

But this time we are twain 
Instead of single! 

And we beg to here remark 

That we've played up many a lark 

In which hues light and dark 
We've tried to mingle. Fortune! 

Then shout hurrah for Messrs. fate and 

On whom mankind doth hourly wait— 
But we do what we like, however you impor- 

tune— and Fate! 

Every hour you're in the pow’r of Fortune 
(They dance wildly, but catching the 

Other Eye cf the BLITHE BYSTANDER 
upon them, they cease and listen. 
THE B. 8. Hold! pride-struck pair! Why 
foolishness rehearse ’ 
Jast list to my remarks (this time in verse— 
For when the Supernatural we adopt 
All of us playwrights then for Poesy ‘ opt.”). 
This boasting of your «leeds to these, my friends, 
These worried millions—but towards madnees tends. 
You, FORTUNE, dave in many a case, 'tis true, 
Given to many—more than was their due. 
Alas! too, you've denied to many a slave 
The chance of earning ought—novvht but a grave! 
‘ou, FATE, have ttrangled with dread Penury’s grip 
Full many who have manned the Toiler’s Ship! 
But, whatever all your worse deeds caused, | pray— 
How were you thus enabled, day by day, 
To lavish wealth and Juxary on seme, 
And with despair to render others dumb? 

OMNES (approaching to rend the Universal Providers), Ab! why, 

indeed 

THe B. B. (waving them back). Back! J'll the reason state 

Why ye're the sport of f ok TUNE and of FATE! 
Their antics, brethren—or with Pain or l’elf— 
Are most)y caused by one foul fiend catled SELF !— 
Too much of this same fiend we've had this year. 
Thanks to Ais deeds, the Destitute are liere! 
Toanks to his cunning has come many a crash, 
Such as the ruinous * Liberatcr’’ smash ; 
Thanks to this Self, the Land is not more tilled, 
And thus our towns with U nemplosed are filled. 
Cest out, then, this foul fiend—his power slay, 
Jf ye'd have Britain know a Brighter Day! 
If ye would all be happy as Heaven's birds— 
Let's all act more in—— (Find the missing words !) 
CURTAIN. 
'la response to renewed cal’x, THE BLITHE BYSTANDER (alias 
FON) comes before th: curtain and speaks as follows :— 

“ Ladies and Gentlemen, lest the Pablic Prosecutor should come 
and run us all in for illegality, [ ought to perhaps mention that the 
wissing words in question are no other than ‘ Love and Charity!’ 
And here endeth our ‘ Fan-de-Siécle Farcicalism ’ for the year!”’ 
(Withdraws to—it is hoped—loud applause.) 
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‘Great Bobadil! The boss! Please, sir, it wasn’t——' 








“That's lucky. I'm off!" 





“See! Beautiful, ain't it?” 
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Blighted Love. 


( Being our humble attempt to write a genuine m 
drawing-room song, BY A NEW HanNbd 


IN the gloaming I’ve been roaming, 
For the sun has gone to bed, 
And my darling one, gay starling, 
Came and settled on my head ; 
Then a flutter, much too utter, 
Filled my beating, simple breast— 
Then that starling, oh, my darling! 
Chirruped ere ke sought his nest :— 


“Only be fond and true, 
And then he'll come back to you : 
So save up your money, my own pretty 
honey— 
That's the proper thing to do!” 


So [ wonder, as I ponder, 
If you really will be true? 
And my heart aches, for my Pa takes 
Much delight in quizzing you. 
Still I’m dreaming, when stara, gleamiog, 
Dlink around the crescent moon ; 
And I, burning, cry with yearning, 
That you will return quite soon. 


Only be fond and true 
And a bride I'll be to you; 
And, won't it be fanny, the moon wil! be 
honey, 
And we'll live upon kisses, too. 


In the autumn, thoughts I’ve thought ‘em! 
Hoping that you won't forget 
What you owe me, dross I trow me, 
Though it’s but a trifling debt. 
Ease my heart, love, please to part, love, 
For I hear you've got a bride : 
You shal! suffer, ob, you duffer! 
Breach of Promise shall decide, 
Oh, you must think me green! 
Although I'm a maid serene, 
I'il show each epistle, and you'll pay the 
whistle— 
To live on the proceeds I mean! 


ee ——— 








New Leaves. 

“ HAZELL'S ANNUAL” (Hazell, Watson & 
Viney, Ltd.), The improvements in the pre- 
sent issue fully sustain the established repute 
of this valuable work of reference. Asa com- 


perdium of things, places and people, it is 
equal to all requirements, and one cannot get 
wrong in consulting its pagea.—‘‘ The Handy 
Pocket Reciter,” edited by G,. A. Ellis 
(Frederick Warne & Co). This is a very 
choice and judicious selection of prose and 
poetic pieces, both good and pure, which the 
entertaining reciter can carry about with 
him, either in his head or his hand, or in 
both.—“‘The Up-to-Date Reciter,” by Camp- 
bell Rae- Brown and Neville Lynn (Cap- 
per & Newton), contains some half-dozen 
pieces by each author, more or less clever, 
which may be favourites with those whose 
tastes they suit, 


When a Man’s Bingle. 


GREY eyes or blue, | Buxom or slim, 
Hair dark or fair, | Matron or maid, 
Susan or Sue, Slipshod or trim, 
I'm sure I don't, Fresh or decayed— 
care, Need these be weighed? 
Providing Excepting, 
She has Perhaps, 
A thousand a year, She's a penniless jade, 
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SHADED OFF. 

A little bit conceited, is it not, the wearing of  lamp-shade” hats? It gives the 
idea that the sweet young things consider their eyes so brilliant and dazzling as 
to need softening to the gaze ef weak man, Well, well! perhaps they're not so far 
wrong, bless'em ! 











Essence of Romance.—No. XX. 


HER name was Araminta Cobb, 
Her calling was dressmaking ; 
He thought it quite a larksome job, 
First courting, then forsaking. 


sut he came of a wealthy brood, 
Had “ expectations” from his 
Exalted family, so she sued 
My lord for breach of promise. 


The jury's pity knew no bounds— 
Declared her no detractrice, 

And gave her twenty thousand pounds, 
As if she’d been an actrice ! 


Snips and Enaps 


Enfant Terrible (who thinks he has hit upon a paying plan this 
time).—‘‘ Auntie, what will you give me if 1 am good all day to-day 
and all day to-morrow ?"’ 

Auntie,—' A severe scolding if you are not good all the day after.” 

(Ba tiled, but not beaten, Enfant Terrib'’e, there and then, * just to 
spite her,” determines that he will not come to a“ bad end,” as she 
has over and over again prophesied would be the result of his 
delinguencies.) 

LApDIES! if you want to be fined £5 get a policeman to tread on 
your heels and to break the leg of anybody who remonstrates; then 
when you protest against the policeman arresting the man who pro- 
— let the constable knock you down, and—the magistrate will 
oblige. 


“WHAT excellent ears for music Spligsby bas!" said Emma 
Maria to William, who hates Spligsby. 

“ Yes,” was the gentle reply; “he has got good ears, but I didn’t 
know they were for music. I thought they were to brush the flies off 
the top of his head.” And this was in the church choir, too. 


“Poor Gibber has lost fifteen hundred over those confounded 
Portuguese stocks !" 

“Ah! disgusting! If it had only been on a Derby outsider he 
might have had some sport for his money! Some fellows’ luck is 
like that!” 


Only! 


ONLY a Word! a Misting Word! 

Bat it made humanity groan and gird, 

And ponder and study, and pore ard brco], 

And through Roget wade in excite«| mood. 

Only a Word—but no words can say, 

While a hundred hearts were made blithe and gay, 
How a myriad hearts were to fury stirred 

By the Word—the Word—the wondrous Word ! 


Only a Blank! a priater’s Blank! 
Sut the folks who elected their cash to plank 
On words not intended that Blank to fill, 
Used words, by and bye, that one’s blood weuld chiil. 
Only a Blank—yet each line of FUN 
Would prove, if you asked us to print but one 
Small tithe of the subsequent language rank, 
Justa“ blank ’—a“ blank ”—justa long, long “ blank!” 


Only a Dash! a wee, wee Dash 

At the end ofarentence! Yet plungers rash 

Made a dash at that Dash, while their hopes ran high, 

And, alas for the hopes that were dashed thereby ! 

Only a Dash—but that Dash embraced 

A poisoned cup of temptation placed 

To the lips of the innocent, day by day : } 
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And it's well that the cup has teen dashed away ! the 
be | 
Some Moral Reflections. 
WOMEN regard themselves as men regard joints of 
meat—that is, as being nicest when they are best dressed. 
Will it do anybody any good to classify criminals who 
have attempted to escape from justice and been cap- 
tured, as off uns and foundlings? 
Some men are £0 utterly un'rustworthy, one cannot 
even be sure that they are lying. 
The most sentimental men in the world are, probably, 
its usurere, who are universally famous for their cent- 
per-cent-imentality. 
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“SMACK UNDER THE MISTLETOE!” 
*Arriet.—* Garn, ‘Arry! who yes gittin’ at?” = 
‘drry.— Only a-claimin’ the privilige o’ the season, my dear! " 
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CONFIDENCE. 








Here’s Bill Stiffer and Long Corky down on Sudden brilliant idea on the part of Long The same being put in operation. 
their luck. “There ain’t a bloomin’ ’apenny to Corky. “Here's the tog-shop handy, Bill. 
be earned in any way that’s a credit to a fellow.” Let's try the gcod old dodge once more, and get ourselves up as hinnercent strangers.” 














PON. ; P ¢ ’ ‘5 tr like 
“Strike me slippery, Bill! you look as if you'd ; “ Zay, mon, you be from coun ry li 
beea peauta oiatund chickens all your born natural “Hullo! here’s an old cove that'll just suit m« self 7 canst tell Oi the way to Charing 
life. Just brush your ’at a bit round the wrong my lay. Dashed! if he ain't comingtospeak ross | “Na, bor, not straight off ; coma 

way and you're perfect. I'll be on veur tracks, tome!” an’ have a diink while we ask, 


togged up as a foreign count, in half a jiffy.” 


a 





At the fully-licensed premises, Good old game going on pendin Arrival of same. Rather late owing to difficulties in making up. 
mob of rm a pl 40 . — ™ . “ Great Joshua! dashed if Bill ain't been playing the game on old 


Ike Cutefake, who's been on the same lay for six yeare. Wonder which of them’s got the bilge?" Query. 








Be” To CORRESPONDENTS. 7% Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions. In no case will they be returned unless 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope. 
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Oh, who'd wear such a topknot as the 
British Grenadier ? 
And tempt the wandering Bruin to 


cxamine it s9 near, 
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“I must impress upom your mind to take a 


little care, 
For surely such a cumbrous thing no 


And question of the Gaardeman boli how- 
ever he could dare 

To encourage wholesale slaughter of the 

unoffending Bear ? 








With strong ¢xpostulations and evolu- 
tions rare, 


Thus carry on an argument, the G aards- 
man and the Bear; 





‘‘ This headpiece, wretched Guardsman, must 
make a nation stare, 

And what by right belongs to us you hould 
no longer wear. 
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But Virtue, trying to persuade the 
Guardsman for his good, 


Must always take a back seat—'tis 
right that Virtue should. 





buman head should bear!” 
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Somebody's Luggage. 
(See CARTOON.) 
ir on presents you'd be a decider, 
You'd better the stock ins 
Of a merchant whose range is wider 
to select 


Than “ ornery” folk ; 
He affords you more 
Than the peddling trader can ; 
And what Universal Provider 
Surpasses our Grand Old Man? 
He has articles aptly fitted 
For every class and rank, 
For the dull and the lively-witted, 
For the sage and the mountebank, 
For the artful as well as the frank, 
For the cultured as well as the boor : 
dn fact, it must be admitted 
They'll suit both for rich and poor. 


Then take of the wares be proffers, 
There's something to please each taste ; 


Who call him a fraud in their haste. 
The chance you oughtn’t to waste, 
For gifts to the heart are dear, 
And no one should spurn good offers 
That come with the brand-new year. 


| Nor ever pay heed to the scoffers 








Our Clerk! 


Ovugk clerk's latest notion is how to enjoy 
himself thoroughly in an economical way. He 
likes his cigarettes, he likes his shave, he 
likes his glaes of bitter, he likes his bunch of 
violets, he likes his tram-car instead of 
walking. It is a curious thing to see him 
emerge from his street door in the morning 
making deep calculations a3 to which he shall 
go without eo as to be able to afford the 
others, “If I tram it I cannot c’garette it ; 
if I violet it, 1 cannot shave.” These things 





make our clerk look as solemn in the face az 
a Salisbury. Over his lunch, tho’, it’s won- 
derful to see him tryiand make things meet 
under one-and-three, I have seen him near!y 
die because he had jagged hare instead of 
Irish stew, and there was twopence on the 
wrong side. But we must live “genteel” 
nowadays, 











Rough on “The Faculty.” 


| He shivered and shook in his chillness, 
Sharp paias through his system there ran ; 
Said his wife, “ It’s a shocking bad illn«s:;, 

| I'll send for a medical man.’ 


| Bat he stammered, “I pray you, sweet 
lover, 
| To think of some different plan. 
If you really would have me recover, 
n't send for a made-to-kiil man!” 
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Cadbury's 


“‘The Typical Cocoa of 
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English Manufacture,  “"ERICALS 
Absolutely Pure.” paw g WARNING. 
—The Analyst, °°". ore Refuse all oubstitutes. 
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(“a == 
Sam.—* Oh, do, dearest, let me kiss that sweetest of sweet little dimples on your left cheek.” 
Eprs.—* You old silly! It isn’t a dimple at all. That’s where I had a tooth out,” 

A DIS-GUSTINGLY BITTER BLOW. 
AUNTIE.—“ Goodness gracious, girls! the wind's taken off my bonnet.” 
THE G1iRLs,—*“ That's only what everybo ly'’s been doing, auntie, it’s such a fright,” 





AN ICE INSINUATION. 


F'LORA.—*“ Do come along. Dora.” 
. pA } en ahaa } snoring be — . r we nO Re : 1¢ wo ¢ rat ' 
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yy”) 6~SCundertaken! 
z The bare thought 

tem of it makes me squirm! 
te—Janwery! Cold; shivery, tomsty, 
o—vanuary » Shivery, ’ 
wy, foggy, damp, dank and raw! A 
Cine, “tetched, red-nosed, dreary impos- 
“* tor—January; mufiied up to the 

meee throat in a cloak of diseases, lavish 

ao, = garnished with trimmings of aches 

e ~ pains. The only cheerful meet 
are worn by doctors; and they, being on the whole 
kee ©«=s about as consoling and inspiriting as the countenance 
~ owned by the late Medusa, can generally be depended up- 
on to produce a somewhat similar effect, Ugh! The 
stealthy, fee-taking, pulse-feeling vultures! I wouldn't 
grumble so much if we started the year with July 
_ or August; but January !—ugh! And yet we're 
Ze expected to believe that Nature never makes a 
mistake! Here's to bed! I only hope if ever this 
SS... uncomfortable, hacks biting: puared-ont old 
SS \ globe of yours dees fall fou!  .csegeuuail 
uf acomet, it’!] hap- + a oes Sra 

pen in January! 
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STIF- 

KIN®S 

make me an admirable second 

wife, indeed! That equib’s ex- 

ploded! Took her—or, rather, 

she took me—for a walk to- 

: day. Cooing and bleating like 

SS a silly na chose all the time, 
Suddenly—frightful gust of wind | 

y Off went my hat—off went Miss Stif- 
ugeZ) kins’! Then a wild shriek,and—away 
went her wig! I knew it! Hooray! 

is be March winds have exposed a wolf in 
ggg lamb's clothing. 
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WuHaT inhuman wretch 
first invented skating ! hoe (WA | _ 2 q 
healthy, bracing, manly pas-~ - Ri, 
psa it? God! Choose a m ae ra . HT Hip 
bleak February afternoon ; get <3 > — My, / 
— tempted out on the ice ; resign ro LF 
“all control over the proper functions >= =3— 
of yourlegs; make yourself the laugh- | — 
ing stock of a pack of grinningfools; \~ -= 
pick out the weakest on the ice 
~"~“/ and take a cold bath, with the chance of making 
+t @ mortal one; be rescued and ridiculed at the 
same time; then—go home as I did; tie you 
flannel and a hot foot-bath ; drink boiling whisky as 
long as you can guide your hand to your mouth ; and 
—invoke blessings on the head of the inventor of skating. 
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“FIZZ” 


(2.) Bany Backrow.—“ Sup with 
you, little man? Wel, I never! Now, 
you take my advice: don’t you waste 
your money—think of your poor land- 
lady.” 


(1.) Manta. — “Well, you don't think 
you're going with me in that drevs, I hope!” 

GROKGE.—“ Why, what's the matter with 
the dress? You surely don't object to the 
tights?” 


SPRING is the season when Flora in her new Bond Street bonnet walks 
upon the emerald meads, and flowers spring up beneath her tootsies small. 
It is the time of flowers. We give flowers as offerings to those we love. And 
in the schoolroom the flowers of sulphur are administered to the juvenile 
scholar to start him fairly on the season. “Spring! spring! oh, time of 
flowers,” begins the poet, and straightway gives up his genius to writing 
verses at one halfpenny a line for the local coal dealer. Spring is a time of 
joy to the well-to-do. To the poorly off damsel, who has not the wherewithal 
to wy ase frocks, the stronger sunlight only helps to show off that the old 
ones have been thrice turned and double-dyed. 





SUMMER! 


SUMMER is the garden of the year. The scent of roses isin the air. The 
breeze from the blue sea is soft and balmy, and mingles kindly with the 
cooking shoulder of mutton of the lodging house by the harbour. fn summer 
time, in the silent twilight, stand the engaged ones. Then the nightingale 
welcomes them with itssong. And the dew is on the grass, Then colds they 
get and the proboscis of the fair one is as sweetly tinted as the dog rose on 
the — n the summer months the wearied clerk at his desk thinks of 
the v t lawns and goes in for a little mild racing and has to leave his 
sober silver chronometer at the nearest Lombard's, All these things help to en- 
dear us to summer, 


FROM A FANCY BALL. 


(3.) MIs-JUDGED PERSON.—“ No ; loo’ ‘ere, 
Mia’r Ohuckerout, you're makin’ mistake, I sure 
you—mos' serious mistake. 
I'm royst’ring cav-cav-hic-lier, don’ shu’ know 
—I'm sim'ly car-hic-ing out th’ idea — see? 


(4). SPANISH GENT.—“I say, policeman, 
they've been and given my overcoat to some- 
body else ; how the dooce am I to get home 
to Brixtoninthis Tom Fool’s get up? Oatch 
my death !”’ 


I'm bo’ drunk— 


MAKIA.—No; it ain't the fighss, it's what's { But wasn’t Baby mad afterwards, when No!—hang ‘t all!—loo’ 'ere!—p'leece!—I POLICEMAN.—“* Awful hard lines on you, 
inside of ’em !"’ she found that he rolled in wealth, shay !” etc., ete. old chap; but, look here, don’t you know, 
[I'm not a policeman : this is my costume, don’t you know.” 
SPRING! AUTUMN! 


POETS have a good deal tosay about autumn, They kindly tell us that 
the woods are dun colour. About that time we are rather “ dun ”’ off colour, as 
the tailor makes a point of coming rather more heavily than thistledown on us. 


_ In the autumn the last Sunday school treat is held, and children no longer 


choke themselves with buns while the mild curate whispers sweetly to the 
lovely “teacher.” Yes, it is a pleasant time, Though alittle chill o’ nights, 
the cheerful epider comes in at the kitchen door to warm your hearts with his 
company. But then doth the ungainly serving wench squark dismally with 
fear, unless there be near by the manly corporal with sudden scrunch of 


_ sturdy boot to slay and wipe the tears away. 





WINTER! 


WINTER! Ab! who loveth not the honest winter? Its brows are decked 
with holly. Its waist is girt with mistletoe. The pretty robin hops on the 
snow outside, and the water pipes burst inside and the merry plumber cometh 


| and the whole place is scented with the kind odours of putty, white lead and 


tallow. Then, too, the grocer smileth happily as he treacles up the last year’s. 
plums and brisks up the purple currants for the Christmas sale. Ah! how 

nice it is to sit by the fireside and, looking at the flickering Wallsend or Silk- 

stone, wonder why you were such a lunatic as not to purchase them in the 

summer when you could have had ‘em for thirty percent. less. It is reflec- 

tions like these that help to make Christmas the happiest time of the year. 
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LIfp I— JONATHAN 
JRUMBLEWIG, sixty, 
-Zif Z and well preserved ; 
“Log 4 widower, with thir- 
if. Co A teen unmarried 
a daughters — laid my 
“OH! to be in England, now that ae. Se ES a , hand and fortune at 
April's here!” chanted some fool of a | *Jigausy “Atv ZH te 3 — feet - pig 
Sk Z 4 4 : ; ast week, nd the 


poet. Well, if his spirit cares to call 
at my place, 460 Gloomdale Kd., N., 
it can have my share of April, and the 
rest of the eleven months chucked 
into the bargain! Which brings me to 
the point. My eldest girl’s a born idiot! She calls primroses “ pale 
harbiogers of spring!” Went with her to look for some. Found 
thirty-five rainstorms, and a ploughed field three thousand miles’ 
from anywhere! Umbrellaless, of course! 


woman positively re- 
fused me. This, too, 
eee mind you, in an age 
Si: when female suffrage 
is presumably a burning question! She actu- 
ally giggled and pointed to some brainless 
puppy entering the door as her “ long- 
selected choice.” But it’s a judgment! A 
man who, having survived one wife, asks 
for another, simply puts his head into the 
lion’s mouth and hegs to be bitten ! 
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‘' NEVER been racing, Grumblewig? Nonsense! 
Come to Epsom!” Thus said Flyboy to me, In 
an evil moment I rose at the proffered bait, and 
went. Crowds, equeczing, dust, bad languag- 
and horses! Presently Flyboy said, “ Stay here 
half a minute—I'’m going to have a bet.” I 
stayed ; I kept on staying. No Flyboy. Then, 
all at once, some hulking scoundrel clapped me 
on the back. ‘I'll trouble yer for that fiver over 
Cock-o’-the- Walk, guv'nor,’ he cried. ‘Go away, 
you ruffian,” I exclaimed, “I'll call the police!” 
“Oh! will yer?” he yelled, “ why, you're a-wear- 
in’ my watch and chain! ‘Ere '!—Welsher!” 
What followed is a kind of dream. I have a 
recollection of ten million “ Welshers! ” shrieked 


a 
in my ear as I ran for my life. Flyboys all right. A ‘ 
There’s no more harm in him than there is in a ~ ) ¥ \ 
mad dog! I wish him well, but——if some complaint or <— ne) 
sickness, something long, lingering and excruciating does << we ay 


come bis way, I hope it'll be for a permanency ! te 
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THAT OTHER MAN. 
(A RETRIBUTION IN ONE WRITHE.) 


THE knot had been tied, Julia was the wife of Me, Snawlington Slingsby, 
Choral service, sixteen brilesmaids and bieakfest 4 Ja something, Beds z 





flowers—table laid out like a neatly-kept cemetery. Julia cut the cake— 
such acake! On the flight-of-steps principle, with Hymen on the top. We 
two were one, Skeffington Sinclair was 
odd man out. 

He, too, had wooed Julia with impetu- 
ous passion. How our lips would curl 
when we encountered on her doorstep. 
[t was like swearing at one’s self 
in a looking-glass, we were so weirdly, 7X 
strangely alike. Our dearest friends r 
hardly knew us apart, when his loathed 7 "yy 
form was divested of the brass and i, ff 
scarlet of the Onety-Oneth Gee-Joggers, } 
and when my brow was divested of the 
forensic horsehair. I shaved my mous- 
tache after I had been arrested on a writ 
of his, and then people left off making 
mistakes. The likeness saved me a bad 
quarter of an hour, though, when that 
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He sighed and asked after Her, Then—then I revealed to him my plot. 
was 


He bleached and quavered hearing it, I told him that my love for her 
Se ee ee eens Sen oer 
Told him I loved another, again ! posed that ws 
EXCHANGE IDENTITIES! 


ee eS ee eee ee . 


clerk—who has condu a very creditable career since we 
—— brief together. No to do but what he tells you. You'reall | 


“ And—and you?” he stammered. His eyes gleamed wildly. 


oo Oe ee eee and discharge your duties, I trast with credit | 


to my Queen and country. All necessary tips the who acts as your 
orderly will give me. Andif I water up he prone Ses parade——” 

Skeffington Sinclair rose to his full height. 

“ Done with you!” he shouted. « * . * 

The transformation was soon effected. I stood looking at my late self with 
something like regret. Skeflington looked at Skeffington—in My 
and wiped a tear away. I girded on his sword and sabretasche and 
him my black bag and umbrella, 

“Farewell!” « * . * > 

A fortnight passed. 

Disguised in Skeffington’s military cloak, I crept in at my own 
Pelag night. Firelight shone from the windows of the parlour, I 

n. 


His arm was round her waist. My babe 


shaved his—no, my—moustache, 
But he should suffer yet! I—I was now 


smiled upon his knee, Viper! 


| the Other Man! 


| 
| 


— 
=. 
——— 


I lay in wait for his—no—my wife, At last we met. 
“ Skeffington Sinclair!” she cried, “ Ah, how you have fallen off!" 

I had, that very morning on parade. The Colonel had said some nasty 

things afterwards to me—rio! to Skeffington, 
But }—he—poured out my—no, his—pent up passion. I laid myself and 
Py all Skeffington possessed at her feet. Julia 
[ I) regarded me with a glance of indignation, 
| “ Never!” she cried, “ Perjured traitor, 
I LOVE 


— 
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; 
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‘| your insidious arts are in vain |! 
MY HUSBAND!” 

She left me. There was a jeering laugh. 
Skeffington—no, Me—stood before myself, 
jeering. a 

“Ha, ha!” He—no, I—sneered diaboli- 
cally. “She loves her husband, I con- 
gratulate you on having won such an 
affection. 
dear Slingsby. Never was such a woman!” 

He chuckled, the villain! My blood 
boiled. 

“Give me back myself!" I yelled, 

“Tm ble, my dear ow!” said 
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dentist, of whom we both were clients, 
pulled out Skeffington Sinclair’s double 
grinder and stopped mine. Now, he ought 
to have extracted mine, and—— How- 
ever, I preserve the tooth to this day. 

We started on our honeymoon—she 
with rice in her ears, I with a proof im- 
pression of the heel of a satin slipper on 
my left temple. Was the rapture as 
rapturous as I had expected? Was the bliss as blissful? No! 
came between us from the first? Skeffington Sinclair—the Other Man. 

I bore the serpent’s tooth in silence, I knew when I spilt soup on my 
shirt-front that first dinner at the Folkestone hotel, when I was trying to smile 
at her over the edge of the spoon, that she said to herself, “ Skeffington would 


Who 





have been more tidy.” I knew when I rumpled her bonnet-strings in kissing | 


her, that she said, mentally, that Skeffington would have been less clumsy, 


{ know I am a snorer—I am sure Skeffington Sinclair makes each night | 


noxious with nasal noises, But I could see in her eye that she was quite con- 
vinced he never ! 

My brain reels, Brains always do—on paper. 
let me hurry on—to the end |! 

Things grew worse—worse, worse! They never met, and yet Julia had 
him continually with her—in the spirit. I felt sure of it, His astral image 
projected itself upon every plane of our domestic existence. When she 
gazed tenderly upon our cherub pledge, I felt it was because the infant 
resembled Skeffington—not because it was the image of Me, That feeling 
poisoned the springs of a parent’s love at their sources. When she hung upon 
my neck, I could not feel as if the neck was mine. It seemed Skeffington’s. 
When she frisked about me—sat upon my knee and begged for a new bonnet 
—I could have cursed that Other Man aloud. 

Things grew unbearable. I could endure the anguish no longer. In the 
silence of the night, the Wraith of my Revenge sought me out, and I formed 
a deadly plan. I would supplant my hated rival. He should know what it 
was to suffer my pangs. Else the likeness between us went for nothing. 
Should it, though? Ha,ha! I brooded, and let my moustache grow! 

Then I took a day off from the Courts. 
in barracks. He sat in brass and scarlet with his empty head upon 
his hated hand. He, as I, had grown pale and hollow-eyed, We were 
as much alike as ever. 





Ere frenzy overtakes me, 





I sought the wretch out | 


Skeffington, “Since you have worn m 
reputation, you haven't improved it, 
am laughed at on e—roasted at meas 
—the Colonel told you this very day that 
if you didn’t cut B, and 8,1 should havs 
to sell out. And I—I mean you, of course 
—will have to, or I am much 

While my practice—yours, I mean—is in- 
creasing every day, and I find myself 
generally res . The swap was your idea, Stick to it—keep it up— 
I'm quite satisfied with my position,” 








“ Adder!” I howled, ll a a 

“ Good afternoon !” sai an, 

I am my own rival—that is what pute cayenne in the blister, Neve 
mind. My only comfort is that Skeffington’s reputation gets blacker e 
day. When he commits suic——! Ha, ha! 


THE END, 
‘ 

















She positively adores you, my © 






ped © 
My homely, comfortable, middle class meal was spread upon the boned. ' 
Before the fire sat—ah, ah !—Skeffington Sinclair and My wife, He had © 
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THE OWNER OF ’EM! 
A STORY OF VENGEANCE, 


. » > > The fl © ive - . 
Attempted repose.—The fly arrive, All expedients vain. Rage 
= 





Grim purpose, 
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(24, \ . “Way isn’t there a law to put down women and 


S-\\<e dogs ?—especially in July! Onl yesterday after- 
> = SAS noon, while taking a harmless ae I p Breoeeo 
the approach of an overdressed female and an over- 

fei dog. _ I could see by the wicked leer of his eye 
the ferocious yelper meant grabbing me. So, with 
an honest, energetic kick I carried the war into the 
enemys camp ifa policeman hadn't opportunely 
arrived my very life was in danger. Ph-e-ew! I'm 
y Summoned forassault! Talk about the weaker sex ! 
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‘ STRONG symptomsof gout! Run down tosome 
quiet seaside place,” said my medical im- 
postor, “tuck up your trousers and paddle! 
Dy hear? Paddle!" The villain! I 
went. I tucked up my trousers; I paddled! 
With whatresult? Loss of a pair of boots, 

a frightful cold, increase of gout, and a fero- 
civus attack by a bloodthirsty crab upon 
my b g toes! Shall carry the marks to the 
tomb! When I told the medical impostor 
about it, the ruffian absolutely bullied me 


bullied me! “T told you to paddle,” 
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“THe harvest moon, the glorious harvest 
moon !”’ chants my eldest girl, the uncoveted vir- 
gin of thirty. “Oh, pa! let us quickly out and 
see the queenly orb rise in all her splendour!” 
(I plainly see a house at Earlswood is my only 
chance to get rid of her.) Out we go. In the lane 
a couple of young lovers pause to exchange an 
innocent kiss. There is just sufficient light to 
see them. “ Disgusting!” exclaims my eldest with 
her nose in the air. ‘“ [he levity and indecency of 
chits of girls nowadays is simply sickening! Let 
us go back, pa!”’ Poor unfortunate girl! Her 
interest in the harvest, or, indeed, any other moon 
—unless it be a honeymoon—has fled. 
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COLD COMFORT. 
ScENE— Boz at the Prince Drury of Adelphi Theatre, 


PRIMA PULCHBA PUELLA (whose husband is sustaining the title réle of the play).—“ It 
breaks my heart, dear, to notice how passionately—how genuinely—my Adolphus embraces 
and kisses Miss Verrisour in these love passages. It reminds me of the time he used to be 
courting me. He saver” -ofdieeeaianeltoa? never hugs me so lovingly nowadays.” 
SECUNDA PULCHBA PUELLA.—“ Never mind, darling. Console yourself with reflecting 
that 'Dolph, is sure to marry her as soon as you're dead and gone, For you may depend on it 
that, when she’s his wife, he will treat her just as indifferently as he now treats you!” 


PREDICTIONS FOR PLAYGOERS. 
In Jan,’s fierce, frowning, freezing times In July some will find delights 
There may remain some pantomimes, In tragedies o’ nice warm nigl.t:. 
In Feb, some probably will play In August many a hard-up “ pro.’ 
The merry, mournful matinée, Will mockingly a-“ resting” go. 
In March some comic opera show Ditto to Aug. will Sept. be found, 
Will (more or less) be comme-il-faut, Pius “ bogus” managers around, 
Re April—prophets oft su ppose October may look up again 
That ‘twill contain some Easter shows. With eke a comedy or twain, 
In May you'll find some mixed-grotesque- November may show some “ real jam,” 
All sorts affair, now called Burlesque. With mixture pro.’s call “ meelod:am,”’ 
In June wild Melodrama's joys And in December—theatre- Man 
Will please tranepontine gallery boys. Will find the fare we named in Jan. 











Their Only Drawback 
(By our lately distressed poet.) 
I LOVE the sweet but snappy Spring 
When all the birdlets ‘gin to sirg, 
And budlets to the leaflets cling, 
And zephyriets ’gin have their fling ; 
Yet one sharp stinglet doth it bring ; 
In fact, a Quarter Day hath Spring. 


To Summer am I ever true, 

For flowers then are rich of hue ; 

And then Apollo’s more in view ; 

Yea, then the skies are (sometimes) blue, 
Yet Summer likewise is a “do,” 

For that a Quarter Day brings too. 


The Autumn e’er to me is dear, 

With all its yellow and its sere, 

For then the fruitage doth appear 
And nature sheds a silent tear,— 
Perhaps, because, like me, she’s drear 
To find a Quarter Day is near. 


The Winter, spite of ice-array, 

Is oftentimes a season gay, 

For then the good old fireside fay 

Glads all—who for their coals can pay— 
But has it ever struck you, eh? 

E’en Good-Will Day is Quarter Day. 
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(2). “ Your game? I saw you pass that ace, 
you villain!” 
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(1). “Great giblets!"’ exclaimed Snawher one day, shortly before Xmas, “here's a letter from Joe Kerr, saying he has sent me on a nice hamper. 
Wish I’d known it sooner, I wouldn’t have sent him that bogus one, with the dead cat and old boots in.”——(2). About the same time, Joe Kerr wae 
making the same remark,——(3). So when they met at the club that night they were both profuse in thanks and guilty consciences,——_(4 & 5), And 
next day, when the hampers arrived, there was much bad language and smashing of furniture———(6). After which, mutual recriminations and black eyes, 


A SENSATION NOVEL. 


LOVESICK youth | Gentle dame Father hears — Lover “ yows” Lonely mead, Early,dawn, Verdict found. Noble youth 
Serenading Listens gladly (Molarsgnashing), | (Musicchucking) | Ruins hoary, Crime detected! | Case forhanging.| Vindicated. 
(Lord, in sooth, | (Loves the same, | Window rears— Vengeance vows Dreadful deed! | Trampled lawn! | Minions “round,” | Prize for truth, 

Lovers mated, 


Masquerading.) | Fondly,madly!)| Waatasplashing! | Fortheducking. | Grimandgory!| Youthsuspected! | Rival slanging. 











| The Real Age of a Mighty Sage 
(Confidentially Communicated.) 


To correct a mistaken impression 
Re the age of a sage blithe and bold, 
Who gladdens art, trade and profession 
With humour and wisdom’s progression, 
We herewith confess what that sage’s 
Authentic and absolute age is; 
And this is our truthful concession— 
FUN is thirty-one ALMANACS old, 





Men have thought that Fun'’s know- 
ledge’s greatness 
In thousands of years he'd enrolled. 
They opined, from his lofty sedateness, 
And his welcome, heart cheering elatenees, 
That he must be older than Plato 
(Who to FUN was a tiny potato) ; 
But, despite old and new up-to-dateness, 
Fun's but thirty-one ALMANACS old, 








Bon-Bon Motto. 
(To a Proud Thing who wouldn't promise 
me another Dance.) 
TO-MORROW you will look less super- 


cilious, 
That cream you're eating’s eure to make (4). “Ah! you — br strike a man from 
inc LA 


you bilious, 





¢ 
(3). “I'll teach you how to cheat an officer of 
His Majesty's army !”’ 
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Merman and Mermaid. 


As on the startling sight they gazed, spe 
The thirsty fishes, sore amazed, 
| Their drinking ceased, their voices 


——— 


raised, 
1 : | And an uproarious stir made, 
. With “He! he! he!” and “Haw! 
ae 0 ia Yu | Haw! Haw!” 
= = For to his side they plainly saw 





| A merry, merry merman draw 
A merry, merry mermaid ! 


| But though Leviathan and Co. 
| Might jeers and sneerings at them 
throw, 

Yet no impression—oh, dear, no !— 

Such scorn on him or her made. 

| | Their ridicule the twain pooh-poohed, 
|| And ardently, in amorous mood, 
| | The merry, merry merman wooed 











LONDON BRIOGE The merry, merry mermaid ! 


) : 








“ Oh, deem it not a shellfish plea, 
Yet hear me, love! I fear I'll be 
In all my actions out at sea 
Through life, save by your firm aid, 
My wandering fancies be controlled 
| In some sweet grotto!” Thus, grown 
bold, 
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if The merry, merry merman told 
i FS E The merry, merry mermaid,:: 
a}, 
YENI MATINEE © | And still the fishes forward hung 
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— Ath To hear ; and on the whisperers flung 
bbb ad Ne Dry taunts—though not in English 
= MAY tongue, 


La 


Or Spanish, French, or German, 
And soon, to show each satirist, 
She cared not how it sneered or hissed 
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ava’ 1 ol ao 7. _ The merry, merry mermaid kissed 
. a | Pll Fowaes - 1 et) The merry, merry merman ! 
- dé Be as ii A! 
Arr SEM 09 | i) | ile still their li 
gV3i Neosoey a te Tg ¢ But who (while still their lips were 
- A se mt } 


glued) 
Dared on the solemn scene intrude? 
A voice rapped out seven curses rude, 
Then preached the following 




















sermon : 
_ | “There’s midnight struck, and here, so 
| help 
ee ee ae Me Bob, you’re wasting time, you 
: a ones whelp!” 


And loud (‘neath sundry kicks) did yelp 
The merry, merry merman |! 





* * * * 


The merman? What ? Now, here’sago! 
I've made a sad mistake. You know 
That tipplers into fishes grow. 

And that their drunken sounds in no 














KY = ene? a, . Known language ever are made, | 
Ne ake: So you will please to understand | 
\ = 2 That this romance took place on land, 
| Yd | And that those taproom fishes scanned 
— A merry, merry BARMAN and 
PROPHETIC DE-‘LIGHTS O’ LONDON.” A merry, merry BARMAID! 
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PHASES OF THE MOON. 


Firet Quarter. Second Quarter, Ful), Last Quarter. 
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WRY, in the name of the bluest of blue blazes 
didn't I withdraw that six hundred from the 
Great Bunkum Bank months ago? Run up to 
town specially this morning to doro. Found 
the bank all right. Still standing in the same 
street, still got the same windows and doors, 
only the latter were closed. Neat placard, pro- 
minently pasted, only wanted a deep mourning 
border to preserve the unities :—‘ All 
payments suspended. Tearfully yours, 
Sharpley, chairman,” “Chill 
October,” indeed ! 






























Foc! I live onit in November. Ii have it 
for breakfast, dinner, tea and supper, and even 
wear it as a nightcap or an overcoat! Fog and 
burglars! Last night one of the latter tickled 
me with the muzzle of a revolver, and politely 
requested to be shown where the handiest valu- 
ables were stowed, Afterwards the scoundrel 
actually swore at me on account of the small- 
ness Of his booty. Said I ought to be proceeded 
— for living in a good sized house under 
a'se pretences, and that it was the 

crib he'd cracked for  atnoaran years ! me 
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AT last! The farce ‘is finished, and 
another notch cu! in the Robinson C:usoe- 
like record of our years! Yet—oh, horrible 
thought !—I shall have to go through it all 
again ! 

As usual, while the world and his wife 
are stuffing and gorging themselves with 
every conceivable luxury, hereamI,tid up | oy. 
with the gout, and tied down tothe thinnest |, Bi, 
of thin gruel and other washy slops. Phy sic? (| \ WHY, 
I swallow it by the hogshead! Pills? I gulp 
’em by the ton! And with that medical im- 

tor calling three times a day, every groan 

utter costs me seven and sixpence! What's 
that? Visitors! By all the saints in the calen- 
dar! a crowd of poor relations, with smiling 
faces, immeasurable appetites and stale, ironical platitudes, 
yclept compliments «f the season! Here! Quick! Drop the 
curtain! The annual farce in twelve acts is p'ayed out! 
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THE CLAYPOD WAITS, 


AND WHAT BECAME OF THEM, 


(1) LittLe Tommy CLopHor.—‘ Now, then, feyther, play up, they're on the move.” (2) “ Ob, lor’! don’t I wish I was a wait.” (3) “ Crikey ! 
ain't somebody a-ketchin’ it neither. I'm glad I ain't a wait! Sounds like feyther bein’ smothered.” (4) “Great Christmas!! I’m orfe!!!” 













For PRESERVING 
THE SKIN AND 7 gES® 
COMPLEXION] ‘TH 


From the «fiectsof FROBT, COLD 
WINDS, ant HARD WATER 
Keeps the SKIN SOFT 










Gives Quiet 
Nights to Mothers 

and Nurses, and Health, 
Strength, and Comfort to All. 
Sold Everywhere. REFUSE ALL IMITATIONS 
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SMOUTH and WHITE in the 
CuLDpes WERATHER 
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Ren ove an Prevent all 
Poughness, Redness, Chaps 
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Glycerine 
& Gucumber:* 
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